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Summary: Noble Team has been tasked to defend Reach to their last 
breath from invading Covenant forces, an impossible mission. But can 
the meeting between a female Sangheili and Noble Six change the 
course of the battle and more importantly, the universe? Male Human X 
Female Elite (I do not own the image, I'm just borrowing it) 


1. Introduction 

**Hello, this is my first fanfic story, I hope I do the Halo games 
justice by writing this story with a slight twist in it, hope you all 
like it.** 

***I do not own any of the Halo game series*** 

* *Six POV** 

The Spartan examine his helmet and was satisfied to find it in good 
condition, he was afraid the close encounter he had with a rebel's 
homemade bomb on Harmony had left a mark. 

The Warthog hit a sudden bump, lifting the occupants in the air 
before being pushed back down by gravity. Six glance at the private 
who was driving; he was still shaking with nervousness. Despite the 
Spartans being the defenders of Earth, a lot of people, including his 
fellow soldiers, saw six and the other Spartans as an intimidating 
sight, almost as frightening as the Covenant. 

Six glance down at himself to see how he looked. His blue and white 
armor wasn't nice and shiny, but dented and grimy from all the past 
days in the field. Command pulled Six out of the action and chartered 
him a ride to Reach before he could clean himself. 

Here the Spartan snorted. Six. That was to be his new name. Obviously 
this Noble team he was being rotated to thinks he wouldn't last long. 
He was determine to prove them wrong, he wasn't some newbie marine. 



he was a Spartan III veteran, he was sure he's been in this war just 
as long as any other Spartan who was still living and 
breathing . 

They were approaching the base, he couldn't see it, but command told 
Six that it was position just over the hill. As they approach. Six 
placed his helmet over his head once more and check the system. Heads 
up Display (HUD) was working, his shield levels were charged, ammo 
counter reported his weapons were lock and loaded, and the miniature 
radar showed massive activity up head, they were approaching base 
camp. Six looks up in time to see twin Falcons pass the ground 
vehicle overhead, both heading towards the base, that must be 
transportation, was Noble team returning, or are they getting pick up 
for a mission? Either way something is happening, and Six was 
determine to prove himself. 

The base camp was more camp than base, no fence, no airfield, only a 
few movable buildings, he gave the scene a brief scan before settling 
his eyes on building Al, Noble team's barracks. The private pulled 
the warthog up to the building, just as the twin Falcons landed, no 
one was onboard, save the pilots. Noble must still be in their 
barracks . 

Six turns to thank the private, but the kid flinch at Six's movement. 
Irritated by the rough ride and the private's actions. Six just got 
out and walk towards the barracks, not looking back at the Warthog. 
Six was passing the Falcon when out of the corner of his eye, he saw 
a man sitting inside the falcon, causally filling a clip with long 
sniper bullets. The guy was bald and had a tattoo on the side of his 
head, a fist of arrows, but what stood out was his green MJOLNIR 
armor; he must be part of Noble team. He look up from his reloading 
work, but Six to keep walking without giving the man a second 
glance . 

As he approached. Six could hear a conversation going on, the one 
talking sounded like he was on audio, must be a call. 

"Contact with the relay outpost went dark, we're afraid the local 
insurgents are behind it, their activities are just as high as the 
ones on Harmony. We sent in a marine recon team to check it out but 
we soon lost contact." 

Another speaker replied, "And now you're sending us?" 

At that moment Six walked in and his attention was immediately drawn 
to a fellow Spartan sitting on an ammunition crate. His armor was red 
and grey, he was sharpening his kukri to a wicked sharp point, yet 
what caught Six's interest was the skull design on his helmet. The 
Spartan paused in his practice and looked up at him; six in return, 
started moving forward to introduce himself when another Spartan 
intercepted him. 

This one was a woman who wore a light turquoise armor with light 
armor attachments; her helmet was revealing short brown hair, a tough 
face, and a scar on both her forehead and right cheek. She blocked 
Six's advance with a cybernetic prosthesis arm. Six raised his 
eyebrows slightly, few, if any, soldiers are allowed to fight on the 
front line when they're critically injured, but here was another 
example of how much CIC is willing to bend the rules for the 
Spartans . 



The female soldier seems to be studying Six as if he was a bug under 
a microscope before dropping her fake arm and said, "Commander." 


At this Six saw the final two men who were at the end of the room. 

Six was shocked to see one of them, gold and green armored man was 
huge, he must be reaching 7 foot five easy, the heavy machine gun 
resting beside him hinted the man's strength. He had his helmet off 
and he looked older than the other Spartans, they were in their 
thirties, but this guy looks like he was in his early forties. Six's 
mind did a double take when he realized the guy was older because he 
was one of them, a Spartan II, he must have been part of the first 
class of Spartans to ever be created. 

Beside him was a man who fit the description of a commander, serious 
face, hair cut at regulation, and the way he held himself up, like he 
was ready to salute at any given moment. His blue Spartan armor was 
the same color as Six's but it lacked the white color that crisscross 
on Six's armor. He gave Six a glance before turning back to the table 
behind him. 

On the table Six could see a holo-communicator , in which an image 
shows the veteran face of colonel Holland, acting commander in chief 
of all special warfare personnel on Reach, the only man from ONI that 
Six trusts. 

The giant Spartan spoke in a leather voice, "so that's our new number 
six?" 

Number six, yes that's his name now, exactly what he was 
expecting . 

The skull face Spartan spoke next, "Kat, you read his file?" 

Kat, the woman he was addressing, said, "Only the parts that aren't 
inked out . " 

Six turn to talk to the commander and report to duty, but he was 
talking to Holland again. 

"Anyone claims responsibility?" he asked. 

"So far all signs point to the local insurgents, recon the area, 
report back, and get the facility back online, Holland out." With a 
flick, the hologram disappeared, ending the conversation. 

Carter turns from the screen and now addressed his new team member, 
"Lieutenant ? " 

Six answered with a formal, "Commander Sir, " 

"I'm Carter, Noble team leader, that's Kat, Noble two, Jun Emile and 
Jorge, three four and five, " as he spoke the rest of Noble already 
started filing out of the barracks. "You're riding with me Six," he 
finished . 

He started walking out and put on his helmet while Six followed close 
behind. They climbed into the first Falcon where Jun, Noble three, 
was already sitting, his head now bearing his helmet. 



"Just one thing Six," Carter continued, "I've read your file, even 
the parts ONI didn't want me to, you work well alone, but we're a 
team", at this he turn and looked Six square in the face plate, as if 
he could see past it and see into his eyes. "That lone wolf stuff, 
stays behind, got it?" he asks with an edge to his voice. 

Six nodded his head and said, "Sir." 

The Falcon started to take off when June looked to Six and said, 
"Welcome to Reach." 

**Sorry it's short and doesn't follow the exact wording of the game, 
but I promise the next chapter will have action in it, hopefully I'll 
get it done soon.** 


2 . An Ambush 
Chapter 2 : An Ambush 
* *SHRESS LA'VDAMEE POV ** 

Shress stepped over the body of the alien soldiers; they easily fell 
to her blade, they didn't even know she was there. 

She couldn't help but feel a slight discomfort, as part of a warrior 
family; she was brought up to know the difference between a warrior 
and a coward. Warriors fight their advisories head on; cowards slip a 
knife into the enemy's throat from behind. Falling these aliens from 
behind with her active camouflage on was a cowardly act, but in the 
San 'Shyuum's point of view this was a good kill. 

Shress pushed these thoughts out of her mind as she walked to the 
"Utility room" as the humans called it. She descended on the slanted 
walkway, her hoofs causing faint echoes in the empty room as she 
neared what appears to be a "power room." Inside were wires, levers 
and knobs, tooting and buzzing at such a tremendous rate it took 
Shress off guard for a bit. This was her first time in a human 
structure; she never realized how primitive their machinery 
is . 

Shress touched a small device connected to her helmet and spoke, 
"Kluan, I'm in thea€ | utility room," she spoke slowly and 
uncertainly, "what am I to do now?" 

A moment later a deep voice rumbled back into her ear, "there should 
be aa€ | computer looking thing on the wall; it should look like a 
small terminal." 

Shress searched the walls until finding a small device opposite of 
the wall. Only the screen glowed green and the buttons were small, 
with unfamiliar characters imprinted on them. 

She called her Zealot brother again, "I think I found it, which 
control do I touch?" 

"It should be a red control, but don't touch it, you have to press it 
in order to activate it." He answered. 

"Are you sure," She didn't want to press the wrong control and have 



something bad happen. 


"Yes I'm sure," Kluan said with a touch of irritation, "the humans 
have some strange obsession with having all their 'power off' 
controls color red." 

Shress growled back at the tone in his voice, but pressed the button 
on the terminal. Instantly the power went off, the room went dark, 
the sounds of machinery were shut off, but the rising and falling 
pillars in the center of the room still moved and glowed, but 
hopefully they don't do anything to turn the power back on. 

"It's done," Shress spoke into the communicator, "I'm heading 
back . " 

She started walking back, taking care not to go near the human 
bodies. Despite her being in the Covenant military for years, Shress 
still feels uncomfortable killing creatures by surprise, in her 
opinion; all species deserve a chance to fight an honorable duel. 
Especially the humans, so far they were the only creatures that had a 
code that was close to the honor system the Sangheili people 
followed. She witnessed them retrieving their dead and some had a 
will to fight to the death. Some though, not all; not like the 
Sangheili 's. They were definitely creatures to be studied, but she 
never voices these thoughts, to say such thing would be heresy, 
resulting with her being executed. 

She tried to reaffirm her hatred to humans for being heretics, but 
what makes them different than any other species within the covenant? 
The San ' Shyuum claims that the humans are unfit to take part of the 
Great Journey, they claim that humans are unclean and dangerous, but 
what makes them unclean and how are they any less dangerous than the 
Jiralhanae? The only thing that makes sense is that the humans are 
dangerous because they create monsters, like the demons the covenant 
has to face. 

Shress let out a hiss as she thought of the demons. They are bigger, 
faster and stronger then the humans. They have the courage of a 
Sangheili, and the strength of a Jiralhanae, but are a species that 
no one has ever seen before. Their bulky armor makes them hard to 
kill; they hide in the shadows and are always killing hundreds of her 
species. There were rumors that the demons are resurrected bodies of 
dead humans, brought back to seek revenge on the Covenant for 
destroying their souls. She dismissed these silly notions until the 
day she was assaulting one of the human's colony world and saw a 
green armored humanoid, truly fighting like a demon, slaughtering all 
in its way while being shot at multiple times but never went down. 

The only time she witness the death of a demon was when she watched 
from a monitor how a wave of fire from a ship's cleansing beam 
consumed a red demon, finally killing it. She would never forget the 
ferocity it showed towards the end. 

"Shress!" a loud voice called. 

Shress was so buried within her mind she did not realized she reached 
the human control room until Nodam called to her. He and Kluan stood 
together close to a computer monitor that was destroyed during the 
fight to take the room. An elderly human lay sprawled on the floor 
while others, soldiers, was space across the room. The smell of human 
was still strong in the air, sweat, grime and, of course, blood. She 



stood with her Zealot brothers and nodded her head towards 
them . 


Kluan grunted and look away, while Nodam offered her a nod in return 
to her greeting. Out of the two, Shress likes Nodam; he treats her 
with respect and honors her as being the first female to be accepted 
into their ranks. However there are those, like Kluan, who believes 
all the women should be left on Sanghelios and tend to the children, 
_like they're supposed to do_, Kluan once voiced. 

That was the life that Shress was supposed to live, but she defied 
it, as traditional, all female were trained to fight, but were post 
on their home world as the home guard. She was let into the military 
however when she worked harder than any other female and gain the 
attention of her first suitor, Ripa 'Moramee, who allowed her to join 
in the battle against a troublesome Kig-Yar called Krith, quelling 
her thirst for blood. Shress sighed mentally, she though she and Ripa 
were meant to be, until he tried to lead a coup against one of their 
planet's leaders, which she refused to take part of, ending their 
relationship . 

After that she worked her way up through the ranks until at thirty 
summers of passing, she was made a Zealot by the Ship Master of the 
_Shadow of Intent_ himself. She was and still is, proud to wear the 
advance red armor of a Zealot, support two energy swords, and have 
access to any kind of information she needs. This should have earn 
her honor and respect from her brethren, instead she was met with 
disgust and shame; ancient traditions are hard to break. All of this 
made her even more determine to prove herself. 

"Shress, " Nodam said again, she silently cursed herself for zoning 
out again. 

Acting as if nothing has happen, she asked, "Did we get what we came 
for?" 

It was Kluan who answered, "No, the humans hid the device well, " he 
growled in irritation, "we may have to-" he stopped speaking and 
cocked his head to the side, listening to his communicator. 

Nodam and Shress waited for Kluan to speak, and were shock to hear 
him exclaim, "What! How many of them! Are you sure? Where are they 
now? What! Why didn't you tell us you filthy Kig-Yar, can you hear 
me? By the Prophets, answer me!" he demanded before letting out a 
small roar of anger and turn to his fellow Sangheili's. 

Nodam said, "Brother what is-" 

Kluan interrupted him, "Demons," he hissed, "They're here, an entire 
group is here, in the courtyard!" 

Shress tried to suppress a feeling of dread. An entire group? She saw 
how much death a single demon can bring, she didn't want to know what 
will happen if they get confronted by an entire squad of them. 

Nodam was also startled by this, "What shall we do brother?" he 
asks . 

Kluan thought for a moment before turning to Shress, "Tell the 
Kig-Yar and their squadron of Unggoys to meet us here; we shall 



cleanse this planet from these creatures for good." 


Shress paused before asking, "Are you sure? What makes you think we 
can stop them with needlers and plasma pistols?" She was starting to 
wonder whether Kluan has ever faced a demon before, or at least seen 
one in action. 

Kluan hand shot forward as if to strike her, but he pulled it back 
and answered in a low voice, "We will ambush these creatures, and 
finish this mission, if you are not too much of a coward to complete 

it . " 

Enraged by the insult, Shress retorted by saying, "you didn't answer 
my question Kluan, " she stated. 

Kluan turned to her but before he could voice anything, there were 
the sound of a large banging and the rolling of machinery. As one the 
Zealots turn and flexed their energy swords to life, waiting for an 
attack yet none came. They were lowering their guard when a small 
moan was heard behind them. They all twisted again and look for the 
source. A human solider that they thought was dead stirred a bit and 
let out a pained moan. Again came the grinding sound, this time 
Shress was able to pinpoint the sound, it was coming from the main 
entrance hall way. 

She turned to her two comrades and said, "It's the demons, they must 
be trying to get through." 

There was another moan from the injured soldier, Kluan grumbled, turn 
to the human and switch on his sword again but Nodam stepped in front 
of him, "Wait, " he said. 

Kluan growled and asked in a low and dangerous voice, "why?" 

Shress was surprised when she saw Nodam smile and replied in an even 
voice, "Every trap needs bait." 

**SIX'S POV** 

"Kat get the door closed now!" Emile yelled as he reloads his shotgun 
for the ninth time that day. 

He was standing guard over Kat within the Relay building as she 
fought with the outpost ' s security system, trying to shut the door 
while Emile stood over her. Carter, Jorge and Six are on the opposite 
side of them, all firing shots into the courtyard that was quickly 
filling with Covenant. Elites were few in number, but they rallied 
the troops and provided the heavy support. Jackals were in the second 
row, their energy shields blinding as they took hits from Noble 
team's rounds. Grunts were in the front line, firing blindly and 
trying to get close to the door without losing their heads. Above 
them, the two falcons were engaging phantoms and spirits, with Jun 
taking crack shots below whenever possible. 

"Look do you think this is easy?" Kat asked, "I have to bypass 
security codes, firewalls-" 

Carter shouted over the roar of battle, "Kat I don't care what you 
have to deal with, just get the door closed-" 



"Got it!" Kat yelled, slowly the door began closing. The team started 
to shoot through the closing gap between them and the Covenant 
troops. Six was the last one to let put a burst of fire, spanning 
over fifteen yards, his assault rifle's bullets tore through an 
Elites shield and buried themselves in its chest, he watched with 
satisfaction as the Elite fell before the door blocked his 
view . 

Carter saw this and nodded at Six, "Nice piece of work 
Lieutenant . " 

Six nodded back, a little breathless, he swore he and the team of 
Spartans has been in a nonstop firefight ever since landing, but he 
didn't complain, this was the life of a Spartan, and he was satisfied 
with the number of kills he and the team has scored. _And this is 
just the first day_. Six thought to himself. 

Noble team rallied around a secondary door, Kat already hard at work 
getting it open. As they wait. Carter was talking into his comm's, 
"Noble Three, what's the status out there?" 

"Sir, I think we spooked them, the ground forces are holding their 
positions and the phantoms are pulling out." Jun replied. 

"An Elite and his squad getting spooked? There's something wrong with 
this picture, " Carter signed off and addressed the team, "Alright 
Noble, this op isn't over yet, so don't drop your guard, stay sharp 
and shoot first." 

"And on a minor note, everyone keep an eye on Six, " Emile joked. 

Six didn't respond, gripping and insulting the new guy was a military 
ritual that has been alive for centuries. 

"Lock it up Emile, " Carter spoke before the second door opened, 
"Alright here we go people." 

The metal door opens painfully slow, exposing a dark hallway. Moving 
expertly, the Spartans stayed close to the walls, Emile was going 
follow last when Carter ordered, "Emile, hold here if anyone comes 
this way, they're yours." 

Six heard the frustration in Emile's voice when he acknowledges with 
a "sir," but he didn't complain as he took up a guard position by the 
door . 

Satisfied that their rear exit was secured. Carter nodded forward and 
the team advance down the dark hallway. The expert soldiers moved 
with caution, unsure what to expect, a small army of Covenant or a 
shell shocked solider unable to tell friend from foe. It wasn't long 
before they reached the control room; a sad scene. An elderly man was 
spread pathetically on the floor and the bodies of dead marines were 
sprawled throughout a room filled with bullet holes. Only a sole 
light bulb was on, flickering dramaticly as it struggle to keep what 
little power it still contained. 

"Noble Six search that body, " Kat said as she started examining the 
main computer while the rest of Noble team started locking down the 
area . 



Six started searching the man when he heard Carter speaking, "Hey, 
are you alright, what happen" 

He looked up and saw that one of the marines that he took for dead 
was alive, injured, but still breathing. It was clear he had a bad 
day, plasma and energy scars were plastered on his armor as he tried 
to speak in a pained voice. 

"Sir, Marine zero-four. Foxtrot company, we got here, started to lock 
this place down, we split up and that's whena€ i something hit us. I 
don't know what it was buta€ | oh man they tore my team apart." The 
pain in his voice was evident. Six knew the feeling, they all lost 
friends in this war. 

Six turned back to his work and search the man up and down, checking 
all of the deceased man's pockets until he found a strange device in 
his jacket pocket. He seen the device before but forgot what it was, 
it was like an oversize data chip. He turned to Kat as she cursed at 
the computer, "Plasma damage, " she snarled. 

"Kat I found something, " Six barley held up the chip when Kat 
snatched it away from him and held on to it as if it was the galaxy's 
most precious gem. She replied with, "I'll take that Six, no need to 
have a security breech right?" For once Six thought he heard a bit of 
thrill in her voice, maybe decrypting unknown data chips was her 
hobby . 

Before he could comment on that thought Jorge reentered the room with 
a struggling figure. 

"I got a live one here, come on, it's alright." The struggling figure 
was a young woman, possibly passing her teens. She was in a frantic 
state, screaming and squirming, trying to break loose from Jorge's 
grip as he tried to sooth her but she continued yelling foreign words 
that Six was sure weren't complements. 

Carter stood from where he was kneeling by the soldier and said 
"Jorge, " like it was a command. 

Jorge turn and said, "Sir I got this, " with that he drops his massive 
gun and held the girl by the shoulders and had her look into his 
polarized visor and said in a loud, yet gentle voice, "Keep still and 
I'll release you." That got her attention; she stopped struggling and 
stared back into Noble Five's visor and said another word in a 
somewhat meek voice, this time Six was sure it wasn't an insult. 

She suddenly let out a gasp. Six barley heard it, but Jorge did, and 
on instinct he duck as a energy sword pass through the space where he 
was a moment before. Out of nowhere, three Elite's dropped from the 
ceiling, energy swords drawn at the ready. Six barley turned towards 
the aliens when the lead one sprinted forward and took a slice at 
Kat. Carter intercepted by pushing Kat and himself to the side, the 
blade missed them, cutting instead into the computer. Before it could 
take a second swipe at his comrades. Six let loose a barrage of 
bullets point blank at the elite. This would have been enough to kill 
it, but its shields were on, saving the Elite's life. Without a 
second thought, the Elite rammed into Six, knocking him down and ran 
towards an open door. 


Six tried to get up and pursue, but one of the other Elite's jump on 



top of him kept him and pinned. It attempted to stab him with its 
energy blade, but Six grabbed its wrist and held the blade away from 
his body. He lifted his upper form up and slams a fist into the 
alien's face with enough force to knock a human unconscious, but this 
thing wasn't human, all that the punch did was make it angry. It 
roared at Six, spreading its mandibles, exposing its shark like 
teeth. Six was sure it was going to try and bite his helmet, but then 
Six saw Carter behind the creature and kicks the alien off of him. 
Before Six could thank him. Carter kicks Six's weapon towards him. 

Six grabs the rifle and in a single movement, turn and aimed his 
rifle at the Elites. 

He was about to pull the trigger when he stops. The third alien had 
grabbed the injured marine and held him in front of it and the other 
Elite that Carter kicked off Six. All of Noble team has pulled their 
weapons and aimed them towards the covenant soldiers but none dare 
pulled a trigger. Both the captured marine and the girl were 
screaming, making it harder to concentrate. Emile was on the radio 
and was demanding to know what was going on, earning a shout from 
Carter that they've been "engage." 

Slowly the aliens edge out of the room, taking the pleading marine 
with them, when they were gone, Emile was back on the radio, "Sir 
Permission to peruse, over." 

Negative, stay where you are, Kat, handle her, " Carter nodded towards 

the screaming girl before speaking, "Five, Six, clear the 

hole!" 

Both Jorge and Six moved. Six reloaded while Jorge lumbered behind. 
The door led to the cargo area, it was pitch black. Behind him. Six 
heard Jorge close the door, blocking out what few light they had and 
plunging them into darkness with only two killer aliens for 
company . 

Six switched on his night vision, filling the cavern like bay area 
with a green light, he was now able to see things easier. Slowly he 
edge towards the back of the bay area, it was the only place the 
Elite's could have retreated to. Suddenly one of the Elites jumped 
out from behind a box and Six was finally able to see it clearly. The 
Elite was a Zealot, one of the most deadliest of the Covenant class 
of warriors. Six should have known, only Zealots would have energy 
swords and only they would have the arrogance to think they could 
take on a squad of Spartans on their own. 

The Zealot lifted something from behind its leg, a Concussion rifle. 
It let out a sudden roar and behind the crates, two Jackals and at 
least eight Grunts emerge, it was another ambush. 

Before anymore surprises could be revealed, Jorge yelled out, 

"Flare!" 

At this. Six turn off his night vision as Jorge threw a large 
cylinder tube upwards, in midair it burst into a bright red light. 
Startle squeaks emitted from the Grunts and the Jackals eyes widen at 
the sudden bright light, but the Elite wasn't fazed. It lifted its 
rifle and started firing, little red spheres of fire were streaking 
towards the back to the two Spartans. Six dived behind a crate, but 
Jorge simply dodge the shots and let lose a thundering firestorm. 

Some Grunts went down, but the Jackals activated their shields and 



started squawking orders. The remaining Grunts hid behind crates once 
again and started letting lose corner shots. Bright blue plasma, 
purple needles, and fiery bullets tore through the air, trying to 
find a fleshy target. 

Taking advantage of the chaos. Six peeked around the corner and look 
towards the back of the room. Just like he thought, the zealot was 
standing in the open, as if it didn't care if it was killed or not. 
That got no argument from Six as he took aim and started firing. The 
Zealot's shield flashed a bright silver and stayed that way as the 
bullets continue to hit the invisible shield. Then, to Six's 
astonishment, the Zealot leapt away and ran into a side room, 
retreating from the battle, the greatest sin to commit on the 
battlefield by the Zealot standards. This caused a chill run down 
Six's spine, why was he running? 

A needier crystal struck close to his face, causing Six to stumble 
back and get his head back in the game. _Take down the cannon 
fodders, then focus on the big fish_, he thought. Taking a breath. 

Six peeked out and observed his adversaries. So far the Covenant 
troops haven't moved, they were still cowering behind their boxes, 
which were about five yards apart. He looked to Jorge and made eye 
contact, making quick hand gestures, he explained his idea to Jorge. 
It was risky. Six though Jorge would oppose, but instead he nodded 
and began firing at the enemy with a renewed passion, giving Six the 
window he needed. 

Wasting no time. Six jumped and his fingers caught the edge of the 
twelve foot tall box. He hoisted himself up and got down low so he 
wouldn't give his position away, but the aliens were still hiding 
behind their cover, they will be caught with total surprise. Wasting 
no time. Six jumped from cargo to cargo and waited on one last crate 
before the enemy's, he checked and made sure his weapon was loaded. 
Reassured, Six took a running start and jumped on top of the enemy's 
cover . 

Moving quickly, he looked over the side, four Grunts and the two 
Jackals were there. Without hesitation he brought out his rifle and 
fired, point blank downwards. The Grunts all dropped after the 
bullets passed through their skulls, and the rest of the bullets were 
empty into a surprise Jackal's face. Six's gun ran empty at the same 
time as the last Jackal cover its head with its shield and pointed 
its Needier up at Six and fired. Without missing a beat. Six jumped 
and landed feet first on the surviving Jackal's shield. He heard a 
sickening crunch as the Jackal crumpled beneath his weight, crushing 
it . 

Reaching down. Six unclip a plasma grenade from a dead grunt and 
hurled it over towards the last Covenant position. He didn't see it 
land, but he heard a Grunt snort in confusion before hearing a 
explosion, ending the Grunts surprised screams just as quickly as 
they started. 

Satisfied that the area was clear Six reloaded his rifle and walked 
out from cover, meeting with Jorge. They nodded at each other before 
turning and rushing down the bay, determine to catch the Zealots. As 
they entered the corridor, their only resistant's were a squadron of 
Grunts, who were easily dispatched with a quick grenade or two. They 
didn't stop until they came to the utility room. It was eerie quiet, 
the light pillars were still moving up and down, still supplying the 



base with clean oxygen. The emptiness should have put the Spartans at 
ease, instead they became as tense as a string before snapping. They 
knew the Zealots were in here, and they were probably planning 
another attack. 

Six turned to Jorge and voice his concern, "Elites, especially 
Zealots, never ever run from a fight." 

Jorge nodded in agreement and said, "Sorry Lieutenant, but we have no 
choice," he looked to Six and asked, "You've ever been a rabbit 
before Six?" 

Six nodded and replied, "Always." 

"Good, " Jorge step forward and set his heavy gun on the railing, 

"I'll be here then, drive them out." 

Six nodded and started down the slanted walkway, ensuring his rifle 
was loaded. He paused when he saw a body and let out a sigh of 
disappointment. The marine who was taken hostage, the one who 
miraculously survived a massacre, now joined his brothers and sisters 
on the big base in the sky. Six pressed on, silently promising the 
fallen soldier that he'll collect his dog-tags when they were 
done . 

He stopped when he was opposite to the entrance to the power room. He 
started moving forward when the Zealot with the concussion rifle 
jumped out from within and fired. It was bad timing, just as the 
blast was about to hit Six, a pillar rose from the floor and took the 

blast for him. The zealot let out a growl and behind him, a second 

Zealot ran out, its energy sword activated as it ran towards six. Six 
started blasting at the approaching alien, shields flashing with the 
bullets as they impacted. It was practically on top of Six when Jorge 
started firing. The fire power took the Zealot by surprise causing it 
to halt, which was a bad idea, as Jorge's gun depleted the alien's 
shield. Bullets tore into the Elite's side, spilling blood. 

The Zealot turn and roared in rage at Jorge, wanting nothing more 

than to slaughter him. Jorge stopped firing, confusing the alien, as 
it was still thinking it did not realize Six was moving before it was 
too late. In a swift maneuver. Six removed his blade, stepped on the 
Zealot's knee, lifted himself up and buried the knife into the 
Elite's neck. The elite's eyes widen with shock but before it could 
retaliate. Six twisted the knife, snapping the Elite's neck. Six 
withdraw the knife and jumped away and watch as the alien dropped to 
the floor; dead. 

The Zealot with the powerful rifle let out a mighty roar before 
firing a nonstop barrage at Six, forcing him to weave through the 
pillars, seeking new cover every time the previous pillar descend 
back into the ground, keeping Six moving. Jorge tried shooting the 
Zealot, but at his angle, he was unable to hit the alien. Realizing 
he was on his own. Six started shooting between cover, trying to 
disrupt the Elite's shield, but the constantly fired energy weapon 
kept messing up Six's aim. 

Trying a new tactic. Six stopped shooting, popped a grenade, and 
threw it at the alien. It tried to find cover but the blast consumed 
the Zealot, its shield staying strong, but generally weaken. Seeing 
the effect within the small room. Six started popping grenades and 



throwing it into the tiny room. Each grenade weakening the shield, 
causing the alien to grow more and more frustrated. Six reached for 
another, but only felt one left. He looked at the Zealot, its shield 
was now red, one more grenade should destroy the shield, and a 
dangerous move could kill the alien. Six only thought for a moment 
before coming to a decision, _ if this doesn't work, I'm dead 
anyway ._ 

Six threw the last grenade, the Zealot saw it and tried to back away, 
while he was distracted. Six retrieved the fallen Zealot's sword and 
kept a tight grip on it. Six looked up in time to watch with 
satisfaction as the blast destroyed the Elite's shield. Knowing now 
was the time to strike. Six leapt from cover and sprinted towards the 
Zealot. The alien saw him approaching and raised the rifle, firing 
point blank at Six's chest. Seeing the movement. Six jumped and 
leveled out in the air as the ball of molten energy past below Six. 
Six tucked in, rolled on the floor, uncurl, activating the energy 
sword, and plunges the sword, hilt deep, into the Zealot. The hand 
guard was pressed into the Elite's chest, while twin energy blades 
were visible on the alien's back. The Elite's mandibles remain in a 
rigid position and it continued to stand tall like it was proud. Six 
looked into the alien's eyes and saw a deep hatred in its eyes. The 
red fiery eyes were locked on Six's faceplate before it mandibles 
moved, trying to speak a alien word but failed due to lack of energy, 
before the red light in its eyes dulled and the Elite's body began to 
lean on Six. Six dislodged the sword and stepped back, allowing the 
body to fall at his feet. 

Six stood there staring at the alien in wonder. What was its final 
words? Why did it hate him so? What were they here for? All he got 
were questions and more questions, he shook his head to clear his 
mind, and that was when he heard Jorge's voice in his ear. 

"Six? Are you there? Six talk to me, " his voiced rumbled. 

Six touch his comm's and replied back, "Yeah... yeah I'm fine 
Jorge . " 

He heard the giant Spartan sigh before speaking again, "Carter 
called, he wants us to reset a junction, since your down there 
already, you might as well do it." 

"Roger that, " Six replied and looked around, glad he now had 
something to do other than think. He saw the junction on the wall. 
Calmly he walked over and pressed the 'on' button. 

Like a giant beast awakening, the outpost came to life, the whirls 
and whizzes of the machinery came to life, the little lights started 
blinking again and the lights turned back on ... revealing the third 
Zealot hiding in the shadows . 

Six tried to move but, the Zealot roared and made a thrust with its 
blade, causing Six's shields to disappear, and stabbing Six in the 
chest. Six stepped back, grunting in pain, but glad that the blade 
didn't go any deeper. The Elite made to slice him again, but Six 
jumped back and tried to reach for his side arm, only to have the 
Elite slash and the weapon were broken in two. Roaring, the Zealot 
started cutting and slashing, trying to kill Six at all costs. Than 
on of the Zealot's slice went farther then it intended, creating a 
small opening, without a second thought. Six threw himself at the 



Zealot, pushing both of them on the ground. 


They began rolling around in a desperate struggle, trying to gain the 
advantage. Each time Six grabbed the Elite, it would some how slipped 
threw his hands and every time the Zealot grabbed Six, he would use 
his strength to break its hold. Jorge was back on the radio, asking 
Six what was happening, but at the moment all of Six's focus was on 
the alien. Then he got too close to the Zealots legs and without 
warning, it kneed him in the stomach, causing Six to curl up out of 
instinct, turning him into a ball shape. With the last of its 
strength, the Zealot kick Six, sending him flying until he hit the 
wall, and he landed on the floor in a dazed heap. 

Seeing it's opportunity, the Zealot jumped up and moved forward. It 
unclips a spare energy sword on its hips and activated it as it 
closed in on Six. Six could now see the Zealot right over him, he 
didn't have time to think of his last thoughts when without warning, 
a loud blast sounded and the Zealot leapt back, clutching a wound on 
its abdomen as it hisses towards the door. Six turn and saw Jorge 
standing there, his gun at the ready. Seeing his friend there. Six 
leapt up and turn to face the lone Zealot. Seeing it was out powered 
and outnumbered, the Zealot turn and ran through the door on the 
opposite side of the room. As it ran through, it used its sword and 
destroyed the console that held the door open. The door began moving 
downwards at a fast pace, without thinking about it. Six ran forward, 
unarmed and injured. As the door got closer to the floor. Six slid 
beneath it and made it on the other side. 

"Six wait!" Jorge called, but the door already closed, leaving an 
unarmed and injured Six to face an angry Zealot on his own. 


3. Stranger's of Fate 
**Chapter 3: Strangers of fate** 

* *SHRESS LA'VDAMEE POV** 

Shress ran through the human building clutching her bleeding stomach. 
She should be in pain, but at the moment she was filled with cold 
rage. The images kept running through her head, the demon mercilessly 
cutting into Nodam's throat, right before running Kluan through with 
their own weapon, a most disgraceful way for one of the Zealot class 
to die. 

Now here she is with the same demon chasing her through the human's 
metal labyrinth of a building. Deep down she couldn't help but be 
amazed, this demon just took on two Zealots on his own, received 
injuries and no doubt he fought through their wave of Grunts and 
Jackals, and yet here it still stands. If she was a spectator and 
this was happening in a Zealot match, she would have been impressed, 
but here when she's the one being chase, she has no doubt that she'll 
be this creatures next victim. 

At the words chase and victim, her thoughts flashed back to Kluan ' s 
furious outburst '_We will ambush these creatures, and finish this 
mission, if you are not too much of a coward to complete it._' 

She felt her pride recoiled and her anger boiled inside once more. 
Kluan may have been wrong about them taking on a group of demons on 



their own, but here she didn't have many excuses. The demon was hurt 
and bleeding, probably tired, whereas Shress was injured as well, but 
she wasn't in too much pain and she had a weapon while the demon has 
none. As the reasons cloud her thoughts, her run came to an abrupt 
stop . 

She was a zealot, and zealots don't run, especially from a weaker 
race like the humans. She growled as she remembers her comrades being 
killed, Kluan wasn't much, but she did feel pain over Nodam's demise 
and as a Zealot, she was duty bound to her comrades to avenge their 
deaths, even if it meant her own. 

With the resolve in her head, she switched on her active camouflage 
and slunk into a shadow by the door she just came in through. She 
didn't like dishonorable ambushing' s, but when face with a 
monstrosity like the demons, it was necessary. 

She unclips her sword and readies it for use. She cast a quick glance 
around, she was in a narrow hallway, no cover and the far entrance 
doorway appears lock, with her prey running headlong towards her. 

This was the perfect trap. 

She heard the pounding of heavy footsteps approaching and got ready 
for the attack, crouching in a low launch position. 

"For you my brothers, " she whispered when she felt the moment of 
action coming. 

No sooner did she finish her silent promise, a blue blur pass by her 
and came to a screeching stop, no more than a foot away from her. 
Shress had to fight to keep herself from snarling the word 
"demon . " 

One of the creatures that has brought her and the other Zealots great 
shame in the past years of the war now stood in front of her. It was 
dress for battle, the armor was clearly human, it lacked the natural 
curves and pulsing power of Sanghili battle armor, but it did have 
some sorts of power of its own generating from it. The clouded glass 
that replaces the demon's eyes was a bright blue, just like the rest 
of its body, save a few spots that were colored white. She couldn't 
help but feel a bit curious when she notice the alien's blood was 
red, just like the humans. 

_Maybe their two races are closely related^, she thought, but she 
shook her head. This was no time to get distracted, now was to strike 
while the alien was looking away from her. She took one last deep 
breath before jumping from her cover and made to slice the head off 
the killer monster. Suddenly, it turns and in one single motion 
caught Shress ' s sword hand. Wasting no time, her other hand formed 
into a fist and with a sudden burst of anger, she punched the demon 
where the blood stained its armor. It didn't go down, but the 
pressure that was holding the sword back decreased. She jerked her 
hand out of its grasp and kicks the creature again in the stomach, 
hitting the wound. This time the demon went into a low crouch, 
wasting no time, Shree threw herself at the monster and they both 
crashed and slid down the hall about a meter from where they 
started . 

Shress was panting heavily, but that did not prevent her from feeling 
the thrill of victory as she gazes down at the creature caught under 



her. The demon pushed, kicked and squirms as it tried to get away, 
but Shress won't let it, she finally caught one of the monsters that 
has plague the Covenant for years, and she had the pleasure to be the 
one to destroy it. She repositions her body, one arm kept the demon's 
arms down while her right raises her sword. 

The demon suddenly stops squirming, and instead the ghastly eyeless 
creature looked Shress in her face. She couldn't help but feel a 
chill run down her spine, eve when captured this demon still had an 
effect on her. But now, it'll no longer trouble her again. 

As she raises her sword, the images of this very demon gutting her 
friend Nodam once again flash in her eyes. How strange fate work, it 
took her friend Nodam away from her, now fate has delivered her his 
killer, obviously for revenge. She felt proud and wished Kluan was 
still alive to see this. 

Risking a gloat before sending the monster to oblivion, she lean 
forward and said in a cold voice, "I'm going to kill you demon, I'm 
going to give you a slow, agonizing death." She finished before 
raising the sword to strike when she was interrupted. 

"So what's stopping you?" a voice taunted 

She looked up and around the room looking for the source of the 
voice. Who was it? Was it one of the Sanghili sergeants from outside? 
Did Nodam or Kluan survive after all? 

"Down here split lip," the voice said again. 

Shress ' s eyes widen as she process the words and very slowly, she 
looks down at the demon. Its clear blue glass that it must use for 
eyes stared back. Did it speak? It couldn't have, no human knows the 
Sanghili language, so surly their allies, the demons, don't know 
either. The demon shouldn't even be talking, it doesn't have a 
mouth ! 

She heard a strange cackling sound emit from the demon as it stared 
up at her before speaking again, "If you're wondering, it's not too 
hard to learn Sanghili, especially if you spent the past twenty years 
studding your encrypted messages." 

Shress shuddered, the demon was speaking. Most of the words it said 
didn't make much sense to her, but one thing did stand out, the 
humans has been studying them and learning of them. Could the 
Sanghili in turn study humans and the demons? 

_No!_ She mentally shouted, _what you speak is heresy, kill the demon 
and leave before its comrades comes along_. 

Shress steeled herself and growled, "it does not matter demon, I'm 
about to kill you, and I am a true warrior, a being of my word when I 
promised you I'll make your death as painful as possible," she raised 
her sword to make a point. 

The demon continued staring up at her before replying, "I thought 
your kind didn't murder." 

She was taken aback by this, "What do you mean, I'm not a 
murderer . " 



"Really?" it asked in a mocking tone, "Well correct me if I'm wrong, 
but doesn't your law say to not give a fellow warrior a fair and 
honorable duel was to be seen as a crime equivalent to the crime of 
murder? " 

Now Shress was really surprise, not only did the monster know her 
langrage, it also knew their laws as well. 

When her silence continued, the demon said, "Well, are you going to 
murder me or not, Ms. True Warrior?" 

Shress let out a snarl, both to shut the demon up and to express her 
frustration. She was loathed to admit it, but the demon has the 
makings and skills of a warrior_. For a monster_, she thought to 
herself. It was using her own words against her, her own laws that 
she took an oath to follow when she became a warrior was now 
preventing her from destroying the most dangerous being in the 
galaxy . 

The demon watched as if it was fascinated with her frustration. It 
spoke once more, "Tell you what Ms. True Warrior, why don't we follow 
your law?" it said in what she guesses was an innocent voice. "Let me 
up, give me an honorable duel and we'll see who kills who." 

Shress snarled again, hating the creature for making sense. Every 
logical fiber of her being was telling her to destroy the creature 
now, but her honor argued that to do so would conflict with her oath. 
Yet, as she told the demon, she was a true warrior, a being of her 
word . 

_You ' re a fool_, she thought to herself as she slowly got up and step 
away from the demon. As soon as it was free, the creature jumped to 
his feet and got in a ready fighting stance. 

Shress took a fighting stance as well but paused and regretfully 
threw her sword away from her, leaving herself unarmed just like the 
demon. The hall way she chose to attack the demon in was perfect for 
an ambush, but for a duel, it was a terrible place to fight, yet she 
didn't move or ask to change their battle ground and neither did 
it . 

Units seem to have passed as she waited for the creature to move and 
vice versa, the demon didn't move either. Finally wanting to break 
the tension, she let out a roar and charged at it, and in turn the 
demon charged her. They both clashed into each other, Shress used her 
longer arms to hold the demon back as she tries to figure a way to 
attack. Suddenly the demon lashed out with a violent kick to her 
wounded abdomen, causing her to hiss in pain. Her hands slowly fell 
away, letting the demon to quickly jump out of her reach. Before she 
could retaliate, the demon put a foot on the wall and pushed. It flew 
from the wall, then its feet made contact with the opposite, it 
pushed and sailed over Shress ' s head. Shress tried to turn, but the 
narrow hallway prevented her from making sudden movements. Seizing 
the initiative, the demon jumped once more, pulled its legs up to its 
chest and kicked with both its powerful legs. Shress felt herself 
being lifted from the ground and land on the ground, dazed. 

The demon jumped and land on top of her, seizing her throat and began 
squeezing. Realizing its intentions, Shress flared around in an 



attempt to dislodge the creature, but it would not let go. Already 
her vision was getting dimmer and her lungs started burning. She 
tried to grab the demon to throw it off, but her muscles already grew 
too weak and she was struggling just to stay awake. Her body started 
to go limp and her gasping was growing weaker. 

_This is it_, she thought. Realizing her end was upon her, Shress 
closed her eyes and waited for the cool embrace of death that has 
taken so many of her friends from her. She felt she was about to lose 
consciousness when the pressure on her neck suddenly vanished. 

Her eyes open and quickly began searching for the demon. It was off 
of her and was walking away as if nothing has happen. Curiosity 
biting, she called out, "Wait! What are you doing? You didn't kill 


The demon stopped, it did not turn around, but it answered, "I'm 
offering you mercy, that is customary correct? If the winning warrior 
let the other live, then the other must be the winners servant for as 
long as he wants, " it turns and saw the look of disbelief on her 
face, "these are your laws, I should not have to tell you how they 
work do I?" 

Shress wanted to kill the demon, to growl, to roar, to try and rip it 
limb from limb, but she couldn't. The demon was correct; to lose in a 
duel was a disgrace, one that has to be paid through servitude, to 
learn from her successor till she could challenge it again. She never 
wanted to be indebted to another warrior, especially the demon but by 
law she has to obey or be disgrace, already her spirit was shrinking 
at these thoughts. 

Shress looked up and saw the demon staring at her waiting for to 
speak. She snarled at it, but she lifted herself from the floor, 
stood tall, places a fist over her heart and bowed. She asked in a 
cold voice, "what is it you require me to do nowa€|sir," she finished 
bitterly, deciding to call the demon sir since its deep voice was 
sign of a male gender. 

The demon didn't respond, obviously thinking hard. _Maybe he's trying 
to figure out how to lock me up as a prisoner _she thought. 

Than he said the last thing she was expecting, "can I release you 
from your servitude?" 

She was so startle; she actually felt the room tilted, "what?" she 
asked, thinking she misheard the demon. 

He shrugged, "I have no use of a Sanghili following me around and 
I'll already have a hard time explaining this to my commander," he 
said rather sheepishly. 

Shress continued staring in shock, why was the demon letting her go? 
Why wasn't she being taken prisoner? Why is he not making use of her? 
Then she realized he was waiting for a reply. She knew the answer to 
his question but wanted to ask her own, "Why, " she asked in a soft 
voice . 

The demon turned around and stared back at her before replying, "You 
have a strong heart, a fighting spirit, I can see it in your eyes, 
you are an honorable warrior for giving me a chance to duel for my 



life, and you should be recognized as one." 

Shress was speechless. She has been working for so long to hear those 
words, but she never thought she would hear it from her enemy, a 
demon no less. 

The demon continued, "Well I'm not sure if this is how it's done, but 
I release you from your servitudea€ | however I have one request for 
you . " 

"Yes?" she asked, now unsure what to expect from the demon. 

"If we ever meet again in battle, please spare my life, and the life 
of my team, or any humans if possible, you do owe me a debt for 
letting you go, " he finished. 

Shress couldn't argue with that, however there was no possible way 
that she could avoid killing humans in the war, and he must know it 
too, but all she could do was just nod. 

The demon nodded back and replied, "Don't take this the wrong way, 
but I hope we don't see each other again, otherwise it'll be quite 
awkward," he finished with traces of amusement in his voice. The 
demon turned to go, but paused again, and looked over his shoulder 
and asked, "Another request, what is your name?" 

Shress was again astounded, she should never tell the enemy anything 
about herself, but there was something different about this enemy, 
this demon. He was treating her with more respect then she has 
received most of her life. 

Maybe that was the reason why she answered him, "my name is Shress 
La' Vdamee, " she said with pride, hearing her family name at the end, 
"It means 'Meant to Be'." 

"That's a unique name," the demon said, "My name is Six." 

"Six?" Shress asked, "That's a human numeral, it's not a name," she 
said rather accusingly at the lack of personal information he refused 
to share with her after she willingly shared her name. The demon. 

Six, must have felt it too, his head turn so she couldn't see the 
blue glass, a unit pass before he turn back and said, "my name is 
Michael . " 

"Mic-heal, " she tried the unfamiliar word on her tongue before 
asking, "What does that mean?" 

Again he turns away as if he wasn't use to talking about his own 
name, "Ia€| don't know, but it's the name of God's 
archangel . " 

"Archangel?" Shress asked, unsure what the word means. 

"In one of our religions, our God had servants called angels; one of 
them turned evil and was against God and all he stood for. Michael 
the Archangel, thea€ | " here he seems to be groping for a word, 
"commander of the angels, he led his fellows in a fight against the 
evil one and threw the evil out of heaven. Michael I guess was the 
first hero warrior, and that was whom I was named after." 



Shress nodded along with the story, captivated by the human's or 
demon's religion and what they believed. An awkward silence hung in 
the air before the demon, Michael, turn one final time and said, "I 
really must be going, " he walked a few feet before stopping and said, 
"Farwell Shress La 'Vdamee," and walked out of the 
room . 

"FarwellaC i Michael , " she said before turning and going her own path, 
picking up her fallen sword along the way. Strangely, despite her 
being hit, kick and nearly killed by the demon, by Michael, she 
actually felt hopeful that she would see him again. Her only 
explanation for this feeling was because it wasn't often she meets a 
friendly demon. 

**SIX POV ** 

The large doors open and Six was staring down the barrel of Jorge's 
massive M247H machine gun. Upon seeing Six, Jorge lowered the weapon, 
and asked, "Did you get it?" 

Six though carefully before answering, "No, it escaped, " which was 
the truth he supposed. 

Jorge continued starring at Six as if he could see through his white 
lie, making Six feel uncomfortable. Finally he turns around and 
started walking. After a moment. Six rushed forward to keep up with 
the giant, but stayed behind in an attempt to avoid being asked 
questions. They picked their way through the throng of corpses, both 
marines and aliens when Six paused. Looking around he found the 
marine who he promised to return to, silently, he took his dog tags 
and again whispered, "I'm sorry," before catching up with Jorge 
again . 

They walked in silence for a while before Jorge spoke again, "Carter 
was asking for you, told me to remind you that you promised to do 
more Lone Wolfing." 

Six couldn't help but feel ashamed, his first day on the team and he 
disobeyed his officers first order. _Too many years of being a lone 
wolf_, he thought to himself. For some reason Lieutenant Ambrose, the 
commander and trainer of the Spartan Ill's singled him out and gave 
him intensive training in being a lone wolf, says he had a gift that 
only one other Spartan has; the ability to make his own luck. He 
spent years fighting both covenant and rebels this way; on his own, 
even among his fellow Spartans he still clung to his old skills, his 
old way of life. 

In the end though. Six had no excuse, so he asked, "What did he say 
about me taking off?" 

Jorge replied, "He said no more lone recons." 

"Recons?" a confused Six asked. He heard Jorge laughed quietly, "I 
might be many things Spartan, but I am not a snitch." 

Before Six could offer his thanks, they reached the command room and 
Jorge spoke into the comms, "We're back, coming in." 


Jorge grabbed the handle and pulled the door out of the way, allowing 
Six to walk in. The room was the same except for the new addition of 



Energy slices left behind. The girl Jorge found earlier was huddled 
by the far wall, unmoving as if she was asleep. Emile was there 
standing guard while Carter was speaking to Kat while she works on 
the damage computer terminal . 

Emile was the first to notice them and said, "Well it's about time, 
does it really take that long to kill a Covie?" 

Six didn't say anything while Jorge asked, "Anything new?" 

"Aside from Carter getting mad at Kat for working too slow again? 
Nothing major happen when you left, " Emile finished. 

"Well actually the Covies are gone, " Jun voiced said through their 
comms network, "they pulled out a few minutes ago, some were picked 
up by phantom and some ran into the forest." 

_A few minutes ago_. Six thought, _could it have been Shress who 
called them back? Zealots were commanding officers after all_. 

At the thought of Shress Six began to wonder if it was a good idea he 
let her go. Zealots were some of the most deadly adversaries in the 
Covenant's arsenal, every regulation in every military manual 
screamed at him to terminate the threat while he had the chance. Yet 
he couldn't bring himself to kill Shress, he had no idea why, maybe 
because he felt indebted to her for letting him live. Either way he 
was hoping he didn't doom humanity by letting the female zealot 
go . 

He started to wonder if he should inform Carter, but decided against 
it. He might already be in hot water with him already; no need in 
making it worse, and besides what Carter doesn't know won't hurt 
him. 

Carter then turned to face him and his faceplate looked at Six's, 
conveying a silent message that Six understood before looking away, 
acknowledging the look. Seeing Six accepting the message. Carter 
turns to Jorge and jerked his head in the direction of the girl, 

"find out what she knows," he order. 

Jorge turns to the girl and tried speaking to her but she instantly 
started acting hostile again, causing Emile to make a small sound of 
amusement. Six watches as Jorge tried a new tactic, he removes his 
helmet, revealing his greying hair and mustache and spoke in the 
local language again, preventing Six from eavesdropping. Six couldn't 
help but chuckle, he was trained to memorized the Sanghili language 
and speak it with ease, yet here he is having trouble knowing a human 
language that he grew up hearing during his early days on Reach. Pure 
irony . 

It was clear from the gestures Jorge and the girl was making that 
they were talking about the elderly man still lying on the floor. 
Maybe she knew him in some way. Noticing Six watching, Emile said, 
"Big man forgets who he is sometimes." 

Jorge suddenly came out of nowhere, leaned towards Emile and hissed, 
"She just lost her father, " through gritted teeth; Emile playfully 
leaned away, totally absent of terror. Jorge then turns to Carter and 
said, "She needs a full psychic reading, not surprising from what she 
just told me . " 



Emile chuckled, "And I wonder what it was she did tell you, " under 
his breath, but was loud enough for everyone to hear. 

Before Jorge could say anything Carter spoke, "lock it up, both of 
you," he turns to the massive Spartan, "she'll come with us, the body 
stays here . " 

Jorge inclines his head, "thank you sir, " he gave Emile an evil glare 
before turning to talk to the girl again. Six return to scanning the 
room for only a moment when he heard Carter, "Noble team, move 
outside, I need to speak to Holland, " he said while removing his 
helmet and turning to the monitor. Six turned and the team, plus the 
girl, filed out of the room, but not before he heard Carter, "Sir 
they're not rebels, they're covenant, it's the Winter 
Contingency . " 

Six was out the door when he heard Holland's reply, "God help us 
all." 

* *SHRESS LA'VDAMEE POV** 

Shress watches from the cover of the trees as the strange human 
flying machines came in. They didn't use electromagnetic technology 
like the Covenant, and the spinning circles on top seems to be 
helping it stay in the air. The pilots were hidden by glass, but in 
the middle of the craft were seats for people to sit. A green demon 
was seated in one already and was scanning the area for more targets. 
Shress let out a growl at the sight of the monster. 

Or was it? After meeting Michael she was no longer sure what to think 
of the demons. Were they the destroyers of life as she has seen on 
the battle field, or were they really soft hearted and kind? She 
needed to archive this event and talk to the shipmaster of this 
strange revelation, maybe he can tell her more of these demons. 

One of her sergeants growled and Shress turned to see what he was 
looking at. The group of demons emerges from the structure; she was 
surprise to see there was a young female with them, where did she 
come from? Her focus immediately found Michael, who walking alongside 
the girl, scanning the battleground for threats. 

The Sanghili soldiers around Shress began to twitch and grow 
restless, despite hearing the horrific tale of their mighty Zealots 
being killed by a single demon, they were still eager for battle. It 
took all of Shress ' s diplomatic skills to order them to fall back 
earlier; logically speaking they no longer had surprise on their side 
and would easily be slaughter if they do an open assault. Her words 
made sense, but that does not mean the troops accepted it, especially 
when the orders were coming from a female, but she was a Zealot and 
by honor, they have to follow her. 

The demons spread out around the two flying vehicles while the 
biggest demon, the one who shot Shress, placed the female human in 
one of the machines. Michael was at the corner closes to the forest; 
his gaze searched the trees for threats when he saw her. Shress 
tensed, thinking he was going to attack, but he just stared at 
Shress, and she stared back into his blue face. One of the demons, 
another demon that was a light blue color, spoke to Michael, who 
turned back ad replied. After that he looked away from Shress, 



astounding her that he didn't tell his comrades of her 
position . 


Shress then notice a darker blue demon emerge from the building and 
approach the others. He made a strange hand gesture and the other 
demons got on the vehicles, the leader following suit. She watched as 
the humans ascended into the air, and she again found herself looking 
into Michael's face as he was lifted up. He then made a strange sign, 
he held his hand up, low so his comrades wouldn't see, and shook it 
from side to side. A warning? A sign? Before she could ponder any 
further, the vehicles flew away, taking the friendly demon with 
them . 

Shress stood in the same spot for a while longer before turning back 
to her brothers and the few remaining Covenant troops. 

"Fall out, " she ordered, "We are heading back to the Holy 
Retribution . " 

All the soldiers started moving, except for a Sanghili sergeant who 
asked, "Zealot, was the mission successful, did you find the 
location? " 

Shamefully Shress shook her head. The sergeant grunted and started 
walking after the troops, leaving Shress with her thoughts for a 
moment . 

She failed to retrieve the much needed data, she turned her head and 
looks in the direction where the flying vehicles headed to, but maybe 
she found something more interesting than that. 

She stored away the thoughts of the demon Michael before turning and 
followed her brothers back to their campsite. 

**Sorry, it's taking me a while to write these chapters, my life just 
got busy, also should I keep calling Noble Six, Six or should I 
change it to Michael? Please post your opinions in the reviews and 
thanks for reading.** 


4. An Awkward Meeting 
**Chapter 4: Awkward Meeting** 

* *Six POV** 

The sound of blaring alarms and the flashing of lights tore Six from 
sleep. He rolled out of his cot, grabbed his magnum hidden under his 
pillow and scans the room for threats. The room was empty; Emile's 
cot opposite of Six's was unoccupied, leaving him as the only person 
in the sleeping quarters. He just lowered the side arm when the door 
slid open and he was alert again, pointing the weapon at the 
door . 

Standing in its frame was Carter, fully armored and had his DMR in 
hand. He didn't seem faze by Six's weapon pointing in his direction, 
instead he simply said, "Stand down Spartan, " which Six followed 
instantly . 

Once the weapon was down. Carter starting briefing, "ONI's research 



center on the Babd Catha Ice Shelf is under heavy Covenant attack, 
the Marines are about to be overrun and Noble Team is being deployed 
to provide support. Any questions?" Carter asked. 

"Sir, when do we leave?" Six asked. 

"Now, " was the reply, "get suited up Spartan, " Carter finished before 
stepping out of Six's room. Six quickly threw off his short cuts and 
put on pants and a shirt and exits his room. He walks down the 
corridor before making it to the Engineering room. Inside was a 
massive inventory of machinery and tools, but Six's eyes quickly 
locked on the machine in the far corner, the "Canner." 

It was a machine that stood seven foot tall, had an open space in the 
center like a bubble and had nine mechanical fingers poking from its 
base that formed into an iron claw. Each mechanical pillar had 
smaller hands, drills and screwdrivers. This was the only known 
machine that was able to combat dress a Spartan, true the Spartans 
are able to remove and don their own armor but the process takes a 
good fifteen minutes, with the canner it only takes three 
minutes . 

As if it was anticipating his arrival, the metal arms were already 
holding Six's battle armor. Six couldn't help but smile as he stepped 
forward and the machine came to life, all set to get the Spartan 
combat ready for the coming war. 

**Shress La' Vdamee POV ** 

The humans put up a valiant fight, but five against a Zealot was 
still an unfair fight. They shot at her with weapons that flung 
projectiles like the weapons of her ancestors. Shress dashed forward 
and jump in front of them. The projectiles the human weapons shot 
bounced off her shields as she raised both her sword and plasma 
rifle. She decapitated the two warriors in front of her before firing 
her rifle that burn into the human's fleshy skin. After mowing the 
remaining hostiles down she saw one of the humans was still alive and 
was thrashing around in pain as plasma ate away his skin. Feeling 
merciful, the zealot offered the only pain reliever she could 
provide; she shot one last time to end the soldier's suffering. 

Once she was sure the alien was dead, she looked around the area to 
confirm there were no more threats. She was on a balcony overlooking 
the courtyard of the human military base. Below a battle waged as 
Covenant troopers assaulted human defenders. From her vantage point 
Shress could see the humans were losing, they were slowly losing 
ground as the Covenant pushed them further and further back. This 
would be a swift victory of battle, but the true success of the 
mission relies on her, and after what happen a week ago she was 
determines to accomplish it. 

She look behind her in disdain, following her were four Sanghili 
Rangers, despite being the best of their class they still lacked the 
skills of a zealot. It took all of Shress ' s patience to keep herself 
from running from the officers and adventure off on her own. She felt 
she had to baby the Sanghilis, especially now. A team of zealots 
could have easily run through the building, get the needed 
information and would be out before the humans realized what happen. 
Yet here she had to walk while the Rangers carefully check their 
corners and move cautiously. 



She missed Nodam terribly and even Kluan, with them she knew they 
could get their objective done in less than a minute. She was the 
only Zealot now in all of Holy Retribution except for Ruan, her high 
commander who was too much of an important figure to risk in combat. 
So in fighting terms she was the only active Zealot on this 
world . 

"Zealot!" one of the Rangers pointed to the sky and Shress followed 
his gaze. Coming from over the glacier were two of the humans strange 
flying machines. Shress snorted, the vehicles were small, she doubt 
whoever was riding them would be too much trouble. She turned away 
just as the first of the airborne vehicles landed on the ground 
before the same Ranger shouted, "Its demons!" 

Shress froze and closed her eyes as she silently prayed. _0h please 
gods, please, don't let it be him_. Slowly she opened her eyes and 
looked down in the court yard. She cursed when she saw him, the demon 
called Michael; he was fighting with the other blue demon and was 
already making progress in destroying the Covenant attack 
party . 

Self-consciously she looked to the mangled human bodies on the floor 
and felt a stab in her honor. She knew that there was no way she 
could've kept her vow of not killing a human, but she still promised 
and at the moment the broken word was stinging her heart. 

Her distress must have alerted one of the lieutenants who asked, 

"What is the matter zealot?" 

Desperately she grasped for any excuse she could think of before 
saying, "You are slow, don't deny it, you must put aside what you 
have been taught if we are to leave before the demons catch up to us, 
understood? " 

The Sanghili spread their mandibles, clearly insulted but they said 
nothing. To argue with a high rank such as a zealot was seen as 
childish . 

Starting at a crisp run, Shress and her comrades sprinted back into 
the building and started descending deeper into the human base on the 
small human stairwell. Every so often the stair case would end, but 
there would be a bridge connecting one side of the building to the 
other. The bridge crossings were murderous; the few remaining humans 
on the ground would point their weapons upwards and try to shoot the 
Sanghili 's down. Shress wasn't concerned by this, her advance 
shielding technology protected her from the enemy's projectiles, but 
the Rangers behind her had a weaker shielding generator, and every so 
often a human would get lucky enough to penetrate their shields. When 
they were two floors from the bottom, one of the human's weapons 
broke through the Ranger, Yudam, shields and injured his arm. Not 
wanting to be seen disgraced before a Zealot however, he did not say 
anything and kept his composure. 

They reached the last staircase where they were confronted by a 
barricade, a jumble of human furniture and scrap metal; here the 
alien soldiers poke their guns out of gaps in the make shift wall and 
shot at them, forcing the Sanghilis back to gain cover. Despite how 
primitive their defenses were Shress was impressed by their quick 
thinking that was actually good enough to force the Sanghilis to 



retreat. Shress was still trying to figure a way past the block in 
their path when her comms came alive and one of the Kig-Yar sergeants 
she left on the roof was yelling at her. 

"Zealot!" it squawked, "The demons! They are here!" Before it could 
finish talking, it was cut off from the sound of a human gun firing. 
Then out in the open space, a Kig-Yar and some Unggoys fell from the 
upper level, the sound of alien gun fire originating from above where 
the Sanghilis just cleared the level. Below her, Shress could hear 
the human defenders cheering. 

Panic, one of the Rangers shouted, "We're surrounded!" 

Shress snarled at him, "Quiet, we are going to complete this mission, 
understand? " 

One of the Rangers asked, "Are we going to fight the demons 
zealot? " 

Shress thoughts returned to the promise of sparing the honorable 
demon and his friends. She can't ensure she'll avoid killing humans, 
but the least she could do was to avoid killing the demons. 

"No," she replied, "It'll take too much time and we have to hurry and 
gather the data before the humans call for help." 

Another Ranger spoke, "But if we kill the demons, we could win 
ourselves great glory-" 

Shress caught him off, "We'll achieve greater glory if we gather the 
needed data, then we shall be hailed as hero's." 

Shress saw the Rangers grins and was relieved that her negotiation 
skills won out again. There was another burst of gun fire from above 
and more bodies fell from the balconies. Realizing time was not on 
their side, Shress ordered, "Yudam, use your destroyer on the 
barricade and keep running, blow through every barrier in our way, we 
have to sprint through this building if we're going to survive." 

She turned to the other Rangers, "We must keep Yudam safe from harm, 
Kova, watch his right, Dinjit, watch his left flank while I cover his 
rear, understood?" The Rangers nodded their understanding as they 
readied their weapons. Both Kova and Dinjit readied their plasma 
rifles while Yudam readies his Fuel Rod Destroyer, a weapon made from 
the same makers of the Mgalekgolo's weapon system. Shress clips her 
rifle to her side while she unshoulder her Carbine, the weapon was 

weak, but against the human's armor it could melt right through and 

deliver instant death. 

Satisfy that they are ready, Shress shouted, "Yudam now!" 

Yudam jumped from around the corner, and brought up the heavy weapon. 

Shress heard the human's cries of warning, but it was too late as 
Yudam unleashed three glowing balls of fire. Once the first two bolts 
hit the barrier, the barricade exploded. The final bolt hit the floor 
between the humans and the defenders were blown of their feet. No 
sooner did the final bolt exploded, Shress commanded, "now, " and the 
three warriors sprinted into the smoke filled room. 


There were a dozen alien soldiers at the bottom, all stun by the 



sudden explosion. The Sanghili's let lose a barrage of plasma as they 
sprinted across the room to a door opposite of the stairs. The humans 
fell as the plasma ate through their defenses; hot liquid flames 
licked their bodies until the black god of death took their souls. It 
wasn't until they were halfway to the door did the humans consolidate 
and attack. Their weapons fired metal at the Sanghili attack force 
that fired back in a desperate attempt to force the aliens into 
cover. They were approaching a large metal door when Yudam hefted his 
fuel rod gun and fired one shot. At the exact moment the green ball 
of energy escape the gun, Yudam howled in pain as his shield 
generator failed and a projectile caught him in the leg, causing him 
to fall. 

Shress twisted around and grabbed him. She was going to lift him up 
when another human projectile hit the back of her comrade's head and 
disappeared within his skull, causing Yudam to go limp in her 
arms . 

Shress was stun as she stared at her fallen brother who died in her 
hands. He was gone, just like her Zealot brothers, taken by the 
humans . 

Shress looked up and scan the room for Yudam' s killer. It was as if 
the room had paused as she scanned the faces and weapons of the 
aliens, trying to see who it was that fired the fatal shot. Her eyes 
settled on it, the demon. Just like Michael, it was a blue colored 
demon and it had its weapons pointed at Shress. The demon fired and 
Shress jerked her head to the right, she heard the projected piece of 
metal hit the wall and repelled off of it, the ringing of metal was 
loud in her hearing. 

Shress was going to fire back when Dinjit grabbed her arm and hissed 
though his helmet, "Zealot, now is the time, we must go, now!" 

Hearing the logic in his voice, Shress let out an angry roar in the 
demons direction before she stooped, and flung Yudam' s body over her 
shoulder. The Sanghili team ran into the open hallway Yudam open for 
them, Shress lead the way while Dinjit and Kova provided covering 
fire as they fled deeper into the human complex. 

* *Six POV** 

"I thought you were a trained marksman lieutenant!" Kat shouted over 
the roar of the warthog. 

Six pushed down on the twin buttons again and the tri-barreled M41 
Light Anti-Air Gun let loose a thunderous five hundred rounds. As the 
gun fired Six yelled back, "A marksman is trained to shoot a rifle, 
not a freaking machine gun!" 

They drove in huge circles outside of the anti-air gun post that was 
crawling with Covenant. Most of them were sprawled out in front of 
the building, leaving only two Grunts on the ground floor and an 
Elite Ranger on the roof top. The aliens hid behind cover and every 
so often look up and shoot, the Grunts shot out of the window while 
the Elite fired from behind the rooftop barrier. 

The massive anti-air gun outside of the building was in a dormant 
state to the disappointment of the flyboys. In the air Hornets, 
Falcons and Pelicans engaged in a crazed dogfight with Covenant 
Banshees, Spirits and Phantoms. The Corvette overhead wasn't helping; 



it kept sending in fresh fighters, both airborne and ground, it 
wouldn't be long before the UNCS gets swarm by the increasing enemy 
forces . 

The ground victories Noble Team won won't matter unless they take out 
the Corvette. The anti-air gun won't help much, but it'll buy the 
flyboys some respite, giving the ground forces some time to rally 
enough forces to take out the enemy ship. 

While the rest of Noble Team was defending Sword Base, Six and Kat 
were running ground ops; they just switch back on the comms array, 
now here they are trying to reactivate the main air gun where the 
Covies set up shop. 

The first wave were easy to eliminate, now the remaining Grunts and 
Elite knew better and now are trying to stay out of an open fight. 
That wasn't going to keep them safe. 

"Sergeant, are you ready?" Six called over the roar of 
battle . 

Sergeant Gunther was scared for his life, but he nodded at Six. It 
was just sheer luck that the sergeant found himself working with the 
Spartans; it was his Warthog that was volunteered for the mission, 
and what Six found admirable about the man was that he volunteered as 
well. When they needed a spare gunner, he didn't want anyone from his 
team to be involved with the usual Spartan suicide mission so he 
stepped up to the position. Six liked officers like that, men who are 
willing to take the bullet rather than one of his guys, like the 
warriors of old. Six thought. 

The sergeant raises his weapon, a 40 mm grenade launcher, and gave 
the nod that he was ready. Kat accelerated the engine and they sped 
forward, making it look like they were going to speed by the building 
again. The Covenant started firing when Kat pulled the emergency 
brake and they came to a screeching stop while the Covenant bullets 
hits the space where they would have been if they had kept 
moving . 

While the Covenant tried to adjust their aim, Gunther raises himself 
higher and fired the grenade. The round shot through the air and 
landed inside the building, which was when the Marine Sergeant 
activated the remote detonation. The Grunts inside gave a surprise 
squeal when they were consumed in a fire storm, when the flames died 
down there were only silence. With the Grunts out of action. Six 
swung the machine gun upward and started shooting again. The Elite 
barley made it to cover when a mountain of lead hit the side of the 
building . 

"Kat, Gunther, get in there and kill that thing. I'll keep it pinned 
down, " Six ordered. 

The Spartan and Marine dismounted and ran into the building while Six 
provided covering fire. They made it into the building when Kat 
suddenly shouted, "Six, behind you!" 

Six looked over his shoulder and cursed. A Covenant Spirit was fast 
approaching on his flank, with its plasma cannon aimed at him. Six 
jumped from the gun to the driver seat and took it out of park. The 
vehicle was their only means of transport and it provided them the 



only heavy support they can get at the moment, to lose that was to 
lose an important key to victory. 

Six only made it a few meters when he felt the back of the truck lift 
when a blast hit him from behind. When the truck landed on solid 
ground again, it was struck dead center in the bed area where a 
massive power ball of destruction unleashed its deadly energy. The 
warthog was lifted up again, but this time the kinetic energy forced 
the machine apart. It was Six's armor system that saved his life, the 
armor took up most of the blast, but its power still lifted him in 
the air and threw away from the burning war truck. 

Six hit the ground hard, bounced, fell, bounced again before skidding 
to a halt. He was stun for only a moment before he jumped to his feet 
and look back at the outpost. The Covenant drop ship dropped off two 
squads of Grunts and Elites, now surrounding Noble Strike team 
position . 

Seeing the new threat. Six rushed forward to aid his team. As he 
closed in the Covenant troops open fire but Six's shielding system 
kept him alive. Reaching the building. Six jumped, summersaulted in 
the air and landed on the first landing of the outpost's outside 
staircase. He ran upwards and came to the rooftop. There were blood 
everywhere, but mostly purple blood, the Elite Ranger's body was 
slumped against a box of ammunition, the mask hiding its face. 

Kat, who switched her usual custom made magnum pistol for a battle 
rifle, was firing at the invading forces. Six spotted a DMR crate 
close to her and grabbed a brand new rifle, still wrapped in plastic. 
He ripped the paper off, slapped in a magazine and checked the scope. 
He slide next to Kat and started firing head shots, delivering 
instant death to Grunts and annoyance to the shielded 
Elites . 

"Where's Gunter?" Six asked as he reloaded. 

"Dead, " Kat replied, "one of the Grunts were still alive and mauled 
him, but he buried his knife into its throat before he died." 

Six could only nod as he spent another magazine, they'll have to 
mourn their losses later, if they die now, it would be a dishonor to 
his memory. As he reloaded. Six noticed three Phantoms inbound 
towards their location. 

"Kat please tell me the gun is online, " Six almost begged as he 
loaded his last mag. 

"It'll take a few minutes for it to become operational," she 
replied . 

The Phantoms closed in, "Kat?" Six asked. 

"Just one more minute, " she said as she fired a barrage at another 
Elite Ranger. 

The plasma cannons on all three Phantoms swirled to life and started 
shooting. Six and Kat dropped to their bellies as large plasma rounds 
past by overhead and explosions racked the entire building. 


"We don't have a minute!" Six shouted over the thrall. 



"Well shut up and shoot something!" She screamed back when the 
barrage suddenly seized. 

The sizzling of energizing plasma seized, now replace with thunderous 
gunshots that puts Jorge's machine gun to shame. Six peeked out and 
saw the anti-air gun was now active and was letting lose 90 caliber 
shells in a fast sequence at the Phantoms. The alien ships didn't 
stand a chance as they were torn to pieces. One ship busted into a 
massive firecracker of molten blue while the other Phantoms backed 
away from the fight. The Spartans looked over the side and saw that 
every enemy combatant was down, probably taken out from the debris of 
the fallen Phantom. 

No sooner did the Spartan duo let out a sigh of relief did their 
radios crackled to life. Carter's voice was online as he ordered, 
"Kat, Six, get here quick, more Covenant landed on the roof and we 
have a Zealot team running somewhere in the base." 

As his words ended. Six felt his gut tighten. If it was Shress, the 
Zealot who he let go just a few weeks ago in the base, then he would 
be responsible for whatever damage she and her team does. 

Oblivious to Six's troubled state, Kat got back on her feet and said, 
"Let's move it Lieutenant," as she ran back downstairs. Six followed 
close by her heels as they ran down together. When they ran through 
the main building. Six saw Gunther's body next to a Grunt. The Grunts 
were midgets compared to Spartans but they were almost as tall as an 
average human. Six was glad to see a knife buried hilt deep in the 
alien's neck as they ran pass. 

"Did you get his dog tags?" he asked Kat. 

"Yeah, " she said as they sprinted towards sword base, but they came 
to a halt when they saw a Pelican coming in. "I guess we got air 
support again, " Kat finished. 

The Pelican didn't stop, instead they dropped off a new warthog with 
another Marine gunner and a Gauss cannon attached. 

Six nodded at the vehicle and said, "I think that'll do." 

**Shress La' Vdamee POV ** 

Shress paced the room in an un-female like manor; her nerves were on 
fire as she tried to think through the developing situation. 

The room they occupied was small with unfamiliar equipment within; 
the only person who was inside was an elderly female who did not 
realize death was upon her until it was too late. Yudam was dead, 
that was for sure, despite the Snaghili's attempts to save their 
brother it was already too late, all that they could do for him was 
lay his body by the door while they finished their business. Kova was 
working long and hard on a terminal as he abstract the human 
intelligence and slowly translate it into the Sanghili's ruins. 

Dinjit meanwhile pulled security, standing by the door entrance and 
every so often peeked out the door to ensure they were 
alone . 


Feeling useless in this situation, Shress started pacing out of 



agitation ad impatience as they slowly ran out of time. 

Reinforcements may have arrived but they were deep within the 
building on their own, surrounded by humans and possibly demons. The 
thought made Shress kicked a nearby human terminal. Din jit look at 
her and hiss his disapproval. Shress responded by growling a 
challenge at the Ranger, but he instead look away, probably the 
wisest of choices. 

Agitated Shress turned to Kova and demanded, "How much 
longer? " 

Kova, a veteran warrior and technician responded, "Almost done 
Zealot, just a few more human codes and we'll have all the 
data . " 

Shress nodded and went back to pacing, earning her Din jit's critical 
eye once more, but this time she didn't care. Shress was burning with 
a hatred that began ever since failing her first mission on the human 
planet, it became worse as she remembered her humiliating lose at the 
hand of the demon Michael, then there were the idiotic promise of her 
not harming a human which was at the moment stabbing at her pride, 
and now Yudam's death was the all she could take. Promise or no 
promise, she'll kill a demon if it was the last thing she 
does . 

Suddenly Kova let out a roar that startles the remaining team 
members. Shress turns, raising her sword while Din jit brought out his 
rile, but there were no targets. Kova was standing straight, and had 
a dumbfounded look on his face as he translated the human 
language . 

Shress asked, "Kova, what is it?" 

Kova ' s eyes were still locked on the terminal when he replied, 
"Zealot, it is here, the art if acta€ | so large, soa€|holy." 

"Here?" Shress asked, "What do you mean?" 

Kova turned to her and said, "The Navigator, it is here, beneath this 
very building!" 

Shress drop her sword, dumbfounded. The Navigator? Here? The most 
holy of all artifacts, the one that can guide them farther along the 
Great Journey, is here? 

The excitement soon began to build. Kova started to shift from side 
to side, and Dinjit even knelt and started praying. This was a joyous 
time, with the Navigator, they could locate any Forerunner Relic they 
wished, and it could lead them to weapons that could be used against 
the humans. Either way, the future of the war now rest with the 
artifact, or whoever controls it. 

Dinjit snarled angrily as he stood, "We should kill every human here 
and claim what is rightfully the gods, we are their instruments, the 
humans are destroying this holy relic just by being in its presence, 
we must kill them all now." 


Lost in the moment, Kova nodded as well as he readies his 
weapon . 



Sensing a massacre, Shress step forward and said, "No, we must get 
this information back to the shipmaster." 

The young Din jit snarled the word, "Heresy! How dare you-" 

He didn't finish for Shress let out a roar that made both male 
Sanghilis flinch. 

"How dare I!?" Shress shouted, "How dare you! I am a Zealot, one of 
the sole chosen to be the very weapon of the Prophets, and through 
them the gods! Do not mistake my choices for heresy Sanghili, I 
sacrificed more, devoted more, and killed more than you have ever 
achieved! If you question my orders along heresy again, you are 
questioning the Prophets themselves, would you wish to be disgrace 
for eternity? You and all who'll follow? Because I can make that 
follow if you don not guard your thoughts Dinjit, do you 
understand? " 

Thunderstruck, the nervous warrior nodded his understanding while 
Kova watched with eyes still wide with shock. 

Satisfied that they are listening, Shress talked in a softer, more 
reasonable tone, "Believe me brothers, I too share your joy, but now 
is not the time to attack. We only won a small victory through 
surprise, but now the humans know of our presence, it won't be long 
before their army is upon on us, they'll crush us unless we get back 
to Holy Retribution and inform the Prophets, only then will we have 
enough forces to destroy the humans once and for all." 

Dinjit and Kova nodded, still stinging from Shress ' s verbal threats, 
no longer feeling the frantic urge to kill every human they 
see . 

Shress took a deep breath and said, "Get ready to move out, we don't 
have much time before the humans discover us, Kova, ensured you 
copied everything, Dinjit, carry Yudam, use his Fuel Rod Gun, with 
the demons here we need every fire power we can get." 

The two Rangers nodded and turn to their duties. Kova purged the data 
stream once more while Dinjit grabbed Yudam' s body and lifted it to 
his shoulder while picking up the Fuel Rod Gun with the other, 
slightly awing Shress with his unexpected strength. 

Kova shut down the human terminal and nodded towards Shress that he 
was done. Shress unclips her plasma rifle and gestures to Dinjit to 
hand her his. Armed with twin plasma rifles, Shress opens the door 
and led her small party out the door. 

They walked through the human hallway unchallenged; plasma burns and 
the bodies of human soldiers littered the floor. Shress was slightly 
unnerved by the emptiness of the place while listening to the sounds 
of war beyond the walls. The alien building and the far off battle 
gave the three running warriors the impression that they were 
fighting in a different dimension, which was technically true, they 
were the invaders of this alien race's world, the lack of plasma 
powered weapons and magnetic energy was like stepping back to ancient 
times of the Sanghilis. 


They approached a large sliding door that was locked, it replaced the 
smaller door that Yudam blew up earlier, and the replacement appeared 



and blocks the humans from pursuing the Sanghili team. As they 
approached all of them tensed their muscles at the sight of it. On 
the other side were humans and their allies the demons, no doubt 
waiting to kill Shress and her team once they stepped out. The 
Sanghilis also felt weary for it was at this exact place was where 
Yudam was killed; all the warriors of the Covenant were 
superstitious, none would want to upset the gods for repeating a 
disgraceful mistake, especially the battle commanders. 

Shress felt her throat dry, but she stayed steady as she called the 
Covenant forces on the other side. 

"This is Zealot Shress La' Vdamee speaking, who is in command of this 
battle group?" 

It wasn't long before an older voice answered her call, "This is 
General Bogerus, Zealot have you completed your mission?" 

Shress was taken off guard. A General? This mission must be 
important, making Shress all the more determine to get the 
information back to the Covenant. 

Shress responded, "Yes General, we have the data and bring joyful 
news, but we need cover if we are to make it back." 

"Understood Zealot, as soon as we open fire, you and your Rangers run 
back up here and enter the first transporter you see, get the 
information back to Holy Retribution at all costs, understand?" he 
asked in a dangerous voice. 

"Perfectly sir" Shress said. 

No sooner did she finish speaking did she hear the sound of plasma 
blast and the cracking of human weapons. Realizing this was their 
moment Shress shouted, "Din jit! Shoot the door!" 

Like Yudam before him, Dinjit shot three emerald bolts; two destroyed 
the door, and the last destroying the sorry souls standing behind it. 
The warriors ran forward and were back in the large hall they just 
escaped five units ago. 

The organized humans were now cornered in one side of the massive 
wall; the demons however were fighting in the open, shooting upwards 
at the Covenant above them. Happy to see their reinforcements, Shress 
yelled, "Run!" and turn to face the enemy. She leveled her twin 
weapons and started firing, slightly moving her rifles in circular 
motions. The molten fire sprayed over the human's defenses and the 
demons. The humans retreated back behind the safety of the walls, but 
the multi-colored inhuman fighters still held their ground. 

Shress instantly felt her heart beat faster as she gazed at the three 
monsters before her. The humanoid demons were just like Michael, 
faceless beings who uses glass instead of eyes, taller than any of 
the other humans, and unfazed by any of her attacks. She recognized 
all three of them, there was the massive demon with the even larger 
gun, next to him was the green one who wasn't in the fight last time, 

but its long rifle seems to able to hit anything far away, and the 

last one was the blue commander, the one that made all the strange 

hand signals and the other demons follow them like orders. 



At the sight of Shress, the demons double their firepower. Shress was 
push back by the sheer fire power, her shields were threatening to 
over load when Din jit fired his Fuel Rod Gun into the demons ranks. 
The lull in gun battle was the signal that Dinjit and Kova made it to 
the stairs and it was Shress' s turn to make a run for it. She turned 
on her heels and ran towards the stairs, where squadrons of Unggoys 
and Kig-yars and Sanghilians made their way down and covered the 
retreating troops. 

Shress just climbed the first staircase when she heard an Unggoy 
squeaked, "Look! More demons! More demons!" She spared a glance 
backward and saw two additional demons running in, including 
Michael . 

She felt anger boiling within her, there's the monster that made her 
promise impossible wishes, the one who is causing her honor grief. 

She turned and for a wild moment was considering running across the 
way to kill him, but stop when she saw the Covenant forces beginning 
to crumble. The appearance of additional demons caused the Unggoys to 
break ranks in a panic state, confuse Kig-Yars were bumping to each 
other while the Sanghilian leaders tried to rally their troops, only 
to be the first to be blown away by the human's fire. Realizing they 
were being overrun, Shress remembered how vital their data was, so 
she turns and sprinted up the stairways. 

She was on the third level when she heard the screaming of the 
different Covenant species; the demons were right behind 
them . 

"Faster!" she roared at Dinjit who was lagging behind due to the 
weight of their dead comrade and the massive weapon he carried. On 
the fourth floor they paused when they saw the Sanghilian General, 
Concussion Rifle in hand, with golden armor causing different color 
hues to flash on the walls. The General looked past Shress ' s group 
and snarled. Shress looked back in time to see the demons leading 
human forces after them, slaughtering the troopers who tried to stop 
them in a futile last stand. 

"Go," the General growled as he stepped forward, raising his rifle. 
The team was torn between the order to retreat and the instinct to 
turn back and fight. Shress growled at the Rangers and nodded forward 
signaling them to follow the hallway back to the roof. 

They didn't get far when they stopped. The door to the roof was gone; 
instead there was a large gaping hole that extended over three 
floors. Outside they could see their Corvette in the air, battling 
with the humans flying air defenses. No sooner did they stop, a 
Phantom approached, it flared its magnetic gravity before hovering 
close to the hole. The side flaps open and six Special Ops Sanghilis 
jumped out. 

The Special Ops were seen as a disgrace in Sanghilian culture. To 
hide from the enemy and attack from behind was seen as a disgraceful 
action. However the Prophets insisted that the group was necessary in 
the fight against the heretic humans. The Special Ops mostly 
consisted of Sanghilian criminals who committed disgraceful acts on 
Sanghelios, they were rude, untrustworthy, but were brutal fighters, 
exactly what was needed to combat demons. 


One of the Special Operators step forward, his face was hidden by the 



strange curved mask. He growled 


"Are you the Zealot?" 


Din jit stepped forward, "Of course she's a-" 

Shress interrupted with a hiss, "Not now Dinjit, " in an undertone, 
she returns her attention to the Operator, "Yes, I'm the Zealot; we 
have critical data that needs to be delivered to Holy 
Retribution . " 

The Operator grunted and gesture for them to enter the Phantom. They 
started moving towards it when it came under fire. Something or 
someone was shooting at their aircraft from above, possibly with a 
heavy weapon considering the amount of explosions being emitted. 
Shress look up and snarled, there, on the top floor, was another 
demon, firing a large weapon at the Phantom. 

Shress roared, "Concentrate your fire!" as she raised her twin 
blasters and started firing. The other Sanghilis followed suit. 

Plasma and Needier shards zeroed in on the demon location, forcing it 
to seek shelter. 

Once the demon was no longer in sight, the Phantom got closer to the 
building once more, with its flaps open. Kova jumped in first, then 
Dinjit toss Kova Yudam's body before he too jumped on board. Shress 
was about to go next when the demon return and stated firing on the 
Phantom again. She turned and fired back with her rifle before 
yelling into her comms, "Pilot! Leave, get the data back to Holy 
Retribution now!" 

"But Zealot, what about you?" Dinjit asked after hearing her orders 
to the pilot. 

"I'll be fine Dinjit," she took a breath and said in a low and 
dangerous tone, "I'm going to kill a demon even if it's the last 
thing I do . " 

The Phantom broke away from the building and hovered off towards the 
far off mountain range. Satisfied that her team was away, Shress 
turns to the Special Operators, but before she said anything, the 
screaming of dying Covenants grew thick in the air; the demons were 
closing in. 

The Operator that spoke to Shress then gave the command, "Active 
camouflage, now!" 

Instantly all the warriors, including Shress, shimmered before 
disappearing, awaiting the demons. Shress readied both her blasters 
and her sword; ready to cleave the poor fool who dare came their 
way . 

They didn't have to wait long before a lone figure ran onto the upper 
floor with a heavy weapon in hand and a human rifle strung on its 
back, it was the demon; Michael. 

Shress felt a consuming guilt weigh down on her, but she shook it off 
and growled, resolved to kill the monster before her. 

Before she could shoot however, the lead Operator step forward and 
let loose a plasma shot. It was as if the demon was expecting it, at 
the unexpected appearance of plasma, he jumped to the side and fired 



two streaking suns towards the ambushers location. Shress and a few 
other Operators leaped away in time, but the leader of the group was 
blown to smithereens, along with two other Sanghilians. 

Michael was reloading when the next attack came. An Operator ran 
forward with only his fists; determine to beat the demon to death. He 
was still invisible, but Michael somehow senses his for coming and 
met him head on. He swung the massive gun around like it was a club 
and bashed the Operator against the wall. Meanwhile a second foe got 
behind the demon and raised his rifle and let out a burst of plasma. 
Michael duck low to the floor, allowing the burst of plasma to sail 
over him and hit the semi-stun Operator on the wall, draining his 
shield and killing him. Michael flips the massive gun around and 
fired from the hip, the glowing projectile hit the attacker and his 
form disappeared, leaving nothing but ash. 

Shress and the last Operator hesitated as they thought their final 
assault through. The demon scans the area for any more threats before 
turning his attention to the sky. He started firing his massive gun 
into the air, knocking banshees out of the sky. While he was 
distracted, the Operator moved forward, with Shress at his rear. They 
split up and circled their prey, the demon seem to be too busy 
shooting down the purple aircraft he didn't seem to notice the two 
Sanghilis getting ready to kill him. They both stop when they were 
five feet away from the demon, the Operator in front of the demon 
while Shress was behind him. 

Shress saw the Operator readies his rifle; remembering what happen to 
the previous challenger who attack with the rifle, Shress put away 
her guns and instead readies to use her sword. She was so close there 
was no way she could miss her target and the demon still did not 
realize he was surrounded. 

She breathed steadily, getting ready to attack. Should the Operator 
miss, it'll be up to her to finish off the alien. But even if he does 
hit the demon, she will sink her blade into the demon anyway and 
ensure that he'll have the painful death she promised him long 
ago . 

Patiently the two Sanghilians waited for the perfect moment to 
strike. That moment came when Michael lowered his gun to reload it, 
leaving him vulnerable. The Operator moved forward and fired in a 
vertical motion to ensure he doesn't miss. There was no way the demon 
could escape death now (to Shress ' s disappointment.) 

Suddenly the demon flipped the gun vertically and held it in front of 
him. Some of the plasma bolts struck the make shift shield while 
others pass its sides hitting the demon, but not badly enough to get 
through his shields. Michael threw the gun at the invisible attacker, 
out of reflex the Operator swat it away, causing his shield to 
shimmer, revealing his form. Before Shress could do anything Michael 
flip the rifle off his back with one hand and fired his weapon using 
every projectile in the gun until it was empty, leaving the Operator 
dead at his feet. 

Shress moved forward to cut off the demons head, but then he used his 
other hand and brought out a smaller gun he holstered to his hip, a 
gun she didn't see until now. She tried to halt her charge and get 
out of the way, but Michael shot her in the head before she could. 

The piece of flying metal struck her shield, and obliterated her 



camouflage. The demon kicked her in the chest, making her double over 
like before, draining her shields. Now she had no protection, death 
was upon her for a gun could kill her faster than her sword could 
slice the demon. 

She stayed in her feeble position, waiting to be shot, hoping her 
demise will be as quick as the Operators. She waited for death, but 
there was nothing, a unit has passed and she was still alive. 

Slowly she raised her head and look at the blue demon before her. 
Michael was still holding the gun, pointing it at her face, but no 
shots were fired. They stared at each other for what felt like units 
to Shress, her mind still wondering the same question over and over 
again_, is he going to kill me_? 

Slowly Michael lowered his gun, once again sparing Shress' s life. 
Astonished by the act of mercy, she peered closer at the demon in a 
new light, truly he must be a very honorable warrioraC i or he could 
just be plain stupid. 

Michael raised two fingers to the side of his head; it stayed in that 
position for a while before he lowered them. He looks at Shress and 
spoke in her language, "Miss La' Vdamee, if you want to live longer, 

I suggest you turn invisible again." 

While Shress had her full attention on the demon, she didn't realize 
her shields and power was reenergized again. Before she could change 
her mind, she activated her camouflage once more and became 
invisible. She didn't move from the spot, she wanted to ask the demon 
questions but before she could, she heard an odd screeching sound and 
looked up at the same time as Michael. 

Two human aircraft sped by at an extreme speed; they approached the 
corvette, before breaking off. To Shress they seem to have done 
nothing, then before her eyes, there were a flash of light as a ray 
from the sky streaked down and went straight through the ship. Shress 
watched in horrid fascination as one of the Covenant ships, her ship, 
crashed into the ocean and slowly began to sink. Like flies flocking 
to a carcass, human ships descended upon the down vessel. She turned 
to Michael, preparing to ask a question when she was 
interrupted . 

The massive demon from downstairs had walked up behind them without 
being heard, quite unnerving seeing how large it was. It spoke in the 
odd human language and put a hand on Michael's shoulder. Among the 
Sanghilis, to touch someone was seen either as a challenge of 
strength, or to show a sign of love towards another. Yet Michael 
didn't act either way, the two demons seem to be having a 
conversation, Shress was wondering if Michael was telling the giant 
about her, but neither of them look her way. The giant put two 
fingers to his head like Michael a few units earlier; he tapped his 
head again and seems to be talking in midair for he wasn't looking at 
Michael. The giant turn, said something to Michael and they walked 
away from Shress and head back inside the building. 

Before they left Michael turn his head and look at where Shress was 
standing. He checked to make sure the giant was looking before he 
raised his hand slightly behind his back, spread his fingers and 
waved his hand side to side, just like the last time they saw each 
other . 



Shress watched them depart. After a unit, she turn and look at the 
far off mountains, she started moving towards it but stops. She looks 
between the mountains and where the demons disappeared to. She sighed 
as she thought ti herself, _you ' re an idiot_, before she turns and 
followed the two demons back into the human complex. 

* *Six ' s POV** 

"Man that Doc Halsey knows the perfect way to rain on your parade, " 
Emile muttered darkly as the Spartans slowly ate their MRE ' s (Meals 
Ready to Eat) . 

Noble Team sat in the atrium while the Marines secured the perimeter, 
they would have loved to help but Holland thought it was best that 
the team rest before performing any more operations. When they 
started to protest, Holland reason that they have to be rested should 
the Covenant come back, and the way he said it convince them to stay 
put, like he _knew_ they would be back. 

Kat angrily chew on a power bar as she spoke, "No kidding, did you 
hear how she was talking to me? She was ready to court martial me for 
attempting to look at "classified" materials. If it was classified it 
would have said so!" she finished angrily curling her hand into a 
f ist . 

Six looked up from his partially finished trail mix and asked, "Kat, 
if something is encoded, doesn't that make the material 
classified? " 

"Six," Kat said rather calmly, "Shut up." 

That caused Emile to laugh, "Six, you just learned a valuable lesson, 
never be smart with Kat, especially when it concern Doctor Halsey, 
the ultimate control freak." 

Jorge, who was oiling his gun, looks up and said, "Halsey isn't that 
bad." 

Emile responded with, "Yeah, she's all hugs and cuddles when it 
concerns you big man, unlike us, she got to mess with your 
genes . " 

Jorge didn't say anything; he had no idea how to respond. 

Six looked at Jorge with sympathy, it was true what Emile said, 

Halsey adores the Spartan II 's because she, as Emile puts it, gets to 
mess with their genes. Halsey worked hard to ensure that her 
creations, the Spartans, would be the perfect soldiers to have ever 
lived. After the II 's creation she cut the program because she was 
unable to find any more subjects that matches the DNA she hypnotize 
to make the best Spartans. This did not bode well with command, 
against her wishes, the UNSC created the next class of Spartans 
without her consent. Every time anyone so much as mention the new 
Spartan Ills, Halsey instantly goes sour, she doesn't admit it, but 
she sees the Ills as abominations of her Spartan project. There has 
always been bad blood between the Ills and the IIs because of that 
rift, even with Jorge; working with Spartan IIs was always a 
challenge since they thought of Halsey as a saint. 



"I 


Obviously aware by the tension in the air. Carter stood and said, 
think it's a good time we turn in Noble, get some shut eye. Sword 
Base is offering us our own rooms, but they'll be on different 
floors . " 

"That's fine with me sir," Emile said, "But I don't think it's a good 

idea to leave Six on his own, he could get lost and wander 

off." 

"Cut the chatter Emile, I've uploaded your rooms to your HUDs, 

Holland has declared tomorrow a free day, but I warn you to keep your 
weapons nearby, no telling what the Covies are planning to do 
next . " 

Feeling drain by the events of the day, repelling invading aliens, 
hand to hand combat with Hunters and the awkward meeting with Shress, 
Six excused himself, place his helmet back on his head and walked to 
the fifth floor, where his room was located. 

As Six traveled upward, he passed Marines recovering from the battle, 
some were shell shock, wounded or reorganizing their squads. They 
already removed the bodies of the aliens, gather their fallen and now 
were washing away the blood from the floors and walls. 

Six was glad to find his room clear, it was clean, not real big, and 

only had a cot, the only thing Six needed at the moment. 

Six closed the door and was starting to remove his armor when he 
paused. He felt the hot breath, smelled something not entirely of 
human origin and though he saw the air ripple out of the corner of 
his eye. Six was instantly on alert, but trying to appear as harmless 
as possible, he sighed and asks in alien, "Don't Sanghilians know how 
to knock?" 

Six turns on the spot and stared at empty space before him. There was 
nothing for a moment, but then the air shimmered like a desert mirage 
and there standing before him was Shress. Or at least he hoped it was 
Shress, it was a Zealot, that much was obvious, but there was no way 
he could distinguish if it was her or not, yet something in the back 

of his head was telling him it was her. 

The Elite was an intimidating sight, red armored, seven feet tall, 
and covered in red and purple blood and gore. Her weapons were 
hanging from a belt on her hip, but Six was still tense so he kept 
his hand close to his rifle that was lying on the cot. 

They stared at each other, blue faceplate meeting shadowed eyes, 
waiting for one or the other to speak. 

Finally deciding to break the tension, the Elite spoke first, "That 
was the second time you could have kill me, and now this is the third 
time you have an opportunity to kill me, why don't you?" she asked 
with obvious curiosity. 

Six thought for a while, trying to find an answer, but couldn't. The 
first time they met, he was set to kill her, but when she gave him a 
chance to duel for his life, he felt indebted and decided not to kill 
her. Yet this second time there was no debt, so why couldn't he kill 
her? _It ' s wrong_; a voice said in his head, _it just felt 
wrong_. 



Taking a breath he just said, "Becausea€ i I just don't feel 
comfortable killing the only Sanghilian who's willing to see humans 
as equals." That wasn't exactly the truth since he didn't know the 
answer himself, but it was the best he could think of at the 
moment . 

The response seems to have satisfies the Elite, who simply nodded 
back and said, "This is obviously a sign from the gods, we are meant 
to meet each other, but why?" 

Six had some idea what she was talking about but said, "Look lady, " 
he stops, wondering whether if she'll see his wording as an insult so 
instead said, "I meana€ | ma ' am, I'm not really that much into your 
gods, but I'm pretty sure this isn't a sign, it could be aa€ | aa€ | " 
unable to find the alien word he used the human one, 

"coincidence . " 

Shress cocked her head to the side and asked, "What's a 
coincidence? " 

"It meansa€ | it could just be an accident that we met," Six 
finished . 

Shress shook her head, "There are no such things as 
accidents . " 

"What are you a Zen master?" Six asked. 

"A what?" 

"Never mind, look I'm not really convinced on destiny and all that 
stuff but I don't think us meeting is fate." 

"So, you are saying it's an accident that we are allowing each other 
to live?" she asked in an innocent tone. 

Tired and uncomfortable. Six stated, "Believe what you want, but for 
me I can't believe there's some mythical voodoo going on that's 
keeping us together." 

"Voodoo?" she ask. 

"Magic!" Six said suddenly in an exasperated and loud voice. 

Shress took a step back and moved her hand closer to her belt of 
weapons . 

Seeing the movement and hoping to defuse the situation. Six slowly 
raises his hands and said calmly, "Sorry, but I'm tired and rather 
exhausted after today, I'm not in the best of moods to speak," 
remembering what he read of Sanghilian culture, he slightly bows and 
said, "please Shress La' Vdamee forgive me, Michael, Noble Six, for 
my outburst and not treating you like a proper guest." 

He saw Shress ' s mandibles slightly open as she recognizes the 
Saghilian gesture, surprise again by Six's knowledge of her people. 
She return his apology by bowing and saying, "You are forgiven, 
Michael, Noble Six, " as she rise. Six felt her eyes studying him 
before saying, "I agree, you are too tired to talk." 



Gratefully Six nodded his head, "Yes, thank you for 
understanding. " 

"You clearly need to rest and some time to think, " Shress 
continued . 

Again Six dipped his head and said, "Yes, thank you." 

"Therefore we'll meet again later," Shress bowed to Six and said, 
"farewell, Michael," she said as she turns to leave. 

"Farwell Shr- wait, what!" Six ran in front of her and blocked her 
from the door, "I'm sorry Shress, but you can't return, it won't do 
neither of us any good if we are seen together by humans or the 
Covenant . " 

Shress look down, stared at the floor for a moment then looked up, 
"Agreed, have you been into the mountains before?" 

"The mountains?" Six asked making sure he heard correctly. Yes, he 
has been in the mountains, when he was six years old, he and his 
fellow trainees would hike through the high cliffs on their own 
during their Spartan training. Aside from that he hasn't been in the 
mountains for a long time, this was his first time back on Reach 
after graduation day. 

Unaware of Six's complications, Shress said, "In the mountains, 
there's a knoll, on the west side of the fourth largest peek, can you 
meet me there? Tomorrow, at high noon?" 

"Um, yeah, sure, " Six finally stuttered. 

Shress nodded and said, "Then I will see you then, rest well 
Michael . " 

Six stepped out of the way of the door and said, "Same to you 
Shress . " 

Six watched as she activated her camouflage and went out the door, 
completely invisible to the UNSC forces. 

Six closed the door, now too tired to pull off his armor. He walked 
to his cot and crashed on it in full gear, his last thought was, 
_Michael, you're an idiot_. 


5. Fate: True of False 
**Chapter 5: Fate: True or False?** 

* *Six POV** 

The marines in the gym watch in awe and envy as Noble 4 easily bench 
five hundred pounds. The Spartan was enjoying the attention, he 
always like being the center of things, even if it was 
"unprofessional." He lifted the weights for a few more minutes before 
getting up and looks towards Six to see his reaction. 


Six however wasn't paying any attention, part of his mind was still 



yelling at him for being an idiot, the other part was wondering what 
should he say when he meets Shress, while his common sense was 
screaming at him to tell Carter, but he was too confused and somewhat 
still in shock from setting a meeting up with the alien in the first 
place to make any decision. No doubt this could be a trap, but the 
Elite was obviously striving to be as honorable as she could be, so 
does that mean it's not a trap? 

Six suddenly came to when Emile snap his fingers in front of the 
Lieutenant's face plate. 

"Reach to Six, " Emile said sarcastically, "What was my 
time?" 


"YouraC | time? " Six ask as his mind began to clear. 

Emile sigh heavily, "How much time did it take me to bench weights 
two hundred times?" 

"Oh! Right," Six quickly enter his HUD and stop his stopwatch. He 
subtracted the time he spent talking to Emile before answering, 

"About three minutes and two seconds." 

While in the time setting. Six glance at the clock and realized he 
was running late. 

"Shoot, " he muttered under his breath before standing up, "Sorry, I 
got to go Emile, " as he picks up a duffle bag full of equipment and 
supplies . 

"Go?" Emile asked, "Go where? We've haven't even been given our next 
assignment yet." 

Six silently cursed himself. In his jittery state he has completely 
forgotten to inform Noble team he was leaving. 

"Oh, um, nowhere," Six finally spoke, "I'm just going to go for a 
quick hike up the mountain and train there." 

"Train on the mountain, why not here?" Emile asks while gesturing to 
the massive training room they were in. 

"I just don't like training with others, you know, all those years of 
being a loner are hard to shake off, besides nothing like a touch of 
nature to get a person going, " Six said in the most earnest voice he 
could produce. 

Six checks his bag to ensure he has everything, gets up and walks to 
the door when Emile calls after him, "Want me to come with you? You 
know the rules; no one is allowed to go out on their own." 

Six groans, _I am an idiot_, he thought to himself, he forgotten the 
rules and informing his team mates. Maybe this was a bad idea, but a 
promise was a promise, and maybe it could do him some good to talk to 
the enemy. 

Six's mind was going a hundred miles an hour as he quickly reply, 

"I'm already going up there to meet someone," which was partially 
true . 



"Who? Kat, Jorge? Carter?" Emile asks. 


"Um aa€ | soldier I met," was his reply. 

"Whoa, whoa, whoa, hold the shuttle. A soldier? Not a Spartan?" Emile 
asks dumbstruck. 

During their up bringing's the Spartans were isolated from the rest 
of the galaxy, they didn't know the lingo aside from the ones they 
picked up from their instructors, nor do they know the latest music, 
style or gossip. Years of being cut off from the rest of society had 
turn interactions with anyone outside of their program as being 
taboo. True they know some soldiers who they can trust, but not far 
enough to actually call a friend. 

Six sighs before saying, "Yes, a soldier, a fellow warrior, an ally, 
now can I please go commander?" he asks adding the joke at the end to 
lighten the mood. 

Emile hesitated before asking, "Still got your rifle?" he asks. 

In response. Six grabs the butt of his rifle on his back and raises 
it to show Emile, who nods and said, "Wella€|get back before it gets 
dark . " 

"Yes mother, " Six said as he left, thinking he heard Emile chuckling 
to himself. 

Six began to wonder if he shouldn't go. He was armed, but if Shress 

was setting up a trap, he doubts even a Spartan could survive an 

alien ambush. Worst, he hasn't told anyone where exactly he was 
going, if he got into trouble, no one would know where to find him, 
least they did a mountain wide scan, which could take days to 
complete . 

Six was approaching the gate, deciding to go along with the plan when 
the last person he expected to meet steps onto his path. Doctor 
Halsey . 

_0h great_, he thought to himself as he halted before her, the six 

foot nine Spartan towered over the grey haired woman but she seems 

unafraid of him. 

"S-B312," she said in a stern voice, "Where are you going?" 

"I have a name madam," Six said. 

"Where are you going?" she said in a commanding voice. 

"I'm going for a hike up the mountain and I'm going to train up there 
for a bit, nature can work miracles on a person you know." 

"Nature wasn't what made you a soldier Lieutenant." 

"What do you want madam?" Six asks in an agitated tone. 

"I want to know why you are really going up there lieutenant, and 
that's an order." 

Six couldn't help but chuckle, "An order? You're a civilian ma'am. 



not an admiral. 


He could see she too was getting tired of their conversation and 
said, "No one is allowed to leave the base alone, even if you are 
aa€ | Spartan . " Six swore he saw a vain pulse in her forehead before 
she said Spartan, as if it went against her very nature to 
acknowledge him for what he was. 

"I won't be alone doctor, I'm going to meet up with somebody up 
there . " 

"Who?" She demanded 

"Classified, madam, " Six said calmly and smirks behind his helmet as 
he said it. 

"Spartan, tell me who you are meeting or I'll throw you in the brig," 
Halsey said in a menacing voice. 

"What!" Six exclaim, "Under what charge?" 

"For attempting to break into secure classified files, " she said 
rather victoriously. 

"That was Kat ! I can barely even find the on switch on a data pad," 
Six defended. 

"None of that will matter, now tell me, who you are meeting, " she 
demanded once more. 

Finally out of patience. Six said, "An officer, an officer who wishes 
to speak to me about important lone wolf stuff okay? Can I leave now, 
I'm already late." 

"What's the name of the officer?" Halsey quickly 
countered . 

"Classified, ask Admiral Hood about it, I'm sorry madam but I must 
go, NOW, " he voiced loudly as he walked around her and out the 
gate . 

**Shress La' Vdamee POV ** 

Shress glance at the sun and let out a low growl, the demon was now 
an hour late. 

She has been waiting by the knoll that slightly branches out from the 
mountain on one of its elevated platforms since early dawn, patiently 
waiting to see if the demon Michael would arrive. She was starting to 
have doubts that the creature would come; perhaps he was leading 
humans to the spot so they can ambush her. She growled challengingly 
at the thought, but knew fully well even a Zealot couldn't last long 
against a small army of humans and a demon. 

_If he isn't here soon. I'll just head back_, she thought, no doubt 
Ruan, her commander was wondering where she was. Even though she was 
a Zealot, she had to sneak, bribe, and lie through gritted teeth to 
get here. 


And all so she could speak to a demon. 



This was an insane idea; she doesn't even know why she wants to speak 
to Michael. Her best conclusion was because she wanted, no; she_ 
needed _to know why he is showing her mercy over and over again, to 
know why the gods keep having her meet with the demon. 

_Besides_, she thought, _maybe I can learn something useful like the 
human language or where it is that demons come from._ The Covenant 
had Unggoy who could translate the human language, but she wasn't 
going to stoop as low as to actually ask a lowly worker how to speak 
in her enemy's tongue, her pride won't allow it. 

If the demon is as open as he has been every time they meet, then 
surely she could glean some insight on the demons. No one in the 
Covenant knows what they are, how they look, or why they are ally 
with the humans. If she could learn some of those answers then maybe 
this lunatic scheme may bode well for her. 

She became alert to something that sounded like the snapping of a 
twig, the sudden noise cause her to activate her camouflage, making 
her invisible. She didn't have to wait long before Michael came into 
view . 

Like all the times she had seen him, he had a weapon on his back, his 
blue armor was still dirty and his azure glassed face was as bright 
as ever. He had a strange human bag hanging off his shoulder and for 
the first time since she had met him, he bent over and supported 
himself on his knees, he was actually tired. 

When he recovered, the demon looks up and scans the area before 
letting out an explosive sigh. 

"I know you're there Shress, now please show yourself," he said in an 
out of breath voice. 

Shress remain hidden for a few more moments to confirm he was alone 
before deactivating her camouflage. Whenever she shimmers back into 
view, it would startle most people, yet when she does it in front of 
Michael, he didn't even seem faze that a seven foot alien just 
appeared before him. 

They stood in front of each other in complete silence, neither sure 
how to break the silence until Shress asks, "Why are you 
tired? " 

Michael gave another heave of breath before saying, "I got held up 
back at my base, I was afraid I would miss you so I sprinted most of 
the way up here." 

Shress step back partially in confusion and partially in revulsion, 
"You were afraid you woulda€|miss me?" 

The demon spoke quickly, "No! No! Not like that, no, what I meant was 
that I was afraid you left because I was running late." 

Shress was relieved to have heard this, for a moment she truly 
thought that demons were indeed insane. 


The silence return only now there was a touch of awkwardness in the 
air, and Shress truly feels like a fool for thinking that the demon 



thought of her in such a way. 


Finally Michael spoke, "So, um, what was it you wanted to talk 
about ? " 

Glad to have the conversation started again Shress asks, "Why do you 
not believe in fate? Why do you think us meeting was an 
accident ? " 

The demon ponders for a while before saying, "Alright, say that fate 
does exist-" 

"Fate does exist," Shress said confidently. 

"No, I meant, oh never mind, if fate does exist, why is it we keep 
running to each other?" he asks. 

"I don't know," Shress said, "that's why I wanted to speak to you," 
she slowly move forward and began encircling him, like an officer 
inspecting a soldier, "why would the gods want us to meet, a female 
Zealot and a merciful demon, such things have never been heard of 
before, " she finish as she came to a halt in front of the 
demon . 

Michael was silent before speaking, "Look, to be truthful when I met 
you, honor and mercy wasn't the first things to come to mind," he 
sighs, "I was just like that to thank you after you allowed me to 
fight for my life." 

Shress felt fury burn within her at the deception; the demon must 
have notice for his whole body became tense as she spoke, "So you do 
not believe in honor or fate?" 

Michael sighs and said, "I do believe in honor, and fate sometimes I 
suppose, but I just find this whole situation strange, my honor 
system doesn't cover what we do when our opponent is from another 
planet . " 

Shress ' s honor doesn't say what to do when dealing with another 
species either, so his argument was valid she supposed. 

"Perhaps fate and the gods have a special plan for us, maybe that is 
why we keep meeting, and why you don't kill me," Shress 
express . 

"Wait, " Michael said, and for some reason raises his right arm and 
holds up a single finger, "how come you don't believe me when I tell 
you the reason why I didn't kill you, and why is it you are always 
saying 'why didn't I kill you', don't you ever try and kill _me_ 
every once in a while?" 

Shress thought for a while, should she tell him of her blood lust and 
how close she came to killing him? He was truthful about his belief 
in honor even though it made her angry, but he's revealing more than 
she was willing to give, the least she could do is be equally 
courteous . 

"I do not know why I do not believe your story, but I believe there's 
more to it then you are letting on," Michael didn't move, giving no 
sign of what he was feeling, "and yes, I have considered killing 



youa€ | and your comrades," she started feeling shame build in her as 
she revealed, "I am sorry I did not keep any of the promises you had 
me swore, I just felt angry, at you, your comrades, and the humans, " 
her voice started to build to the point of shouting as she finishes, 
"how is it you expect me to keep my word on not harming you or your 
allies while they are the ones trying to kill me and my friends, you 
might as well have ask me to stop existing, " she finishes 
bitterly . 

There was another lull now, feeling her anger withdrawing and 
realizing how she acted she started to apologize when Michael 
interrupted . 

"I'm sorry you feel that way Shress, " in a modest tone, "I knew you 
couldn't keep your word, I had no idea how honorable you are," she 
thought she heard admiration in his voice as he continues, "I release 
you from your vows, and can I ask you something? Why is it you said, 
'I might as well have asked you to stop existing'"? 

It didn't take long for Shress to answer, "Because I am a warrior, 
what good is a warrior if they cannot fight?" 

Michael nodded and asks, "but don't you, cant you do some other 
things ? " 

Shress growls, "like staying home and taking care of my children like 
I'm suppose to?" she asks in a challenging voice. 

"Well they're your kids, so yeah you should go and take care of 
them . " 

Shress eyes widen before correcting, "That's not what I meant, I am 
not a mother, it's just that's what a female is supposed to do." 

Now the demon asks in a confused voice, "but if you don't have 
children, then doesn't that mean there's other things you could 
do ? " 

Shress sighs as she remembers the fate she was almost certain to 
inherit, "no, even those with no children still have to stay home, 
take care of the house, deal with the politics and make sure the 
male, " here her voice turns into a tone of disgust, "is 
comfortable . " 

The demon made a strange cracking noise, similar to the one she heard 
when they first met. After a moment she felt herself become enraged 
again, the demon was laughing, laughing at her! 

"You think it's funny being treated as a tool? As nothing more than 
furniture by someone who thinks they're superior to you?" She asks 
coldly . 

The demon raises both his arms and hands, slightly lowering them, 
probably a human gesture for calm, "No, of course not, " here his 
glass face met her's, "It's just after knowing you for a while, I 
can't imagine a good fighter like yourself living a life like that," 
as he finishes he starts laughing again. 


The strange sound was like nothing she has ever heard before, and it 
sounded so abnormal Shress started laughing with him. For some reason 



when he heard her laugh, his chuckles became more hysterical; the 
strange noise he made sounded so funny to Shress it cause her to 
laugh harder as well. They laugh for what felt like ages before 
becoming serious once more. 

_That was the first time I laugh, actually laugh in a long time_, she 
thought to herself as she smiles. 

She looks to Michael and was puzzled when he lay down on his belly. 
She was starting to feel concern when he starts pushing himself up 
but falls back down on the ground. She watches him continue the 
pattern for a unit before asking, "What are you doing?" 

"Training," he said between each breath, "ExercisingaC i buildingaC i my 
muscles . " 

"Why?" she asks, actually curious. 

"Soa€| I cana€ | be stronger," he pauses while in the air and asks; 
"don't the Covenant troops exercise or the Sangheili ' s ? " 

Shress shook her head, "No, we choose our warriors by how strong 
they're naturally are, I'm lucky to be one of the few females to have 
strength to match a male." 

"Huh, " Michael said, "the only way I was able to get up here was by 
telling my CO ' s I was coming up here to exercise," he finishes as he 
started doing the strange push up and fall down motions 
again . 

"What's a CO" she asks. 

"Mya€ | commandingaC | of f icer, " the demon practically gasps out each 
word. Realizing how exhausting this 'exercising' was, she decided to 
wait for him to finish before talking again. But when he got done 
doing push-ups, he flips on his back and started lifting his upper 
body up to his knees before lowering himself back down. Then he found 
a strong tree and starts lifting himself up and down. He ran around 
the mountain top next before coming to an end. It didn't stop there 
though, he reach into the bag and brought out two strange objects, 
twin hexagonal shaped steel that was connected by a pipe, he started 
lifting the objects up and down with his hands. Shress was feeling 
glad the Covenant didn't have its troops perform these exercises; she 
judges from the demon's grunts that it was quite a demanding 
activity . 

Realizing the sun was going down she spoke, "Michael, " but he was too 
involved lifting the objects to hear her causing her to yell, 

"Michael ! " 

He pauses and looks to her, she gestures to the setting sun, "I think 
we need to go now, " she said, slightly regretting not getting to know 
any important information from the demon. 

Somehow the demon seems to be able to hear what she was thinking 
before saying, "If you want, we can try and meet each other again 
tomorrow, urn, if you want." 


Shress nods before saying, "that sounds good to me" as she prepares 
to hike back into the mountains. Noticing the direction she was 



facing, Michael asks, "Do you have a ship back there?" 

Shress didn't want to lie, nor tell the demon, the enemy, of the 
existence of Holy Retribution so she said, "Yes, my ship is waiting 
for me up there, " which was partially true, there were Phantoms and 
Banshees at her base, those counted as ships she reason. 

Michael nods before pulling some sort of container out of the bag. 
Before Shress could see what he was doing, she checks her belt to 
make sure her weapons and other supplies was still on when she looks 
up. She felt her mandibles widen in astonishment at what she was 
looking at . 

The demon has removed his helmet and was drinking from the container, 
but what got her attention was his head; he was human. She, as well 
as the other species in the Covenant never, ever considered the 
possibility that the demons were human too, how was Michael different 
from the others of his race. An even more chilling thought enter her 
mind, what could have happen if the whole of his race had the same 
abilities as the demons? 

The demon, no, she reminded herself, the human, notice she was 
staring and asks "what?" 

She didn't answer right away as her lingering gaze began absorbing 
details on the human's face. His skin was a light brown, but it seems 
to be a tad pale, it must have been due to the lack of sun rays. He 
had fur on his head, like the other humans Shress had encountered; 
his was the color black, it was cut short, outlining the shape of his 
round head. He had the strange ears and nose that accompanies the 
average human, yet what she found most interesting was his dark green 
eyes. The Sangheilians eyes only came in dark color slits; his was a 
round emerald colored orb, nothing like she has ever seen before. 

_I wonder what it would be like looking through eyes like those, to 
have such distinguishing features _she thought to herself. She 
realize she never seen a human, well a live human, this close to her 
before. The eyes were almost unnerving, as she stares into them, like 
an animal in a trap. 

"Urn, Shress?" she heard the human, Michael said, snapping her back 
into reality, "Isa€| there something wrong?" 

" You ' rea€ | you ' re human," she said in a mystified voice as she looks 
into his eyes again. 

"Yeah," he said, "I've kind of notice I'm human," he said rather 
jokingly, not realize how big of a revelation it was to 
her . 

Suddenly feeling embarrass at how she responded she asks, "Should we 
meet here again?" 

"Sure, " Michael said as he got up and replaces his helmet back on his 
head, hiding his humanity, "I guess we better get back. Farewell 
Shress, " he said and turn and started a light trot down the 
mountain . 

"Farewell Michael, " she said and begins walking down, wondering if 
she could ever see the human as a demon again, yet out of all she had 



just learn, what stuck to her mind was the color of his eyes, a dark 
almost bright green she had never seen before. 

A green color that, for some reason, she hopes to see again. 


6. A friend? 

**Chapter 6: A Friend?** 

**Shress La' Vdamee POV** 

It continues like that for nearly a whole moon shift. She would meet 
with the human and would try to exchange information that wasn't too 
critical. She could tell he was trying to get her to reveal some form 
of her military structure as well, she knew because it was exactly 
what she was doing. She supposed they were still enemies, but she was 
actually enjoying the experience. 

The Covenant always assumed that the demons were lacking intelligent, 
like the Jiralhanae race, good fighters but dumb. That was not the 
case with the human Michael; he was quick of wit, knew what subjects 
to avoid and always answers her questions without revealing too much 
information. There weren't that many smart witted beings in the 
Covenant, only a few Sangheilian possess such passion and fewer still 
were available to talk to. 

Though she isn't learning as much as she hoped to, she has learned 
some minor things of the human race. They enjoy listening to music, 
have scientists and researchers, and are living in what Michael calls 
a "democratic" government, she is still trying to learn the meaning 
of the word. They are living in a life style that mirrors the 
Sangheili culture, in a primitive sort of way. 

She was taken aback when she learns it was through the human science 
that the creatures her race calls demons were born. It was one of the 
few things that Michael accidently let slip, a small stutter of a 
mistake that has occupied her mind for days. How could a race not as 
advance as her people be able to develop a method to transform a 
normal being into the ultimate warrior? She tried prying the 
information from Michael but soon came to believe him when he claims 
he doesn't know how this serum was made; he certainly looks nothing 
like a scientist. 

She was disappointed not to learn the secret of the demon making 
process, but was still intrigue by the other things she has learned. 
He started training her mouth to mimic the human jaw structure to 
create human vocal sounds. She has learn some human words such as 
"Hello," and "Good bye", along with the name of some objects such as 
trees, rocks, and dirt. She was proud to be able to speak a different 
language, however she was still wondering what it was that Michael 
meant when he said she sounded as if she had a New Harmony 
accent . 

Aside from the language training, he taught her the human "alphabet" 
system, promising that if she masters the system, she will master the 
ability to read his writing. Learning the strange human figures and 
knowing their individual sounds were hard to grasp, even now she 
struggles to make the ' wa ' sound in the W and the 'err' sound in R. 
She extracted some revenge though when she began teaching the human 



her people's hieroglyphs, he wasn't even able to tell the difference 
between the glyphs for boy and girl. 

Shress sighs as she remembers her secret tutoring as she thought 
about the lies she told herself. There was nothing in the Covenant 
laws that can justify her actions. To be in possession of a human 
object is consider heresy; to be learning from a human is an 
undeniable death sentence. She wonders what her parents will think if 
she was to be executed under the crime of rebellion; her mother would 
cry knowing that her daughter has died for a foolish venture while 
her father would rage around the house, insulted by her very memory. 
Her family name would be disgrace, and will be order not to produce 
any more children because the Covenant won't want to risk them having 
another defect child that's similar to Shress. Thinking of the risks 
she was taking just for her own understandings makes her feel sick to 
her stomach. 

Shress continues twirling the human necklace around her clawed 
fingers as she ponders her situation. She pauses only to look at the 
necklace and challenges her mind to decipher the strange markings. 

The letters on top says, _Michael_, following it was some more 
figures that she could not understand, but she recognize some letters 
such as H, P, and L. She had to admit this was an ingenious method of 
keeping track of active soldiers, should the terminals on board a 
Covenant ship gets hit, all data, including the name of the troopers, 
would be lost. 

Shress smiles and imagines how the human would react when he finds 
his necklace gone. Shress prided herself on silent movement and 
graceful hands, skills that her people believe only a thief should 
poses, not an honorable warrior like a Zealot. 

An angry snort alerts her of another presence and she turns to see 
who has entered the storage room she was sitting in. Standing at the 
door was Dinjit, one of the Rangers who have accompanied her on the 
assault on the human base. He had his mask off and was unarmed, 
revealing his dark skin that matches Shress 's. His dark hate filled 
eyes were poise on the human necklace she was holding in her 
hand . 

Shress puts the necklace away in the pocket on her belt, wondering 
what the Sangheili was planning to do next. Dinjit was still glowing 
from the sight of a Zealot in possession of a human object, a crime 
among the government. He walks in and stood a little away from her 
before asking in a forced calm voice, "What are you doing with 
_that_?" he spat. 

Shress answered in a level voice, "Just a trinket I found, I never 
seen one before and was just curious at what it was." 

Dinjit 's face was still set in a scowl, but she was still a Zealot, 
to push her any farther could result with his name being shame. 

Shress could see his mandibles were rigid, he was frustrated about 
something . 

Finally the Ranger calms down before saying, "I was just coming in to 
see if you are alright, " he said in a strange voice, a cross between 
gentleness and agitation. 


Shress was now well on guard, believing she now knew what the 



Sangheili was meaning to say. She was dreading what he would say next 
when another shadow appears in the door way and both Sangheilians 
turns to see an Unggoy. 

The lowly servant waddles in and began searching among the boxes, 
obviously working on a choir. Dinjit fails miserably in hiding his 
annoyance, but within Shress she lets out a breath of relief for the 
interruption. Maybe when the Unggoy leaves she could think of a 
reason to leave as well. 

The Unggoy lifts a large box, but was unprepared for its weight. It 
bark a warning when it topples backwards, hitting the box where 
Shress was sitting. She remains seated on the container, but her 
helmet that she removed earlier fell and made a loud pang noise on 
the floor. 

The Unggoy sequels in fear as it shuffles forward and picks to the 
Zealots helmet with shaking limbs, "A thousand apologies mistress, " 
it said in a small voice, wondering if its life was at an 
end . 

Shress gently took the helmet and places it on her head before 
saying, "It's alright, thank you-" her voice suddenly died as she 
realizes what she just said. 

Higher level warriors, especially Zealots, don't show etiquette to 
the ones below them, especially the Sangheilis. The Unggoy and 
Din jit's face also shows astonishment at Shress ' s words. 

_When did I suddenly care for the well-being of other species_? She 
than realizes she had acted the same way towards Michael, it must 
have become a habit without her knowing it . 

"Uh, Mistress?" the lowly soldier ask, never before being thank by 
anyone as high of rank as a Zealot. 

"Nothing, " she said in what she hopes were a stern voice, "go back to 
work . " 

The Unggoy left with haste, quickly picking up the container and 
left, slightly cursing the weight of the box. 

Dinjit turns to Shress, she could tell what he was going to ask, so 
she quickly stands and said, "I need to go," which was true, it was 
almost time for her to meet with Michael. 

She is almost to the door when Dinjit calls out, "Shress La' Vdamee, 
are you being pursued at the moment?" 

Shress lets out a frustrated yet pained breath, even here in the 
military, her fate of being a house woman still haunts her. She was 
silent before saying, "No". 

Dinjit walks up next to her before placing a hand on her shoulder, it 
took all her self-control not to take her sword and slice the arm 
off, "could we meet sometime later tomorrow?" 

"Yes," Shress said before shoving Dinjit 's hand away and left the 
room while thinking _is this all I was meant to be_? 



* *Six POV** 


Emile walks into Six's room only to find the place totally demolish 
while Six was digging around behind his cot. 

"What are you doing?" he asks. 

"I uh, lost my dog tags," Six reply's in an embarrass tone. 

"What?" Emile asks while he begins to chuckle, "how could you lose 
something that's around your neck?" 

"That's what I'm asking myself". Six replied as he looks under the 
cot one last time. He just now realized his tags were missing, but 
where could they have gone? He never takes them off, he only noticed 
when he removed his armor and saw its chain no longer around his 
neck . 

Suddenly, Six's helmet beep, he checks the time before standing, 
"I've got to get going if I'm to make it back from the mountain 
before it gets dark," he told Emile as he shoulders his bag. 

Emile gave him an odd look, "my, my, why do you look so eager to go 
sweat and bleed on top of a bloody mountain?" 

Six pauses, did he really look eager? Or was Emile he just playing 
with him? Either way he didn't want to risk being late and suffering 
from Shress's wrath. 

"I just like being outdoors, see you later Four," he said as he left 
the room. 

"Peace," was Emile's reply as he walks in the opposite direction to 
his room. 

Both Spartans walks away from each other, unaware of the new secret 
camera that recorded their movements, but mostly Six's. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Sweat was pouring down in rivers and the air was barley moving 
through his narrow throat as Six forced himself to lift his body 
weight off the ground, over the branch and lowers back to the ground 
in a rapid persuasion. He counts the number of pull ups before coming 
to a halt; hanging from the huge tree limb he was on.<p> 

It was then did he look towards the Sangheilian sitting on the 
overturn log, not moving or speaking at all. Shress, as always, was 
the first one to meet him at the top of the mountain. They exchange 
greetings, but instead of talking of what they discuss the other day, 
she just remains quiet and remote. Thinking he offended her somehow, 
he just started doing his PT, thinking she would speak to him later. 
Now nearly an hour has passed and she hasn't even move an inch, 
concerning the Spartan. 

_Why am I worried about her_? He thought to himself, _it ' s not like 
we're friends, or are we_? Now that he thought about it, he starts to 
wonder if he could count on Shress being an ally, having an Elite on 
their side could be a huge advantage in the war, but it could also 
mean his safety was secured. Sure he may get life in prison for all 



the lying and deception he pulled, but maybe gaining the favor of an 
Elite could help shorten it, or maybe avoid punishment all 
together . 

_No_, a voice suddenly said from somewhere within his body, _don't 
use her you idiot, help her_. 

As if his human self was returning. Six suddenly felt guilty and 
ashamed of thinking only of himself when his friend was sulking away. 
_There, I thought it, she's a friend, I don't know how but she is and 
right now she needs help_. 

With great care like he was maneuvering around a sensitive sensing 
bomb that may explode. Six moves around Shress and sat right next to 
her on the log. Six was a bit nervous as he realizes this was the 
closest he's ever been to the alien, he always kept his distance out 
of caution that she could kill him, and vice versa, but if he's 
calling her a friend now, that means he can trust her, 
right ? 

However Shress didn't even look at him; Six was starting to wonder if 
it was healthy for someone to think as much as she does. 

"Shress, " he said gently, not wanting to scare her, but she continues 
staring into space. Six spoke a little louder, "Shress!" that did the 
trick; she stirs and blinks a bit as if she couldn't remember where 
she was . 

He waits until she looks at him and asks, "Is there something 
wrong? " 

"Wrong?" asks Shress looking surprise, "what makes you think 
something is wrong?" 

"Well I just did two hundred chins up and between here and there and 
you haven't spoken a single word, which was a first." 

"Oh, " she said, and Six could have sworn he saw what could have past 
for bashfulness pass on her face, "sorry, I was just thinking." 

Six was silent as he thought of how he was going to do this. He never 
really talk to anyone before, among the Spartans they either tell 
what's bothering them or they say nothing at all and locks it up 
inside. For Shress however. Six realizes she needs to talk, cause she 
certainly not locking the problem inside, the question now is how do 
you engage in a conversation with an alien who was leading a genocide 
against your own people? 

"Do you want to tell me what you're thinking?" Six asks awkwardly, 
never thinking he would be in such a situation before. 

Shress was silent as she switches between looking into Six's face 
plate and looking into the abyss of the mountain tops. Thinking it 
would help make things more comfortable. Six removes his helmet and 
set it on his lap. In his past experience to show your enemy your 
head was a death sentence, but for some odd reason, Shress was always 
curious about his appearance. 


This proves true as her eyes lock onto Six's, staring into his green 
eyes once more. Seeing an opening in the silence. Six asks, "Why do 



you look at me like that?" 


Shress broke eye contact and asks, "Like what?" 

"Every time I remove my helmet you always stare at my eyes to the 
point I feel like your about ready to gouge them out, " _ouch_, Six 
thought to himself, that could have been too graphic, but he never 
done this before so who could blame him? 

Shress looks embarrass at the assumption as she explains, "It's just 
I never seen a human before, up close and alive I mean, " she said a 
little awkwardly, "On Sanghelios, there has never been an Sanghelian 
who bore green eyes before, so just seeing your eyes is like looking 
ata€|well, an alien." 

Six nods along as he desperately search for something else to say 
when it struck him, "You know," he said to Shress, "I never seen your 
eyes before, " despite Six removing his helmet on a daily basis now, 
Shress has never removed her helmet, and Six was curios how a 
Sangheili female will look without it. 

Shress was still for what felt like a minute before reaching up, 
casting occasional glances at Six, and removes the helmet. Six was 
expecting her to look like the Elites on the battlefield; he wasn't 
expecting to see this. She looks like a regular Sangheilian, but her 
head had a rough angular beauty, the dark skin color offers a lovely 
form that made up for the lack of hair. He already seen her mandibles 
before, but now he could see into her mouth and the large dagger like 
teeth in the back, yet they didn't look too threatening to Six. 

Out of all this however it was her eyes that caught his interest. Her 
iris was dark slits that reminded him of the reptiles he has seen on 
some foreign planets, but the sclera around the iris was the color 
silver. Not the regular silver from metal he sees every day, but a 
type of silver that sparkles when it makes contact with sun 
rays . 

Ironically, it was Six's turn to lose himself in the alien's eye, as 
he stares at a color no human is bless with it. 

He heard a voice say, "Wow, " with horror Six realize it was his voice 
that said it. 

Shress cocks her head to the side, "Wow what?" 

"Urn, " Six looks away, mentally kicking himself, what is wrong with 
him, never in his whole Spartan career has he ever said anything 
among those lines. 

"I uh, just never seen an eye color like that before, it's 
verya€ | unique, " Six finishes trying to sound convincing. 

"Oh, " Shress said as she looks away too, her eyes avoiding 
his . 

_Great__, Six thought, _ I just made things worse, maybe it's a good 
thing Spartans don't interact with other people_. 

Finally Shress sighs, "Actually, there is something wrong, " she 
pauses hesitantly, obviously trying to decide whether to confide in 



Six or not . 


Hoping to help. Six said, "You know we're alone, and I promise I 
won't tell anybody whatever you're going to say," if he ever tells 
anyone any of this he's looking at life imprisonment. 

Shress was still looking between Six and the mountains before finally 
speaking, "At mya€|camp, one of the soldiersa€ | Din j it , is now 
pursuing me as a suitor," she finishes in bitter tone. 

"Ahha€|"Six said, "I think I see wants going on, you're nervous about 
messing things up between you and this guy, right?" 

"No!" Shress literally snaps at Six with her open mandibles, causing 
him to flinch. 

_Man I'm really not cut out for all this talking nonsense_. 

Shress fumes on for a bit before calming down and speaking again, 

"I'm sorry Michael, my problem is the complete opposite of what you 
just said, you see Dinjit, he's a, a," she couldn't finish her 
sentence as she lets out a growl, and Six was glad it wasn't directed 
at him this time. 

"An idiot?" Six offered, hoping to earn her confidence again. 

She snarls, "Idiot is a too kind a word for the likes of Dinjit, he's 
arrogant, obnoxious, so set in his ways, " she snarls again, unable to 
contain her anger. 

"So he's a jerk," Six concludes. 

"What's a jerk?" Shress asks, and for some odd reason. Six was happy 
to see her face lose its hate filled features as it took on one that 
was fill with curiosity. 

_There ' s the Shress we all love_. Six slaps his mental self, wishing 
more than anything to attack his own brain, _what is wrong with my 
head_, he demands but receives no answer. 

Putting that aside he responds to Shress, "A jerk is the very thing 
you just describe, obnoxious, idiotic, hot headed, " Shress begins to 
growl as he talk, tactical thinking suggests to Six he should change 
the topic and fast, "if this guy is bothering you so much, can't you 
just say you don't want him to pursue you?" 

Shress stood and starts to pace in at a furious speed as she snarls, 
"It's not that easy, as a male and a highly rank warrior, Dinjit can 
lay claim on any female he wants, " she snarls as she finishes, "and 
because of my disgraceful lack of suitors while I'm in my youth, I 
have no choice but to accept him." 

Six grunts, which earns a curious glance from Shress, as he says "In 
our society, a woman can choose who her suitor is and can reject him 
as well . " 

"Doesn't matter" Shress said sullenly, "to reject him would be a 
disgrace to my honor, and thus a disgrace upon my family, " she stops 
walking and her eyes fell to the ground below her, "so far I've been 
nothing but a disgrace, my ambitions, my actions, even now I am 



fighting for my people but they will still condemn me because I am 
not walking the path of a female, " she sighs and finishes in a 
hurtful voice, "I've been nothing but a failure from the start, and 
no matter what I do, I am destine to be a house mistress mated to 
someone who probably won't even speak to me aside from having 
children," she finishes in a small fragile voice. 

Like any other Spartan, Six would have paid anything to see an Elite 
cry, but now seeing Shress hurting, it made Six feel sick to see 
someone in so much pain. Six wasn't use to this at all, he wanted to 
comfort Shress but at the same time he didn't want to out of fear of 
offending her. 

_Just imagine you're talking to a Spartan_, he thought, _imagine it's 
someone from Noble team who's having these problems. _ 

Six took a deep breath, steel himself for the worst before saying, 
"Shress, " but she refuses to look up at him. He remembers that in 
Sangheili culture to reveal your emotions, especially a woman, was 
considered a disgrace; he needed to let her know it was alright with 
him . 

_I can't believe I'm doing this, then again a Spartan never leaves 
his buddies hanging_. Six rose, walks to Shress and very slowly took 
her hand in his. He was surprise to find it warm, he could actually 
feel the heat radiating from her hand and seeping into his armor 
shielded body. 

Shress jerked violently and wrench her hand away from Six, a look of 
shock and confusion plaster on her face. Six raises his hands and 
said, "Wait, wait, I was just trying to get your attention, what I 
did doesn't mean anything, well it does, but not in the way you are 
thinking . " 

Shress remains silent before picking up her helmet and said, "I think 
I should go," she said rather awkwardly. 

She was already walking away when Six cried, "Wait Shress, I didn't 
mean anything like that it was just-" he stops as Shress started 
walking down the trail back into the mountain. 

Six continues to stand in place, watching her go when something 
explodes in his ear like the voice of God, "Get after her you 
lunatic ! " 

Six snaps into action, he runs after Shress, for some reason putting 
all of his energy in his legs, not wanting to let her get away. 

Shress turns at the sound of pounding feet and takes out her energy 
sword. Six saw the danger but could not stop his momentum, he tried 
to dig his feet into the dirt but he was moving too fast. Shress 
activates her sword but before she could take a slice at the Spartan, 
he crashes into her and they tumble down the rocky slope. Finally 
they roll to a halt on a small grassy meadow growing in the light of 
the setting sun. 

Both of them were daze, but Six forces himself to his feet while he 
held his side, hoping he didn't break his ribs. Shress saw Six stand 
and rises as well, hissing in pain as they stood facing each 
other . 



Six blurted out the first thing that came to mind, "Man that 
hurts...," moaned Six while he clutches his side. Then he remembers 
the whole reason he gave chase so he hurriedly explain, "Shress, I 
didn't grab your hand out of affection, but because I wanted to let 
you know I am here for you. It's a sign of assurance among humans, no 
matter what happens, I'm there for you." 

The Elite didn't say anything, surprise by Six's allegiance, so he 
continues, "I know you are under a lot of pressure, the walls are 
closing in on you and you are growing more and more in despair, but 
never, don't you dare, ever think that you are a disgrace. Among 
humans to stand out, to make a change is met with open hostility, 
something that you are facing, but believe in me, you might start a 
revolution. Right now there are probably hundreds of Sangehili 
females on your planet looking up to you, admiring you, and look at 
what you've done. You became the first female Zealot, you were hand 
chosen by the prophets themselves" Six hated holding up the leaders 
of the Covenant, but this was for Shress, not them, "And you got in a 
fist fight with a Spartan and came out alive, not many people can 
survive that, I should know, so people will treat you like nothing 
for now, but I bet you anything that your people will hail you as a 
hero, and you'll be destine to live on as a legend before you know 
it . . " 

Six took a deep breath while his mental state ponders, _where did 
that speech come from_? But that didn't matter; he was just hoping it 
helped Shress. The alien was silent as she looks down at the grass 
before looking up at him, her helmet preventing him from seeing her 
expression . 

"Thank you Michael, " she finally said in a grateful tone, "No 
onea€ | has ever said that to me, not even my own parents," she 
confessed . 

Michael just smiles and reply, "Your welcome, that's what friends are 
for, right?" 

Shress was silent before saying, " Yesa€ | friends . " 

They were silent, but this silence was a good one as they were 
comforted by each other's presence. The setting sun caught Shress ' s 
eyes and she hisses, "We need to go now Michael." 

He nods as he started up the hill, needing to retrieve his gear, but 
stops and says, "I'll see you later Shressa€|my friend," in a 
confident voice. 

She turns towards him and her mandibles came closer together, perhaps 
that was the Sangheili's way of smiling, "Farewell Michael, my 
friend . " 

They grin at each other before Six turns and starts up the mountain, 
feeling better all of a sudden. 

**Shress La' Vdamee POV** 

Shress enters Holy Retribution, happily smiling at anything and 
everything, her mind still on the human Michael. 


She has never been given such complements before, she never thought 



her disgraceful acts could make her a hero; those words were exactly 
what she needed at the moment. Her parents were so set in their ways 
they wouldn't have dare thought of telling their daughter such 
things, to fill her head with fantasies when they were trying to 
squash it. Yet at the moment she didn't care what her parents 
thought, she was just happy knowing that she now had a friend, 
someone she could talk to without fear that he may tell anyone her 
secrets . 

She was walking to her quarters when a shadowy figure steps in front 
of her. Her good mood and smile disappears as she instantly knew who 
the person was. 

Dinjit steps out of the shadow and asks, "Where were you?" 

Shress just shrugs and said, "Out taking a walk, is that a crime?" 
before he could reply, she slips behind him and was walking away when 
he grabs her upper arm. She turns and snarls at him, causing him to 
let go, they might be the same height, but she was still a 
superior . 

Dinjit growls in defense and said, "Ruan was looking for you 
earlier," Shress felt her mind go blank with dread, "I'll escort you 
there," Dinjit finish as if thinking Shress wanted his company. 

They walk through the camp as Dinjit tried four times to start a 
conversation, but Shress remains silent as horrible thoughts sped 
through her mind. 

_What could Ruan want? Has he discovered my secret meetings with 
Michael? Am I about to be executed? Or is my father here to visit? 


"Shress!" a loud voice booms. She shook herself and found that they 
have stop in front of Ruan ' s command tent. Dinjit asks, "Do you want 
me to wait here for you?" 

"No, " she spoke quickly but added, "thank you, " at the end. Dinjit 
gave his court-mate an odd look before walking away, leaving Shress 
alone in front of the tent. She calms her nerves the best she could 
before entering. 

Inside the tent was nice and orderly, medals and awards, accommodated 
one side of the wall while opposite was a bed. Spread across the 
floor was an elegant rug, the best kind that could be made by 
delicate fingers. In the middle of the tent sat her commander, her CO 
as Michael would say, kneeling in front of a short table that was 
holding a data meter and a goblet of some simmering drink. 

The aging warrior waved at the opposite side of the table and said, 
"Zealot, please sit." 

Shress gulps before walking forward and kneels at the table, her 
hands resting on her knees as she waited for Ruan to speak. 

The Zealot was an unnerving sight, he was reaching his eightieth 
summer and yet he still retains the body of a well brought up 
warrior. His skin bore the scars of past wars, some past, some 
present. He was eight feet tall when he stands and was the only male 
that Shress knows who has large rippling muscles. He has survived on 



seven human worlds and has been rumored to have killed more humans 
than anyone else in the entire fleet. As Shress observes her 
commander, she wonders if he's been "working out" as Michael has been 
doing, building his muscles. 

The old Sangheilian drinks from the goblet, sets it down, looks at 
Shress, and spoke in an old leathery voice "Zealot, I have grand news 
for you . " 

Grand news? Shress felt herself relax, she wasn't in trouble after 
all, Ruan just wanted to tell her something. 

Ruan picks up the data meter on the table ad said, "Thanks to your 
successful raid on the human base, we have discover the location of 

the greatest of the gods instruments. The Navigator" he sighs at this 

as if the excitement was too much for the veteran warrior's heart, 

"It is to you we must thank, you and your team of Rangers, soon you 
may even have my rank as Zealot Commander." 

Zealot Commander? This was grand news! This could be the very thing 
she needs, she could return home as a hero, and this will wipe away 
the shame and present her with more glory, enough to keep Dinjit and 
the other fools away from her. She grins at this idea, but then it 
faded as she begins to wonder the commander's words. 

"Beging your pardon commander, but why do you think I'll be promoted 
soon?" she asks. 

"Because since you and I are the only Zealots left, should I fall in 
battle, then it will be you Shress La' Vdamee who can take my place," 

he said without the slightest hint of fear of dying. 

Shress was stun, due to his advancing summers, Ruan hasn't taken part 
in any attacks and so far the humans are unaware of their 
location . 

Seeing her confuse face, Ruan elaborates, "Because this is such an 
amazing find, the prophet of Regret himself, now leads a fleet here, 
at this very moment," the Zealots pride wasn't miss as he finishes, 
"With the fleet of Righteous Quality, we will cleanse this land of 
the human parasite, with me and the other commanders leading the way" 
he ended with the slightest hint of glee, "Leaving you as the 
commander should I fall here on this planet." 

Shress caught the raging excitement in the tent. The high Prophet 
Regret himself was coming here; it will be the greatest of honor to 
fight under him, a tale that will delight her parents greatly, not to 
mention the fact that she might actually be promoted to a commander. 
Finally she could sustain her blood lust, avenge Nodam and Kluan. She 
can finally destroy all the humans, destroy all the demons and 
destroy a€ | Michael ? 

Her thrill of total victory died suddenly in her chest like a flower 
being step on. Michael was a human, she should have seen this coming, 
and what was she thinking? She knew this day was coming yet she 
didn't think much about it, she didn't think she would become friends 
with the human, and now knowing he was going to die made her feel 
sick. When the high prophet gets here, it's all over, Michael and his 
comrades will be killedaC ! unless they leave the planet. 



Ruan tilts his head slightly, "Zealot? Is there something wrong?" he 
asks, noticing how her excitement seems to have evaporated. 


"Um, nothing commander, " Shress replies hurriedly, "can I please be 
excused to bed, I'm really tired," 

"Of course, " the words barley left the senior Zealot before Shress 
stood place a fist over her heart and gave a small bow before turning 
and walking out of the tent. Once outside she let out a held breath 
and began thinking of her options. 

She could do nothing and face the facts; she's a Zealot, part of the 
holy Covenant army, raging war against unclean creatures. But were 
they? All of her conversations with Michael has startle her, both 
their species almost have the same common interests, world peace, 
making new discoveries and determine to protect their way of life. 
They were the complete opposite of the unholy beings that the 
prophets made them out to be. She couldn't save them, not all of 
them, but maybe she could save one of them, her friend. 

She knew what she was going to do. She activated her camouflage and 
left the camp, running as fast as she could back to her and Michael's 
usual meeting spot. 

* *Six POV** 

_Where the heck is she_. Six wonders as he watch the sun beginning to 
set . 

He has been waiting all day for her, he finishes his PT hours ago and 
was growing restless and semi worried. Shress was never late before, 
he hope she was alright, he felt his heart sink a bit as he thought 
what might happen to her if the Covenant discover their secret 
meetings. Shress never voice them, but he was sure the Covenant form 
against conspiracy is more severe than the humans. 

He checks his watch in his HUD for the hundredth time and saw it was 
five hundred hours; he needed to leave if he was going to make it 
back to Sword Base before it gets dark. He sighs before hefting his 
bag, but pauses as he hears footsteps behind him. 

Thinking it was Shress in her active camouflage, he turns and said, 
"Well it's about t-" his voice trails off as he recognize the person 
before him. 

He couldn't believe his eyes, but standing before him was none other 
than Doctor Halsey. She seems to be out of breath, had scraps on her 
hands and her face was a slight red color. Standing by her side were 
two military MP's, both looking as tired as Halsey. 

_0h man, this is it, I'm a goner now_. Six thought. 

Halsey finally composes herself before demanding in a rather 
flustered tone, "Lieutenant, what are you doing up here?" 

"Are you going to court martial me if I don't answer," he replies 
smoothly, but at the moment his mind was abuzz as he tries to think 
of a good excuse. 

"Yes, I will lieutenant, " she said in a confident voice, "Unless you 



tell me who it is you are meeting. 


Six sighs, "Halsey I told you, if you want to know ask Admiral 
Hood-" 

"I already did," she says calmly, "and he is unaware of any secret 
meetings between you and a senior officer, and I see no one else 
around, no common soldier, " she stress the words common soldier, 
"either, so are you willing to tell me the truth now lieutenant, " she 
asks as she folds her arms. 

Six literally felt as if his world was crumbling at the moment. She 
actually talked to Hood? He was the busiest person in the whole 
galaxy, how could she have gotten clearance to talk to him, more so, 
where did she get the courage to talk to the Admiral? Well she was 
talking to a Spartan completely unafraid so that could be part of 
it . 

What really hit his core was that comment about meeting a common 
soldier. The only person he lied to about that was Emile. _Emile may 
have a large mouth but he wouldn't rat me out to Halsey, I doubt he 
could even be in the same room with her without attempting to 
strangle her_. 

With that in mind there left only one possible conclusion; Halsey has 
been spying on him. He felt enrage at this, yet this wasn't the first 
time she's done something to agitate him, there was the fact she 
refuses to call him a Spartan, but the lying and spying was most 
hurtful to him at the moment. 

Halsey clears her throat, gaining Six's attention, "Well lieutenant, 
since you are unwillingly to speak the truth, I will just have to 
place you under arm guard until you speaks the truth, " she turns to 
the marines, "soldiers, please escort the lieutenant, out of 
here . " 

The Marines eyes shows fear as they gaze at the Spartan who stood 
tall and loosens his muscles. A Spartan never goes down without a 
fight. Six made to charge but stops, these were his fellow soldiers, 
brothers in arms, he couldn't, and he wouldn't hurt them. 

Halsey notices his hesitation and says, "Take him, " again, but before 
the Marines could move, another voice interrupted. 

"That won't be necessary boys." 

Six felt his gut twist as he looks behind the startle Marines. 
Standing behind them, having crept up with the silence of a mouse was 
Carter, fully armored and weapon in hand. 

Six now really wishes he was anywhere but here, before he could 
speak. Carter continues, "Sorry I'm late Six, I got held up back at 
the base . " 

Six was thankful his helmet hid his puzzled face, unsure what Carter 
was doing. 

Halsey turns, looking furious as she asks, 
doing here?" 


"Commander, what are you 



"I'm here to have a secret meeting with Six, something you already 
know, " he looks up at Six and gestures him to follow, "come on Six, 
let's find a more confidential place to talk." 

Six gratefully follows, passing Halsey who looks angry enough to spit 
poison, "Commander, you have not been meeting with Noble Six in the 
past few days, now you expect me to believe you're his secret 
contact ? " 

"Yes I am, " Carter replies, as he led Six away without another word, 
leaving an angry Doctor and two confused Marines. 

They walk for almost twenty minutes when Six says, "Sir I-" 

"Save it Six, " Carter growls, coming to a halt just a few meters down 
the mountain and turns to face Six. 

"What were you doing up here Noble? And I want the truth, " Carter 
demands . 

Six took a breath before saying, "I was doing PT-" 

"Just like how you were meeting a common soldier up here?" Carter 
demanded, causing Six to look down in shame. He didn't blame Emile 
for telling Carter the lie. Carter he trusts, not the control freak 
doctor . 

Carter breaths loudly before saying, "I followed Halsey up here 
because I heard there was going to be trouble, look like the rumors 
are true, now I have to do something with you to make it look like 
I'm setting you up for some special mission." 

"Like what, sir?" Six asks. 

Carter thought before answering, "I was planning on having Emile and 
Jun go scout out the far ridge of the mountains, but now I guess 
you'll just have to switch out with Emile, understood Spartan?" 

"Yes sir," Six says, eyes still downcast. 

Carter grunts before leaning in and asking, "What are you really 
doing up here lieutenant? Speak truthfully." 

"I wasn't lying sir," Six replies, "I am, or was meeting somebody up 
here . " 

"Who?" Carter asks. 

"I rather not say at the moment sir," Six felt small talking to his 
officer like this, but he got no choice, as an "honorable warrior" as 
Shress calls him, he has to keep his promises, which included not 
telling his CO of his new comrade. 

Carter sighs, "I trust your judgment Six," here he leans in, "But 
don't think I will not throw you under the bus if you do something no 
other Spartan will do, got me?" 

Six nods while he thought _too late for that Carter, guess you have 
to throw me under the bus after all. 



><p>"Keep up Six, " Jun says as he hops over the boulders with the 
agility of a goat.<p> 

Six follows close behind, lugging his sniper rifle with him, trying 
to keep up with Jun. So far the recon mission they were on has gone 
on smoothly, no engagements or other kind of contact at all. The blue 
and green Spartans blends in almost perfectly with the shadowy 
landscape as they climb over the mountain tops, searching for 
anything alien. They've been at this for hours, yet so far, there has 
been no action, no joy. 

"Well this is a pretty sight, " Jun commented, looking down at 
something from the ridge he was resting on. 

Six caught up to him and look at what he was staring at, it made his 
heart ache for some reason. It was the small ledge where he and 
Shress fell the other day, the place where he comforted Shress and 
they confirm that their acquaintance stage had passed into the stage 
of friendship. He hopes his new and only non-Spartan friend was ok 
wherever she was . 

"Well, let's move Six," Jun says as he starts to move to the north. 
Six was about to follow when he notice something, there was something 
shining in the meadow, the rays of Reach's planet like moon reveals 
an object under a rock. 

Six made sure Jun wasn't far away before he jumps, and skids on the 
rocky wall of the stone as he slides down to the meadow. The grass 
was flatten as he walks by, the large blue armored human, disturbing 
the chant of the night as insects and other night prowlers went 
silent as Six walks by. 

He came to the rock and flips it over. He was stun to find human dog 
tags, but as he examines them, he was even more astonish to see it 
was his own dog tags. How did they get there? They've been missing 
before he and Shress fell in the meadow, so how did they appear here 
of all places? That was when he notices the markings on the 
ground . 

They were gouge into the dirt with a blade, at first he thought it 
was all gibberish, but as he gets down on one knee, he realizes it 
was actually the human alphabet system mix with the Sangheili ruins. 
It was Shress, he realizes as he looks at his dog tags, she took his 
tags and left this message, but why and where was she? 

_Maybe the weird writing holds the answers_, he thought as he leans 
in and tries to read the weird markings. There was the human H and Y, 
while there was a weird letter that looks like a K with squiggly 
lines originating from it in between the two human letters. Next to 
that was an 0 with what looks like a person who was bowing with his 
hands up in the middle. The last image was clear, it was a warning, a 
X within a circle that looks like it was shooting out lightning 
bolts, Shress told him this was use to warn others of her race of a 
fast moving threat. 

Was this message meant for him, or was it Shress writing a distress 
signal. It didn't matter, he needed to make sure she was alright, and 
there was only one way to do that . 



"Hey Six, " he hears. Six looks up to see Jun looking down at him from 
the ridge. Six hid his tags behind his back while his foot 
conveniently landed on the symbols on the ground, disorientating the 
images. Jun held up his arms and asks, "what are you 
doing? " 

"Nothing, " Six answers before pointing south, the direction where 
Shress usually comes from, "Why don't we go investigate a bit that 
way? " 

"Why, " Jun asks as he slid down next to Six, "scans show that area is 
clean . " 

"Well it's easy to break machines," Six said, quoting their old 
lieutenant commander, "I just got a funny feeling, besides there's a 
chance of excitement down that way," which was true. 

Jun thought for a moment before saying, "Alright, let's go." 

They haven't gone more than a few meters when they both duck down 
when they saw a Phantom. They watch the lavender ship as it scans the 
mountain side with a search light before moving back down farther 
south . 

Jun turns to Six and says, "I guess you're right about that whole 
excitement thing, " he says as both Spartans begins to trace the 
phantom back to where it came from. 


7 . War Council 
**Chapter 7: War Council** 

**Shress La' Vdamee** 

Shress awoke to the sound of pounding feet and the mingling of 
different alien voices, all shouting to be overheard. She glances at 
the side of her tent and sees it's not morning yet, there must be 
something wrong, very wrong. 

She quickly gets up and place on her armor, grabs her blaster and 
heads outside. 

All of Holy Retribution was engulfed in chaos. 

Sangheilians were barking orders, Kig-Yar were in disarray while the 
Unggoy were entangle in various tasks. 

Shress tries to learn what was going on, but everyone was too 
engrossed in their tasks to pay her any attention. 

It wasn't until she roars at a squadron of waddling Unggoy did 
someone notice the Zealot. 

"Soldier," She snaps, "What has happen?" 

The leader of the outfit, a large Unggoy with a red pack of methane, 
pushes forward and said, "Demons mistress, there are demons in the 
mountains, they just destroyed all of our defense posts, the 



commander doesn't know how they found us." 

Shress felt cold sweat starting to break from her skin, _demons? Was 
it Michael, did he come this way rather than leave like my message 
told him to? _ 

Shress was still trying to process this when she heard the war cry. 
Soon the Sangheili's, Kig-Yars, Unggoys, and even the camp's twin 
Mgalekgolo took up the thunderous cry and roars their blood lust into 
the dark skies. 

Out of routine, Shress tilts back her head and roars as well, passing 
the message that there was a major battle upon them, and for the 
first time in her life, she felt pity well up inside her. 

* *Six POV** 

Sword base was in a frantic state by the time Jun and Six got back 
from their late night recon. An army of Marines and their machines 
were being assembled in the early dawn light, soldiers were gearing 
up. Scorpions were being loaded, and the Falcons were being prep for 
long term engagement. The signs of combat were all but overwhelming 
to the Spartans. 

The battle tired Recon Bravo team barley sat down when a MJOLNIR 
armored Carter walks towards them, "Six, Jun, war meeting in Sword's 
conference room, now." 

The two super soldiers didn't even have time to eat breakfast, but 
they didn't complain as they got up and follows their commander back 
into the base. They walk through the maze of hallways and stairwells; 
the signs of the previous Covenant siege were still burn in place. 

The briefing room was at the very top of the fortress, with the 
elevators still out of commission, it took a while for three Spartans 
to make it to the top. 

On the top floor was a room full of high ranking officers, aside from 
the Spartans of Noble team and Doctor Halsey. Six felt his blood boil 
at the sight of the doctor, but kept his anger in check, knowing he 
was really irritated at himself for being caught in the first place 
due to his sloppiness. Halsey just cast the blue clad Spartan a 
glance before returning her focus to the table the group was 
assembled around. 

The table was a huge holographic projection; part of it was showing 
the face of Colonel Holland while the rest of the table was showing 
an image of Reach from high orbit. 

Noticing the presence of the two Spartans, the Colonel nods to them 
and said, "Noble Three, Noble Six, good of you to join us, I expect 
the two of you needs some rest after last night." 

It was Six who answers, "That sounds good sir, but we're ready for 
another fight if we are needed sir." 

The Colonel sighs before saying, "That's why we are here, there's 
another fight coming, " he turns his attention back to the others in 
the room and said, "You all heard bits and pieces of information of 
what we found, but I expect you want to hear the whole story from the 
source, " he looks to the two Spartans again, "Would one of you 



"I'll do 


gentlemen like to take the floor?" 

Before Six could raise his hand, Jun steps forward and said, 
the explaining sir." 

The holographic image on the table changes to the photos that Jun and 
Six took of the newly discovered enemy territory. 

The first image was of the ghost towns of the old settlements, along 
with the mutilated corpses of their former occupants. The Marine 
officers shifted in their seats, uncomfortable of the show of bloody 
violence, but Six saw in Noble Team's eyes the determination to reap 
vengeance upon the ones who were responsible for the massacre. 

"We thought the settlements in this area were silent because they 
didn't like the UNSC, " Jun explains, "A 'dark settlement." Six nodded 
along, the dark settlements were where most rebels hid, a community 
where they hide from the UNSC government and ran their own system of 
regime . 

"However after we saw and followed an enemy aircraft, we found our 
way to the settlement and found this, " here the green Spartan waves 
his hand at the image of the human carcasses, "among the settlement 
were various military arms, confirming that they were either rebels 
or smugglers . " 

The scene snaps to another picture, two cases filled with assault and 
battle rifles. 

Jun continues, "AfteraC | recovering the stolen material," here Emile 
let out a badly concealed snort, "we made our way deeper into the 
unknown zone where we encountered this, " he finishes as the image 
changes again 

Here the interest of the crowd was intensified as they stared at the 
strange tower before them. It was nearly thirty six feet tall, 
pulsing some sort of energy release every heartbeat and showing the 
area with its eerie indigo color. The image was disorientated, proof 
that whatever the thing was, it was messing up human tech as they 
move closer to the tower. 

"We believe this is a Covenant Jammer, this is what was making us 
blind in what was really going on in the area, which turns out to be 
this, " the hologram switch to the next and final image Recon Bravo 
snap before falling back. 

Here the officers gasp. Noble Team's faces harden, and Doctor Halsey 
merely raises an eyebrow. The scene spread out on the table portrayed 
a Covenant camp, ranging from one thousand, to three thousand 
occupants. There were huge antigun turrets set up around a large 
tower that seems to stretch into the sky for miles, its purpose 
unclarified. Yet what gains the center of attention was the Covenant 
Corvette resting in place over the camp, indicating heavy land and 
air superiority. 

This surpasses all of the bases assumptions, this wasn't a small 
scout force, this was an invasion. The number of Covenant and the 
size of their weaponry suggest they were determined to stay. 

Nobody could see through Six's polarized face plate, allowing him to 



display an ashamed and somewhat angry face. _Did Shress know about 
this? Of course she did, she is a Zealot, I knew she wasn't alone but 
I didn't expect there to be an army here_. Six felt betrayal, anger 
and shame build up inside, but chief among them was sadness. 

He admitted to her that he felt like a friend to her now, and here 
she is hiding a secret that was bent on killing him and all he was 
fighting to defend. He tried to be angry at the Elite, but instead of 
anger there was a deep stinging sensation that he could not identify, 
anger, frustration, or sorrow? 

"I know this looks bad," Holland continues, bringing Six out of deep 
thought "but Noble Two and Auntie Dot has already come up with a plan 
of engagement, " he turns his gaze to the table and calmly says, 

"Dot?" 

An unseen AI known as Auntie Dot, the artificial intelligence that 
ran all military intelligence support, began talking in an 
emotionless voice, "The reading from the Covenant Jammer has 
prevented us from detecting any unknown anomaly, but we are able to 
compute that the central spire's in the center of the Covenant camp 
are beacons . " 

"Beacons?" a young Sergeant asks, his name proclaims him as _E . Buck_ 
while the armor he was wearing was clearly ODST. The sergeant's face 
flushed with embarrassment and looks down at the ground, not meeting 
anyone eyes. 

"Correct Staff Sergeant Buck, " replies Dot with her blank tone, "we 
are inconclusive of who the Spires are signaling to, but reasonable 
logic suggests the signals are being broadcast to a larger Covenant 
force, allowing them to home in on Reach." 

"Which means we need to take the squatters out before their buddies 
get here, " Holland interrupted, "if they are no longer broadcasting, 
then there's no way the additional Covenant forces can find us, the 
plan calls on nothing short of an all-out assault." 

The view change to the terrain surrounding the region Six and Jun 
just got done scouting. 

"We'll gather all our forces here," blue marks appear on the far 
corner of the map, "Warthogs and Mongooses will speed ahead while the 
Scorpions hang back." The blue marks shifted forward as the Colonel 
spoke. "When we engage the enemy, that's when we break off the spear 
head, " here the Warthogs and Mongooses split apart, equal numbers 
heading to the right and the left, save the tanks that remains to 
engage enemy forces. 

"This is design to lure the Covenant out of their defensive 
positions, to try and handle the tanks, what they believe to be our 
primary weapon while the smaller vehicles flank their positions. The 
Scorpions will be under command of Lt Colonel Debits, while Noble One 
and Noble Five provides some air support from above, " Debits and 
Carter locks eyes, nods, than turn back to the table. 

"Alpha team, " the group that split off to the left was highlighted, 
"will move on through the plains, they'll be led by Commander 
Wilkins, Captain Nimadi, and Noble 3 and 4." The two named officers 
glance nervously at the Spartans before returning their gaze back to 



the presentation. 


"Bravo team, " the group on the right, "will have the much more 
difficult part of the mission, the narrow canyon roads and high walls 
will provide perfect ambush sites, but in order to engage the enemy 
camp and provide large scale air support, we must take down the 
anti-air batteries, call signed 'Tyrants', surrounding the area," the 
locations were pinpointed along the rim of the canyon. "Commander 
Gizmo will lead this assault, with Spartans, Noble Two and Six 
providing addition support." 

Holland pauses before looking everyone in the room in the eye before 
stating, "This is an all or nothing plan men, if we fail here, then 
all of Reach will fall as well, the war will begin at 1000 hours, 
alright soldiers, get ready and good luck, " with that, the 
transmission ended, leaving the room in semi-darkness. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Six awoke to Emile tapping his helmet. <p> 

"Man you are tired, you didn't even hear me coming," Emile said in a 
teasing voice. 

Six didn't respond, what Emile said was true. He had no idea how, or 
why, but suddenly all of his senses have gone dull, like an overused 
knife. _Did Shress have something to do with my blunt 
senses_? 

"Anyway, you and Jun only have fifteen minutes to eat, thunders 
rolling out soon," Emile finishes before walking away. 

Six sighs before looking to Jun, who was dozing next to him on the 
cold cement floor in the atrium, head prop up on a sandbag. Six 
reaches towards him, but Jun hand shot up like a cobra breaking from 
cover and caught Six's hand. 

Jun opens his eyes and turns to Six, "You really are losing your 
senses aren't you six?" he asks teasingly. 

Trying to save as much pride as he could. Six simply said, "shut up, 
before rising and heading outside. 

The courtyard was empty, but from the vantage point Six was at he 
could see the tanks, warthogs and Mongooses all rallied outside the 
gate. The smell of diesel clouds the air, and dust shrouds the base 
in a dirty fog. Marines walk among their machinery, hefting 
equipment, loading rounds into their magazines, and reloading their 
rifles . 

Six looks up and watch as twelve Falcons flew overhead, heavily 
burden by additional firepower, all heading in the direction of the 
massive army. 

Six frowns slightly as he counted the helicopters, they had three 
additional birds then when they did a few hours ago. He returns his 
gaze back to the field, did a head count and discover they had 
additional forces. 

Jun walks up to him and asks, "Something wrong?" 



"Where did these extra fighters come from?" Six asks, more to himself 
then to Jun . 

"They're reinforcements from Castle Base," the scout reply, "and the 
birds are from the Grafton, she's coming into orbit as well as the 
Saratoga and London." 

Six nods before asking, "Are those the only ships we have?" 

"More are inbound from other systems; you would think we're defending 
Earth or something." 

"Well, Reach is just a few light years away from Earth, so if Reach 
falls, so will Earth." 

Both Spartans became silent as they ponder their understanding. 
Unconsciously, they both reach into their pockets and brought out 
energy bars and automatically ate them, too anxious to stomach 
anything bigger. 

"We should get down there, " Jun finally said before placing on his 
helmet. Six watches as additional VTOL craft arrive before placing on 
his helmet and follow Jun. 

They walk all the way to the gate and pass through. Up close Six was 
amaze by the mighty force that was assembled within the small hours 
of morning. But years of fighting the Covenant informs him that this 
isn't enough to face off any Covenant army, no matter how small the 
forces are. 

It was then did it hit him, this would be his first major battle; the 
first where he's directly involved. In all the battles he attended, 
from Harvest all the way down to Jericho VII, he was never part of 
any major engagement; he was always skimming around the field of 
battle and performed lone wolf missions. 

He soon felt fear flood through him, not for his life, but for the 
lives of the men he was working with. He only fought with a team for 
a few weeks, now here he is preparing to engage the greatest threat 
the people of Reach have ever face before, part of an army that 
depended on corporation, something he isn't good at. Will he be able 
to lead, to work with other soldiers, and ensure a victory? 

_0f course I can_, he thought to himself, _I'm a Spartan_. 

"Hey lieutenant, " a large voice he knows well said. 

Six turns, but out of the corner of his eyes, he saw something flying 
towards him, out of reflex he caught it. It was a large bulky gun, a 
40 mm grenade launcher. Suddenly Six became emotional as he thought 
of Sergeant Gunther, he wasn't the first Marine he met, but he was 
one of the bravest, volunteering to ensure none of his boys will take 
part in a suicide mission. 

_Now his men will probably fight, and possibly die today_. Six 
wondered to himself. 

Six looks up and saw it was Jorge who threw the gun at him. 



"You might need that Six, " a Falcon landed a few meters away in a 
dusty field, spraying pebbles and sand in different directions. 

"My ride is here, " Jorge grabs his large gun that was at his feet and 
nods to Six, "See you later Lieutenant, " before hunkering away to the 
waiting helicopter. 

"See you Jorge, " Six says before he grasps something that just cross 
his mind, none of his teammates has ever called him by his first 
name . 

_Maybe they still think I'm a newbie_. 

Then his radio buzzes and he hears the expert voice of Holland, "Men, 
mount up ! " 

Six checks his time, 900 hours, they need to head out now. He scans 
his HUD and sees his Warthog was located in the middle of the massive 
reaction force. As he walks towards his appointed military truck he 
passed a lot of Marines. Most of them were already injured from the 
previous engagement, various scars and burns identify them as veteran 
warriors. As he walks among them. Six saw different emotions, 
bravery, sadness, fear, and anger. 

So many feelings, so many people, it unnerves Six, he never been in a 
great throng of people before, all of who with different moods glue 
to their faces. He couldn't wait till this was all over, he was meant 
to be a loner, and so far he was only able to put up with a team of 
five at maximum. 

Finally he arrives at his Warthog, where Kat and a young Lance 
Corporal were already waiting. Kat was calmly reading her data pad 
while the Marine had his eyes close and was whispering under his 
breath, probably saying last minute prayers. 

Six sits on the passenger's side while Kat sat on the driver's 
side . 

"Kat," Six says in greeting. 

"Lieutenant," Noble Two replies back plainly. Six sighs within his 
suit, again no name. 

He glances back at the Marine; his name was written on tape and stuck 
to his chest plate, _Lin_. 

He thought about exchanging greetings, but the boy was so deep in his 
prayers it looks as if he was in another world. _Just like Shress_, a 
tiny voice said in the back of his head. 

Six felt himself shiver, Shress. He hopes he won't have to face her 
in battle and he also hopes that she wouldn't be killed. 

_Maybe I should pray_, but Six never prayed before, he had no idea 
how . 

Six looks back at the Corporal behind him; he couldn't believe he was 
doing this. Gently he prods the Marine, who looks up, slightly shock 
from the contact. 



"Lance Corporal Lin?" he asks making sure he got the boy's name 
right . 

"Yes sir?" he asks in a small voice like a child being caught doing 
something he wasn't supposed to do. 

Six gulps once, then twice, then let go of his pride as he asks, "Do 
you think you could pray for a friend of mine?" 

"Oh, " The Corporal said, taken off guard by the request, "Urn, ok, 
whata€|what is the name of your friend?" 

Six glimpses at Kat, making sure she wasn't paying attention before 
leaning in close and said in a near whisper, "Shress." 

"Shress?" asks Lin. 

Six nods in confirmation. 

Lin nods, and says, "Ok, buta€|Why don't you pray for your 
friendaC | Shress ? Uh sir?" he adds quickly. 

Six just shrugs and said, "I think my hands are too bloody for 
prayer . " 

Six was surprise when he saw Lin smile, "Ah sir, no hands are too 
bloody for the grace of the Lord." 

"Uh, right, " Six says before turning around, pondering the young 
soldier's words. 

Kat was still tapping buttons on her pad; her eyes were still on the 
screen when she asks, "Who's Shress?" 

Six felt himself go pale under his armor before just saying, "a 
friend . " 

Kat frowns and turns to look at Six, but before she could say 
anything a voice over the comm orders, "Ready engines!" 

Kat replaces her helmet and reeves the engine, the other vehicles all 
around replies in kind. Soon it looks like a brown cloud thunder 
storm was originating from the mountain. Six scans the area, making 
sure everyone was in their armored cars, nobody was in the way of the 
Scorpions and the choppers took to the skies. 

"Forward!" The command finally came, and like a metallic cavalry 
force, the grand army of Reach moved forward, going over a hundred 
miles an hour as they race into the open arms of the enemy. 

Behind him. Six could hear Lin praying again, and he was sure he 
heard Shress name mention. At the sound of his friend's name, he 
looks in the direction they were heading and prayed (or what he 
thought could pass as a prayer) . 

_Please, please to whoever is listening, God I guess, please may 
Shress not get caught up in all this or worse in my way.__ 


Six sighs, if he sees Shress today, he knew he would have to kill 
her. And for once, in his whole Spartan career, he wonders if he has 



the nerve to pull the trigger. 


8 . Total War 
**Total War** 

**I would like to apologize in advance for the delay in updating, 
between school, chores, working on my other fanfic, and recent family 
hurting drama I only get to work on these chapters late at night, so 
expect delays in future chapters. ** 

**Be warn, contains war violence (Hench the name) . Enjoy.** 

* *Six ' s POV** 

Dirt was toss into the air as the column of military vehicles thunder 
down the barren grounds of Reach. The Scorpions soon fell behind as 
the more agile vehicles move forward, turning themselves into live 
bait in order to draw out easy targets for the tanks. Helicopters 
flew overhead, from Hornets supplied with heavy weaponry to the light 
flying Falcons, the birds in the air are ready to assist in the 
coming battle. 

_This was what it was like before we made spaceships_. Six thought to 
himself as he checks his battle rifle one last time. 

The convoy was almost to the Dark Zone, where the Covenant is no 
doubt preparing for them. Auntie Dot provided them with low altitude 
imagery from Short Sword jets doing recon runs, showing large scale 
movements in the Dark Zone, possibly Wraiths and Scarabs. This didn't 
boost morale among the troops, but it did help motivated the 
Spartans; there'll be enough targets to shoot at. 

Across Noble Team's secured line. Carter spoke, "That Spire is our 
number one priority Noble, do what you have to ensure its dead. Jun, 
what's the status on that death pack?" 

Jun responds in a rather enthusiastic voice, "Signal lock is loud and 
clear . " 

"Copy that, " Kat replies in her ever cool voice, "requiring signal 
lock on the Pylon, " as if on cue, they pass the cliff the jammer was 
resting on as Kat started the count down, "detonating in three, two, 
one." She raises and presses the detonator with one hand and kept the 
other on the wheel. 

Six watch the spectacle as the tower was engulf in flames. A small 
revenge for the humans slaughtered in the mountains. Six's head 
quickly twists forward when he heard the familiar wail of plasma 
shots . 

In front of them was what looks like every Banshee ever created. It 
was like a great flock of purple scavenger birds was heading straight 
towards them, with hundreds of fire balls already released. The cars 
and four wheelers all swerve to avoid them, but all around Six heard 
machine and men groan in pain as the intense heat began devouring 
their flesh. A small bright blue sun suddenly came out of nowhere and 
lands on top of a Warthog, killing all inside. Like a bird caught in 
a storm, the human forces were swept into an all-out battle. 



"Split, now!" Carter cries. He wasn't the commander of the entire 
invasion force, but every Marine followed his orders. Alpha team 
splits to the left, heading to the plains, while Bravo heads to the 
right in the direction of the mountains. 

There was only a single bridge that could be used to cross a gorge 
that was separating the plains from the mountains, and at the moment 
it was full to the limit with Warthogs all madly trying to cross into 
momentarily safety. 

"Maybe we should hold back and wait, " Six barley finish his 
suggestion when Kat suddenly shouts, "No time!" and punches the 
gas . 

Six looks up and saw that a plasma mortar round was bearing down on 
the bridge. 

"In coming!" warns Six, but Kat was in the zone, nothing was stopping 
her. She simply shifts the car gears and says, "Might want to hold on 
to something." 

Taking her advice. Six grabs the upper rail above him while he 
listens to Lin praying louder than before. Six was hoping that they 
could make it across the bridge before the flying grenade hits it, 
but it was too late. The plasma slams into the bridge and it shatters 
like a stone hitting ice. However, Kat didn't slow down, in fact, she 
guns the engine some more. A small part of the bridge was raised 
higher than the other pieces and became an improvised ramp. At nearly 
a hundred and fifty miles an hour, they jump over the crumbling 
structure, allowing weightlessness to take over. The sensation was 
one that Six enjoys, but it came to a bone crushing stop when they 
landed. The warthog started doing back flips while the contents of 
the car came undone and flew around its occupants. 

Whether it was from the gees he was experiencing or something hard 
hits his head. Six suddenly felt himself blacking out. He tried to 
fight it but it was too strong and he was out before he knew 
it . 

**Shress La' Vdamee POV** 

Shress watches from her perch as the Covenant and human forces 
collide. It was like watching two great super storms crashing 
together; this was her first time witnessing such a large scale 
ground battle. The smaller human vehicles broke off, not even 
engaging the charging Covenant forces, and flank them, one side 
heading to the plains while the other heads to the mountains. Soon 
the small Ghosts and Revenants found themselves facing the larger 
human war machines. They blasted away at each other, and ram into 
their adversaries until fire took over. She shudders as she imagines 
how terrible it was to be burned alive. 

Suddenly a Ranger ran up to her and shouts, "Zealot!" 

"What?" she asks. 

"A squadron of humans has broken our perimeter, they're closing in on 
our position," he said in a frantic voice. 



Shress didn't like the thought of killing humans, but she takes out 
her concussion rifle and nods at the Ranger, "lead the way." 

* *Six POV** 

Six awoke to Rat's voice, "Six can you hear me? Six we got to move, 
now ! " 

Six opens his eyes and saw Rat firing her rifle at Covenant forces 
coming at her from a hilltop, bodies of Marines were littered at 
their feet. 

Slowly, the Spartan got up; he heard a yell behind him and turns 
around just in time to see a warthog attempt to jump over the now 
destroyed bridge. They didn't have enough momentum and crashed into 
the cliff before falling into the canyon. Six knew the screaming he 
heard from the Marines inside the doom vehicle will haunt him for the 
rest of his life. 

"Six! Come on I need your help!" Rat voice brought him back to 
reality . 

Six grabs his grenade launcher off his back and said, "On my 
way ! " 

He ran up to her side, took cover behind their overturned Warthog and 
started shooting rounds into the ranks. The grunts squealed and tried 
to take cover, but the grenades detonated, igniting the flammable gas 
inside their packs, causing more explosions to erupt. The Elite 
commander roars in frustration as a bulk of its forces was destroyed 
in less than a minute. 

As Six took cover and reloads, he notice Lin was slumped up against 
their improvise cover, unconscious. He made to shake his shoulder, 
but Rat suddenly yells, "Incoming!" 

Not sure what to expect. Six grabs Lin and ran from their cover while 
Rat provided rear security. Suddenly the floor of the canyon shook 
and Six fell to the ground, dropping Lin in the process. He looks up 
just in time to see a Banshee pulling away from their location, 
leaving their overturn Warthog as a crispy skeleton. 

Seeing Lin still out cold in the middle of the road. Six braved the 
fire from the enemy's weapons and crouch next to the young Marine and 
checks his vitals, he had a pulse. 

"Hey, hey!" Six shouts as he shook the soldier. 

The kid opens his eyes and looks up at the Spartan in 
confusion . 

"Can you hear me?" Six asks, thinking the recent explosion messed up 
his hearing. 

"I can hear bells ringing sir," was Lin's reply. 

He wasn't sure if the Marine was trying to be funny or not, but Six 
just chuckles as he lifts the boy up and gave him his battle rifle. 
Together, the three of them destroyed the Covenant forces, with Six 
and Rat doing most of the work while Lin gave covering fire. 



With the threat neutralized, Kat got on the radio, "Command, this 
Bravo 1, we need additional support, over." 

"Copy Kat, " replies Carter calm voice, "Pelican should be there by 
now . " 

Sure enough, a large Pelican flew in and detach a Warthog from its 
rear. Six couldn't help but feel excited as he jumps on top to take 
the turret, a Multiple Launch Rocket System, or MLRS, design to 
destroy ground armor and enemy aircraft. Nice. 

**Shress La' Vdamee POV** 

The final human was blown to smithereens; Shress tried her best not 
to gag at the gruesome might her rifle could cause. She gazed at the 
fallen humans, feeling a twinge of guilt as she thought of how 
Michael would feel, she was no longer bound by her oath to not kill 
humans but she now feels terrible for doing it. 

Her sad demeanor was missed by the males standing around her, all 
congratulating each other on the humans they just killed. Suddenly 
there was a burst of fire from her right and she turns her gaze on 
more humans, attacking. They were wearing helmets with glass covering 
their face's and had armor that was different from the ones the 
common human soldier wears, was it Michael?" 

* *Six POV** 

The coal refinery hasn't been put to use set the early days when 
Reach was being colonized. It was like a great hulky beast that was 
slowly dying as it turns to rust, beginning to fade as time begins to 
eat away at it. It has been empty for years, now however, there were 
Marines and Covenant troops alike moving through the once deserted 
building as the UNSC soldiers push forward, driving the aliens 
back . 

Six and Kat was at the front as they led the Marines onward. At first 
trying to get the Marines to follow the Spartans was like getting 
startled rabbits to follow rabid wolves, they were simply defeated, 
they didn't believe they could succeed, let alone survive the battle. 
That all change after Six single handedly destroyed a Tyrant turret, 
not only bringing in the aid of the Saratoga and Grafton, but also 
giving the soldiers the morale they desperately needed. 

As shocking as it was, Lin was still with them, now holding the title 
of Marine who lasted the longest on a Spartan suicide mission. His 
prayers must have worked after all. 

They came to a halt when they reach the final balcony; an Elite with 
a plasma turret had them pinned for a while. But the alien didn't 
realized it had set up its gun next to a large tank of explosive 
liquid, with a couple of tossed grenades, the gun, along with the 
alien, was destroyed. 

As the whooping Marines ran by. Six slows down a bit to look at the 
dead Sangheili. Its broken body was twisted in odd angles and its 
mandibles were left wide open. Six had a disturbing image of Shress 
spread out like that flash in his mind, causing him to shiver. They 
were on different sides of the war, not to mention species, but now 



they were friends and for some reason. Six felt an obligation to try 
and keep that friendship. 


"Lieutenant, " Kat suddenly shouts over her shoulder, "get over here, 
we have a problem." 

Rushing forward Six came up beside Noble Two and the Marines and look 
for the threat. There was a massive courtyard below them, with stairs 
leading up to the opposite side of the factory. He now saw what 
disturbed Kat, two squadrons of Grunts, all being led by a red 
armored Elite. 

Six felt his stomach dropped, knowing that the red armor marks the 
wearer as a Zealot. 

_Is it Shress_? Six tries to distinguish if it was his 
extra-terrestrial friend or not, but he was too far away and couldn't 
tell . 

_If its Shress, maybe she won't attack_. Six thought. 

That change however when the Sangheili saw them. It roared a 
challenge and fired multiple blasts with its concussion rifle. The 
human forces all dived for cover, but the powerful balls of energy 
still got them. It blew one human to ashes, while blowing everyone 
else in different directions. Kat ad a few lucky Marines were just 
blown off their feet, but Six, as well as four other Marines, were 
carried over the rails and landed in the courtyard ten feet 
below . 

Despite this. Six was still unsure if it was Shress or not. Did she 
not see him, or worse, is their friendship over? 

The Spartan pushes himself up and looks around. Three of the Marines 
were killed by the impact of the crash, but one was still alive. He 
grabs the Marine and hauls him behind the cover of a rusted 
container. When he glances at the Marine, he was shock to see it was 
Lin . 

_Maybe these prayers are a serious thing__, he thought before the 
Zealot began shooting at their location. Six got down low and 
inspects Lin. 

"Where you hurting at?" he asks. 

"My back feels weird and I can't raise my arm," a pained Lin said, as 
sweat and some blood covers his face. 

Six had no idea what to do with the back, but he knew what was wrong 
with the kid's arm. Without warning him. Six grabs the hurting arm 
and popped it back into place with its socket. Lin screams, but 
smothers it a bit with his hand. 

"Sorry Marine, " Six said before looking above him. 

Kat looked back and made quick hand signals which Six nodded to. Kat 
and the remaining Marines were going to give suppressing fire while 
he takes out the Zealot. 

He kneels and hands Lin his rifle, "shoot anything that's not human. 



I'll be back," he said. Lin only nods back while he tests raising and 
lowering his arm. 

Six pulls out his Magnum pistol and combat knife and held the blade 
in his left hand and positions his arm in front of his body while he 
rests the hand with the gun on it, steading he shot. 

He waited in cover next to Lin until he heard the thunderous cry of 
human weapons letting loose their load of bullets. With that Six runs 
around the corner and takes off. 

He ran into the first group of Grunts who was too preoccupied trying 
to shoot the Marines to notice Six until it was too late. 

Six shoots two Grunts in the head that were place in the rear before 
driving his knife into one of the Grunts in the front of the group. 
The last Grunt tried to turn and shoot, but Six kicks the small 
creature aside, forcing it into the wall. It looks up in time to see 
Six raise his pistol and shoot it in the head. With the first group 
down. Six ran upstairs to engage the remaining forces. 

The Grunts were all dead but the Zealot was still fighting, hopping 
all over the place while firing its powerful weapon. Six had no idea 
what to do, should he dive the knife into the Zealot's throat like he 
was trained to do, or should he check and make sure it isn't Shress 
first ? 

Six breaths slowly before moving forward as silently as possible. The 
Zealot had its head turn so he couldn't even tell if it was female or 
not . 

He hopes he wasn't making a mistake when he came up behind the 
Sangheili and whispers "Shress?" 

The Zealot turns and fired at point blank range. Six however jumps 
out of the way and made to skewer the alien's throat, but the Zealot 
caught his arm and threw him into a wall. The Sangheili brought up 
its rifle and pulled the trigger, but there was only a click that 
signals the gun was empty. 

The Spartan threw himself on the Elite and started pounding it, 
trying to beat it to a pulp. But this Elite was strong and was 
determine to kill. It punches Six in the gut with the force of a 
jackhammer missile, causing Six to wheeze as the Zealot tries to get 
him in a headlock. Six twists out of it and jumps into the air and 
delivers a round the house kick to it's head, causing the Elite to 
stumble away. 

It made to charge at Six again when there was a sudden explosion of 
gunfire. The Marines has maneuvered themselves down the stairs and up 
to the platform where Six and the Zealot were fighting. They position 
themselves in a straight line and open fired. The Sangheili 's shield 
only lasted for a minute before it was destroyed and the bullets 
started hitting. Six watch as fountains of purple liquid burst from 
the alien's body until it collapses in a heap at Six's feet. 

Without realizing what he was doing. Six got down on his knees and 
removes the alien's helmet. 


It wasn't Shress, it had brown skin and its skin had lines 



surrounding its eyes, suggesting it were an older warrior. 

Six let out a held in breath, thankful that he didn't just try to 
murder his friend. 

"What are you doing?" asks a confused Kat . 

"Um, just curious," was Six's reply, before Kat could say anything 
else he asks, "Did you get Lin?" 

She nods before saying, "I sent two Marines to get him back to base, 
his spine is out of place, he's done for today." 

Six nods along absent mindedly before getting up and lead the way 
deeper into the facility. There was no additional contact until they 
exit the building. A pair of Grunts was trying to escape when the 
attack force opened fired. One Grunt fell under the hail of bullets, 
but the other was able to jump onto a ghost and speeds away. 

"We've got to keep moving," Kat says as she approaches a Covenant 
Revenant, a scarlet two rider only vehicle with a cannon in the 
rear . 

Six nods and says over his shoulder, "Marines, hold this site until 
additional forces arrives." 

"Oorah, " reply the remaining Marines as they took up guarding posts 
by the door. 

Six made his way to the Revenant and got in the driver's seat while 
Kat got on the passenger's side. Six stared at the mass of blinking 
holographic buttons, levers, and the oddly shaped triangle that took 
the place of a wheel before him. 

"You do know how to drive this thing, right Six?" asks Kat. 

"No clue," was his reply, "guess I'll just have to wing 

it . " 

**Shress La' Vdamee POV** 

Shress watches as more strange metal pods falls from the sky. Flames 
burn all around them as they fell until finally landing within the 
protective sphere of the Spire. Metal doors were pushed out with 

great force and more black clad humans jump out. 

She had no idea who these humans were, they were better trained than 
the average soldier, yet they weren't as skilled as the demons 

either. She supposes she should be thankful for that as she again 

opens fire with her blaster in one hand and readies her sword in the 
other . 

She glances at the Rangers and sighs. They were still standing in the 
open, easy targets, foolishly relying on their shields to keep them 
safe. Shress decides to use this to her advantage as she moves around 
to flank the humans. 

There were only five of them this time; perhaps they were running 
low, since this was the fourth batch of soldiers to fall from the sky 
since the battle began. Shress looks up and studies their movements. 



they were all hidden behind rocks, hiding from the blasts of plasma, 
all spread out. She could probably kill three before the other two 
realizes what's going on, but then she'll risk being shot at. 

She was interrupted by a howl of pain and looks at the Sangheili 
Rangers in time to see one of them fall, succumbing to the deadly 
metal of the humans. Seeing her fellow warrior fall enrages Shress, 
she was going in for sure now. 

She jumps over the rock she was hiding behind, threw a grenade at one 
human while firing her blaster at another. The humans weren't 
prepared to be flank; it wasn't long before the grenade exploded 
killing one while her blaster killed two more. 

The remaining two humans however began firing at Shress forcing her 
into cover. Her only hope now was that the Ranger jerks come and save 
her . 

It wasn't long until after she thought that did another soldier fall. 
The Rangers suddenly charged forward and mowed down the human, 
leaving only one left. 

The lone warrior turns and starts shooting, trying to kill the 
Rangers, forgetting about Shress. That was a bad mistake. Shress 
jumps from cover and ran to the human. Hearing the running feet 
behind it, the human turns and lowers its gun, but Shress grabs the 
weapon and pushes it upward, hitting and shattering the glass 
shielding the human's face. While this happens, Shress uses her other 
hand that held her sword and drove it into the human's body. 

The human release a cry, causing Shress to look up and peer into its 
shattered helmet. The human was young; it looks as if it has yet to 
reach its twentieth summer. It's strange pale blue eyes was wide and 
its mouth moved but no sound came out. 

Shress suddenly found herself gently taking out the sword and 
lowering the human to the ground and watch the young human slowly 
lose its battle against death. 

_What have I done_? She thought, _it ' s so young, why is it even 
f ight ing_? 

As if in answer, she heard a massive explosion and turns to watch as 
a large number of human vehicles get blown to pieces as the Covenant 
started to crush the humans. 

She looks down at the alien, who was still watching her in fear. 

_This is its home,_ she realizes, _its fighting to save its home, 
just like what we would do if someone invaded our home._ 

Shress suddenly felt compassion take her heart as she watches this 
young warrior die before her eyes. She spent years serving the 
Covenant by destroying the heretic humans, but now she realizes that 
they weren't the heartless monsters she was raised to fear, but a 
species much like their own, they breathe, they think, and they 
die . 

The young warrior's eyes grew wide with fear as its breathing became 
more labored. She wanted to help this human, to comfort it, a small 
absolution to calm her troubled soul, but how, it was going to die. 



there was nothing she could do to change that fact. Echoing in her 
mind was Michaels voice, the last day they talk, when he held her 
hand, _It ' s a sign of assurance among humans, no matter what happens, 
I'm there for you._ 

Without really knowing why, Shress took the human's hand in hers and 
gave a small squeeze. The human now look more shock than afraid, but 
Shress could see death was ready to take the human. She wonders what 
it was like to know you were about to die, she would be terrified, 
just like how this human was feeling right now. 

_What would I want if I knew I was going to die_, Shress 
thought . 

The first thing to come to mind was to listen to her mother singing 
her favorite lullaby one last time, the one that Shress would fall 
asleep to after a long day of training to be a house mistress when 
she was little. A song that offered hope and opportunity in a low 
soothing voice that would always make her feel better. 

_Would the human appreciate to hear a song before it died? Would it 
understand the words I'm saying or know how sorry I am_? She looks 
down at the human as the death begins to shroud its body. 

She never sang before and most certainly not in front of anyone, let 
alone an alien, but that's what she did; she started to sing. First 
she hummed the melody before opening her mouth and sang in a slow and 
gentle voice. She sang in the ancient Sangheili language, one that 
she was sure no human had ever heard before. 

"_Come my child, my dear child, come and rest you head on the dreams 
of destiny_. " 

The warrior's eyes grew wider than ever before and she felt the eyes 
of her astonish companions on her now, but she kept singing. 

"_The storms and wars are still flaring, but my dear child you will 
escape to dream. 

"_Live to dream and dream to live, my dear one, of a life different 
than this . 

"_Know that you will see a future of which you helped to 
create . 

"_A future, a future, that only you my dear one can reach, a future 
better than this."_ 

The humans eyes were drooping, but its eyes were still focus on 
Shress . 

"_Live to help, live to heal, and live to love."_ 

"_Seek the forgiveness of others, so that you may be at 
rest . 

"_Learn to care, learn to feel and learn to live." _ 

The human was barely breathing, but now it was clutching Shress ' s 
hand, as if to urge her to finish the song. 



"_This is my dream, my dear one, to see you bloom and live."_ 

"_Sing this song to everyone and create your f uture . 

"_Remember this song my dear one, my dear one, sing it to others my 
dear one . 

Tears were running down the human's face, but its eyes were devoid of 
fear as Shress finishes. 

"_My dear one, my dear one, sing this song to those who needs it the 
most . 

"_Build your kingdom, my dear one, build your family, my dear one, 
and build your dreams my dear one forever more . 

Shress looks down into the human's eyes before finishing. 

"_Sing this song my dear one, remember this song my dear one, before 
your eternal slumber. 

The whole field was quiet after Shress was done singing. She felt 
embarrass with all the eyes staring at her but that change when she 
looks down. 

The human she stabbed, the human she killed, the human who was afraid 
of her, that human smiled at her. 

She smiled back and squeezes its hand as she watches it. Slowly, the 
human seize breathing, its eye color started to fade and the pressure 
on her hand disappeared. But that smile was still on its 
face . 

Shress was still holding its hand, wondering what to do next when a 
Ranger approach her. She looks up and was disdain to find it was 
Dinjit, her current suitor. 

He gave her a strange look before saying, "Zealot, what-" 

He was interrupted by the wail of a Ghost. Sure enough, when Shress 
stood, there was a Ghost speeding towards them, with a frantic Unggoy 
riding it. He came to a speedy halt, but the momentum was too great, 
causing the Unggoy to fly from its seat and land directly in front of 
Shress. The Rangers around her laugh at the lowly soldier's 
misfortune . 

The small creature got unsteadily to its feet before looking at the 
towering figure above him. He squealed before waddling backwards to 
give Shress some space before he spoke. 

"Commander, the demons, they are coming closer, they just conquered 
the third outpost and are now on their way to ur last defense point, " 
here the Unggoy voice twitch with fear, "it won't be long before they 
get here . " 

The Rangers growled among themselves, eager to kill the approaching 
humans while Shress thought about this. They had four outposts all 
position to keep the Spire safe, if these humans made it this far, 
than they won't be easy to stop. Especially if there were demons 



helping them. 


As Shress thought this through, she just realized something and looks 
back down at the Unggoy, "soldier, why did you just now call me 
Commander? " 

The small alien quivered before speaking, "Commander Ruan is dead 
mistress, the demons killed him, " he looks up at her with his small 
scarlet eyes, "you're the Commander now mistress." 

Shress felt herself become light headed but willed her body to remain 
standing. Ruan dead? That was impossible, in her experience nothing 
could kill the season veteran, but she was proven wrong. 

She shivered at the revelation; she was now the only Zealot on the 
human world and now acting Commander of the Covenant ground forces. 
She felt sick to her stomach. 

One of the Rangers step forward and asks, "Zealot, what are your 
orders ? " 

Before she could reply, the ground shook and the warriors all looks 
to the East. The spot where she was sure the third anti air gun was 
station was now bellowing great clouds of purple smoke. The humans 
have struck another victory. 

Shress steeled herself, now wasn't the time to be sick, now was the 
time to act. 

She turns her gaze to Dinjit, "Go and try establishing communications 
with the Prophet of Regret's Fleet, I need to know how far away they 


Her suitor nodded before taking the Ghost (ignoring the Unggoy ' s 
protests) and sped away to their camp. 

Shress turns to the reaming Sangheilis, "fall back to the spire and 
construct defensive points, we need to keep the humans at bay until 
at least one of the fleet's ships gets here." 

The males nodded and started running back to the Spire, with the 
Unggoy trying to keep up. Shress was their commander now, and though 
she didn't want to receive her promotion in this fashion, but she 
still had a duty to perform; to serve the Covenant at all costs. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>After running back to the Spire and riding the grav lift to the 
top of the Spire, Shress began observing the batt lef ield . <p> 

It looked like it was anyone's victory now. The Covenant had superior 
weapons than the humans, but now the humans had two of their war 
ships helping them now, providing support from above. On the plains, 
most of the ground war machines have been destroyed, leaving the 
troops to fight in close quarters combat, either by weapon or fists. 
She watches as humans gathered in groups and ward off Covenant 
forces, while Kig-Yar, and Sangheilis fought individually, leaving 
only the Unggoy to combat in groups. The sheer force that each side 
batter each other with and the amount of blood spilled was enough to 
make anyone's stomach churn. 



She watches the strange ships for a minute before she confirmed that 
no turrets were shooting because the humans must have destroyed them 
like the Unggoy reported. This was bad, without any large scale air 
support of their own the humans could actually win this battle. She 
tried to listen for Dinjit to see if he had successfully contacted 
the fleet, but he either couldn't hear her or he just wasn't 
responding . 

As Shress walks the interior of the control room, working Unggoys 
would glance up her before looking down again. Even her two newly 
assigned guards couldn't help but stare at the Zealot as if they have 
never seen her before. Never have there been a female Commander, not 
in the history of the Covenant and most certainly not among the 
Sangheilis . 

Shress felt her nerves flare again. She has been under a lot of 
pressure just for being a warrior. Now hundreds of soldiers are 
looking up to her to lead them into battle. This was just unreal, she 
had dream of this moment but now she wishes it was a dream and she 
could just wake up and find that her world was still the same. 

_The only good thing about this is that I can finally get rid of 
Dinjit now without losing face_, Shress thought with a grin. 

The grin fades as she thought of those words. Commander. That's her 
destiny, her dream, but she doesn't want it. She thought of the human 
she killed, the one she snag to. She than thought of all the other 
humans she has killed as well, how many of them were that young? How 
many of them were that scared? 

She shivers as she remembers, as a Commander; she is to lead her 
people to exterminate the humans . She would even be expected to 
participate in the glassing of a planet so she could prove herself 
worthy. She looks out the window. Could she really be able to destroy 
this planet, destroy all these people? For the first time in her 
military career, she felt vile and regret beginning to form in her 
gut . 

"Commander!" a worker on the console cried, "there's a human aircraft 
heading our direct iona€ | I think it's going to try and breach the 
shields . " 

"What!" she replied and walks onto an open walkway that encircles the 
spire. Sure enough there was a small green speck with primitive 
rotors heading their way. 

Surely by now the humans must realize that all their technology has 
cease working once they cross into the shields array, what idiot is 
foolish enough to try and fly their way in? 

* *Six POV** 

"We've lost all power, we're going down!" the pilot shouts as the 
Falcon begins to spin out of control after they cross the threshold 
of the blue shield. 

"Lock your armor Spartan!" Jorge shouts as he grabs handles position 
alongside the interior of the Falcon. Six was quick to copy his 
motions . 



He watches in horror as they fell to the ground and the last thing he 
thought before impact was _not again_. 

Unlike last time he didn't pass out, he was awake throughout the 
whole thing as they crashed. Like the Warthog, they slam into the 
ground but the chopper began rolling over on ends. Six's armor lock 
kept him from moving, but suddenly like a branch snapping, the handle 
bars his hands was glue to broke apart from the Falcon's body and he 
was spewed from the fallen vehicle. Six swore he bounced, skid, and 
finally slid to a halt on the hard rocky ground while his body 
remained in its feeble sitting position, the handlebars still in his 
hands . 

_Why didn't I stay with Kat? Pulling guard duty is less painful than 
crashing into enemy territory_, he thought bitterly. 

Slowly, Six switched off his armor lock, and his limbs fell to his 
side, heavily battered from the interior of his armor. The lock 
system causes more pain than prevented them, was the Spartan's 
opinion, but Six supposes the setting saved him from accumulating far 
more severe wounds . 

He turns to the Falcon that now look as if was kick around like a 
ball by giants. Speaking of giants, Jorge hauled himself up from the 
wreckage and drops his gun on the ground before dropping down himself 
and begins to loosens his muscles. 

How was it that Six, the smaller Spartan, got flung out of the Falcon 
when the heavier Spartan remain inside? Wait, did he just answer his 
own question? 

"The pilot's dead," Jorge said in a cool voice, neither too hard nor 
too soft, "we need to get moving." 

That was when Six turns his attention to the Spire in front of them. 
It was massive, nearly a mile tall and the bright color blue. The ray 
shields was expanding from the top of the long thin building, 
protecting it from all intruders. 

Six looks to the raging battlefield in the distance. They were all 
fighting for this spire, and now Noble was close enough to touch it. 
This was the end game. 

With that in mind. Six unslings his rifle and followed Jorge to the 
Spire. The hike was treacherous as they moved towards the base of the 
spire, the rocky canyon floor had loose rocks that threatens them 
with twisted ankles while distance explosions shakes the massive 
boulders on the cliff next to them, causing a few to fall. The two 
Spartans tried to remain silent and crouch low behind large boulders, 
trying to get as close to the Spire as possible before starting the 
fight. They would both tense if they hear the overturning of rock, 
only to discover it was move by the tremors of war. They were getting 
jumpy, and for good reason, this was the most important thing in the 
entire Covenants arsenal, they would and will fight to the death to 
protect it . 

They crested a hill that overlooks the Spire and the first thing Six 
notice was the bodies. Most of them were humans in black armor, 

ODSTs, Special Forces judging by the coloring and looks of their 



armor system. It was a one sided fight, nearly all of them looks like 
they were covered in multiple burn marks, some haven't made it more 
than a few feet from their pods before being killed. 

Six was told that there was ODSTs sent in but they had not heard from 
them. They couldn't tell if they didn't survive the jump to the 
surface or if the shielding array has burn their comms . Now the two 
Spartans knew the answer. 

Than Six looks at the base of the Spire. It was protected by nearly a 
dozen Rangers, all highly trained by the looks of them and they had 
set up Shade turrets, it would take them at least ten minutes to 
dispatch them, and that's if they're lucky. Six looks to Jorge who 
shook his head. They were of the same mind, they both knew the UNSC 
didn't have much time left; they needed to end the battle now while 
there's still an army left. 

Six looks desperately around when he notices a human crane out of the 
corner of his eye. The colonists must have been about to start a 
mining operation before the Covenant interrupted them. With his 
trained eye. Six made quick calculations while following the crane as 
its frame made a sort of stair way up into the sky in the direction 
of the Spire. He then notices that the midsection of the Spire was 
open, revealing the elevator like grav lifts, pulsing blue as they 
connect the top of the building to the base. 

He turns to look at the ODST again and saw one of them had a jet 
pack. He had a crazy idea, so absurd it might actually work. 

Six whistled to get Jorge's attention before making rapid hand 
signals, to which he nodded, reluctantly. The plan Six just 
translated to him calls for the hulking Noble Five to lay down fire 
while Six moves in solo. 

_So much for the Lone Wolf stuff staying behind_. Six thought as he 
looks among the ODST ' s looking for a suitable jump pack, __maybe it's 
in my blood_. 

Finally Six found a suitable jump pack on a decease ODST. "Sorry," he 
mumbles as he took the dog tags and the small jet pack, he was 
hooking it on to his back when he notices the ODST body he just took 
the pack from was different from the others. 

All of the Special Forces operators were lying in pitiful broken 
shapes all over the ground, but this was set aside differently. It 
was lying on its back, hands at its side and the dead blue eyes 
within the broken helmet stared off into the heavens. What surprised 
Six the most was that the guy was smiling, a soldier died smiling in 
the midst of a fight? 

Curious, Six got down low and inspected the body some more. The 
soldier's name was Kalivod; it looks like he died from a sabre wound. 
Yet he was laid down on the ground gently instead of being kicked and 
beaten like any other soldier would, it even look like something, 
plausibly a Sangheliian judging by the shape in the dirt, kneeled 
beside him. Did this person, this Sangheili, comfort the solider and 
that's why he's smiling. Six has never heard of such a thing 
before . 


"Six, move," Jorge whispers over the comms. 



Six said one last sorry to the soldier before making his way to the 
crane. It was easy to climb onto, but once he starts running up its 
neck, he'll be visible and an easy target, his only hope of survival 
was that Jorge keeps the guards occupied. 

Six breathes steadily. This wasn't some mission where his life is at 
risk, but the life of the entire planet of Reach, men, women and 
children. He just hopes he doesn't mess it up. 

He heard the sudden crack of Jorge's machine gun and the startle 
alien cries. Six waited until he heard the Covenant returning fire 
before running up the crane's neck. He sprints most of the length up, 
ignoring the throbbing of his body from the beating he had to endure 
since last night. 

He only got halfway when he was spotted and energy bolts began to 
surround him. The crane protected him from the worse of the damage as 
well as his shields, but when a Shade's single bolt clips his leg, 
his shields drop to half power. This motivates him to run faster. 

At last he reach the top of the crane, he didn't even have time to 
breath as he jumps. 

His momentum carried him two feet higher in the air before he began 
falling. He waited a bit as he fell, he only had enough power in the 
jump pack for one jump, he needed to time it correctly or risk over 
jumping his target. As he fell the Covenant began shooting at him 
once more like he was a bird and they were the hunters, the blasts 
were threatening to destroy his shields before he reaches his 
destination . 

He finally got at the level he needed and activated the jump pack. He 
shot into the air, enemy rounds missing him by a mile as he was 
carried into the air at great speed. He probably rose an additional 
thirty feet at breakneck speed when the energy was used up and he was 
falling again. 

However, he was able to pinpoint the exact area he needed to jump in 
order to make it into the expose grav lift. Sure enough as he falls 
his current position had placed him in a path that led to an open 
lift. He was about to hit the roof of the foundation part of the 
Spire when the grav lift caught him. 

At long last Six let out his held breath as he traveled upward. It 
felt like riding in an elevator, except without walls or a floor 
which unnerves Six even though this wasn't his first time using such 
a device. 

He looks down and watches as the image of Jorge fighting of Covenant 
troops slips away. He hope his friend would survive, if he doesn't 
than it was up to Six to avenge him by destroying the Spire. 

His gut wrench as the magnitude of the situation hit him; every 
living creature on the planet was now relying on him to take out the 
Spire. He lets out a sigh; he was trained to handle pressure, but 
never in such a large magnitude like this. 


Finally the grav lift threw him in the air as he reaches the top of 
the tower and Six landed standing with cat like agility. He scans the 



room with his rifle before confirming he was alone. He slowly edges 
out of the room, scanning for hostiles. Outside the room was a two 
way corridor, encircling the room he came out of, no doubt leading to 
the control room. 

This was bad, he could be flank and be massacred before he knew it, 
now he wishes Jorge was here, but no time for regrets, he has to push 
through, now. 

With that Six moves forward and turns the corner. Only to find 
himself face to face with an Elite. 

Both warriors jump back. Six raises his rifle while the alien went 
for a plasma grenade. Firing with only one hand. Six shot his rifle 
and the bullet hit the grenade, activating it. It began to smoke as 
the Elite cries out in alarm, trying desperately to get rid of the 
sticky bomb while Six took cover behind the wall. Six felt the 
muffled explosion and only then did he turns back and tries to detect 
what else lies in his way. 

At the far end of the corridor was a marvelous frame; inside was 
flashing and holographic buttons. Six was about to sprint for it when 
a group of Grunts got in the way. They all growl before charging, 
raising their meaty arms and shaking their guns over their heads as 
if forgetting they were projectile weapons. 

Only one lucky sucker got enough wit to fall back into the control 
room after Six took most of them out with a single clip of 
ammunition. It was while he was reloading did Six hear the footsteps 
and knew he was being flanked. 

He kept his cool as he stood and walk forward slowly, listening as 
the footsteps follow him, despite its attempt at being silent, the 
follower had heavy feet, an Elite for sure. As smoothly as he could. 
Six unhooks a grenade, making sure the assailant didn't see it before 
popping the pin. He made to throw it into the room, but at the last 
second hurls it behind him. There was a light growl as an Elite leapt 
from the shadows to avoid the blast. 

The Elite was trying to regain its footing when Six struck. He bashed 
the Elite in the chest with rifle draining away the shields before 
reversing the rifle back into its original place; he pointed it 
upward until the barrel went through the gap between the alien's 
mandibles. Six didn't hesitate when he pulls the trigger in quick 
succession, resulting with multiple bullets entering and exiting the 
Covenant trooper's head. 

Six steps away as the corpse hits the floor, briefly examining his 
grisly work when he heard the pounding of running feet behind him. He 
turns to fire but a massive figure slams into him, pushing him to the 
floor which causes him to lose his grip on his rifle. In a single 
fluid motion. Six was back on his feet in a battle crouch stand while 
pulling out his combat knife. Six was ready to slice the Elite in 
front of him when he stops; it was Shress. 

He had no idea how, but he knew it was Shress. He supposed that after 
nearly a month of staring and talking, he was able to recognize the 
armor the Elite was wearing. He saw the familiar scratch on her knee 
guard, the gash of a close caliber round on her chest plate and the 
dent on the shoulder guard, the place where he hit her during their 



first meeting .She was standing in a ready crouch as well, energy 
sword in hand while her face was hidden within the confines of her 
helmet . 


Six lowers his guard and simply said "Shress, " but before he could 
say anything more, the Elite leapt at him. 

The energy sword began taking slices at him. Six backtrack, duck, 
flinch and counter using his knife; the steel blade clashing with the 
energy sword caused a small storm of lighting to interrupt. Six was 
able to push Shress in a corner and put his weight on his small knife 
as he leans against the Zealot, trying to keep the sword away from 
either of their skins. 

"Shress!" he grunts through clench teeth, "What are you doing? It's 
me, Michael ! " 

She didn't reply, in fact, she kept her head down and tried not meet 
his eyes while she struggles to free herself. Six lets go of his 
knife, causing it to fall to the ground and grabs the energy sword, 
trying to wrestle it from Shress ' s grasp. He was taught how to disarm 
a person nonlethal, but none of the scenarios taught him what to do 
when he was fighting a being whose strength could match his. 

Finally he head butts the Elite, dazing her, yanks the sword from her 
grasp and jumps back, holding the sword up at Shress ' s throat to keep 
her from moving. 

Shress lets out a hiss but stayed where she was as the two of them 
pant as they recover from the struggle. 

All the while. Six's mind was in turmoil. __Why did she attack? We're 
friends. _Despite this though, he felt cold fury welled up inside. 

She knew of this invasion, yet she didn't tell him. He risked his 
neck to come and see her, to form their friendship he risked his 
career, the only thing that could ever come close to a family 
heritage. Worse, he gave her his trust, the one thing he held in 
reserve for only his friends, a privilege she had abused. 

"Why?" he demanded in Sangehili, surprise to hear his voice full of 
scorn . 

Shress stops her struggling as she heard the strong emotion as well. 
She looks into his face plate and finally he was able to see her 
eyes. He was taken aback when he saw her eyes are moist, is she 
crying? 

She opens and closes her mouth a couple of times before finding her 
voice, "Michaela€ | Ia€ | I had no choice-" 

"You always have a choice," Six replied angrily. 

She shook her head, "You don't understand, my Commander is dead," she 
looks up at him again and says, "I'm now the Commander of the 
Covenant army." 

Six felt his limbs grow heavy. Before him was probably the most 
critical person of the whole Covenant forces. If he killed her, it 
would throw the enemy into a frenzy, they could win this battle. 



But it was Shress, the alien he came to know as a friend. Shress was 
the one who taught him things about the Covenant, the one who helped 
him to become more open to others, the one who loves to speak of the 
noble history of her people. And surprisingly she was the one who's 
voice he came to enjoy, from her questions to her laughter. Thinking 
of these things made it harder for him to shove the sword into her 
throat . 

As if sensing what he was thinking, Shress whispers, "you can do 
it 

S i x looks up in shock as Shress elaborates, "I'm done Michael, I 
can't lead this army, I may be a Commander, like how I wanted, but 
I'm done killing, done murdering," here she sighs, "You're right, I 
am a murderer." 

Six stared at her in shock. Was she cracking under the pressure, 
there's definitely something wrong with her. He didn't even think 
about it as he pulls the sword away from her throat, but she didn't 
attack, just gave him a confuse look. 

"Shress, I'm not going to kill you," Six said in a determine voice, 
"You asked me why I didn't kill you earlier, it was because I realize 
how much I came to appreciate your nobility, you're not a 
murderer . " 

"But I am, " she cries out, "all these years I thought I have been 
killing heretics, now I discover I truly been murdering innocent 
people," she finishes with her voice breaking a bit. 

Six puts a hand on her arm, she flinches, so instead he took her hand 
in his, trying to reassure her a little. She calms down a bit before 
Six spoke. 

"Shressa€|I don't know what to say, but you are worthy, you are 
strong, you'll do what's right, I know you can." 

Shress gave him an odd look, "and what would the right thing to do? 
Tell the Covenant to stand down? They'll sooner execute me, I can't 
lead the Covenant, and I can't kill any more humans," she looks up at 
Six and began to plead, "please Six, just end it, " here she actually 
got kneels, "I don't know what else to do." 

With a sudden flash of anger. Six threw the sword to the ground, 
grabs Shress and pulls her back up, "Shress! I can't kill you, before 
I didn't know why I couldn't, but now I do, it's because fate brought 
us together to be friends, and friends don't kill each 
other . " 

Shress still looks down cast, "It doesn't matter, I can't lead the 
Covenant," she looks at him, "what do I do?" 

_How should I know_? Six wanted to scream at her, but held it back. 

He knew he couldn't kill Shress, and Shress now knows she can't kill 
humans anymore. _Think, think, what can we do_? Just as he thought 
it, he knew there was only one way out. 

"Come with me," he said suddenly. 

Shress jerks back in surprise, "what?" 



"Come with me, fight with us, you know the truth, maybe you can tell 
others of your race, we can stop this war, we can let the Covenant 
know the Prophets are liars," Six explains. 

Shress took a step back, "I, I don't know Michael, I'm not even sure 
if everything the Prophets told us was a lie-" 

"It's all a lie Shress," he said with conviction, "If we're not 
heretics then who knows what else the Prophets are hiding from you, 
they're just using you and your people." 

Here she growls, "But Michael, if what you say is true, than we've 
been lied to our religion, our honor, our faith, you are asking me to 
believe that after hundreds of years our way of life have all been 
based on a lie? How can you expect me, or my people, to accept that 
as the truth?" 

She got him there. Six tries to think of a comeback when he saw 
movement in his peripheral vision, a bright green movement. 

"Watch out!" he yells as he tackles her to the ground, the Fuel Rod 
energy bolt missed them by a few centimeters. Six turns to face the 
new threat, a single Grunt with a plasma launcher. 

Wasting no time, with no weapons in hand, he rushes forward. The 
Grunt begins taking wild shots, trying to kill the Spartan, but he 
jumps and dashes until he was in front of the alien. It tried to 
shoot him at point blank range, but Six grabs its head and twists. 

The broken neck Grunt falls to the ground and lets loose another 
green bolt as its fingers pull the trigger out of reflex, but the 
shot missed Six. 

"Michael!" Shress calls in a semi shock voice. 

"What?" he asks before noticing the smoke and hearing the fizzing of 
machines. He turns around and saw that the bolt of energy has carved 
into the console of the control computer. There was a flash of light; 
outside the shields disappeared, vanishing like mist. 

Six turns to Shress and raises his hands, "I didn't mean to do 
that . " 

Before she responds. Six's radio buzz to life, "Six," Carter calls, 
"We're inbound, nice job on the Spire, get ready to hump it, the 
Grafton is ready to destroy that thing." 

_Great_ Six though before turning to Shress, "Shress, are you coming? 
It ' s the only way out . " 

Shress steps back, as if he just sprouted extra limbs, 

" Ia€ i Ia€ i can ' t . " 

Six was thinking desperately on what to do, he couldn't leave Shress 
to die, nor could she continue to fight for the Covenant, than it 
came to him. He turns to Shress and asks, "Ever thought about being a 
spy ? " 

"A spy?" she asks in a distasteful voice. He knew to be deceitful in 
the Sangheili culture was considered disgraceful, but at the moment 



there was no time. 


"Yes, a spy, " he confirmed. Shress looks insulted before Six 
continues, "look Shress you come with me or you be a spy for us, earn 
the trust of my people, those are the only options at the 
moment . " 

Shress truly looks torn as her gaze switches from Six to the battle 
outside . 

_I'm asking her to take a leap of faith, to make a choice that'll 
change her entire life forever_, Six thought. 

Finally she sighs, " I ' lla€ ! stay . " Six had no idea why, but he 
suddenly felt his body droop when he heard this, why was he so 
disaapointed that she wasn't coming. 

She continues, "I'll be a spy for you MichaelaC i I justa€ i I cant 
believe this is really happening." 

Six takes her hand in his again, and this time it was Shress who 
squeezed his hand. 

"It's going to be ok Shress," he said, "I'll do everything I can to 
help you, that's what a friend does, right?" 

Shress only nods as if it was painful to talk. They stood there hand 
in hand, comforting each other in silence companionship when Six's 
radio buzzes again. 

"Lieutenant, we are a minute out, get ready to jump," the Commander's 
voice orders . 

Six sighs and pulls away from Shress, "you have to go, " he said, "run 
as fast and as far as you can, this whole place is about to be 
destroyed . " 

Shress was silent as she nods before looking into his face plate, 
"MichaelaC i I really am sorryaC | for everything." 

He held up his hand, "its ok Shress, we'll talk about it later." 

She cocks her head, "how will we contact each other?" 

"I don't know," Six confessed, "but we'll find a way." 

It was then did he notice the fast approaching Falcon, coming to pick 
him up. 

"Go Shress," he said, "now. I'll try and delay them." 

Shress took a step back, then nods before running out of the 
corridor. She pauses and looks at him once again before running into 
the grav lift room. Six sighs, his friend was gone, and , despite all 
his best arguments, is still with the enemy. 

_Well now she can help us, we are no longer enemies_, he thought, 
making him feel slightly better. 

The falcon came into a hover outside the Spire's walkway system that 



was just outside the control room. But Six didn't move instantly, he 
waited, counting the minutes, deciding to give Shress five minutes to 
get away . 

"Six, what's taking you?" Carter demanded. 

"Just checking something out sir. I'll be out as fast as I can," was 
Six's excuse. He looks out the window and looks all around, looking 
for Shress before he spots a Ghost speeding away from the Spire. Was 
that her? He hopes so, because at that moment he decided to jump. 

He ran through the doors leading to the outside balcony and ran 
towards the Falcon, hovering a couple of feet from the Spire. 

He better make it, he had it with crashing that day. He ran with all 
his might before making the jump. He was too far, and was already 
falling to the ground when a large hand shot out of the Falcon and 
grabs him. Six was hauled into the Falcon and saw his savior was 
Jorge; he must have been picked up before they got Six. 

Six sat next to Carter who instantly says, "Let's get out of 
here . " 

The Falcon turns and starts to fly away from the Spire. All around 
them, other Falcons took to the skies as well, attempting to escape 
the punishment that they knew was coming. 

"Grafton, this is Noble One, " Carter spoke into his radio, "the 
target is green and you're good to go. Have a nice day." 

There was a pause before a male voice responded, "Copy Noble One, 
thanks for the update, be advise to all forces in the proximity, we 
are closing in on the target and MAC round has been authorized." 

"A MAC round!?" asks a shock Jorge, "In atmosphere?" 

"That's one way of getting their attention," Carter replied while he 
grabs the handle bars sticking out of his chair, "might want to hang 
on to your teeth people." 

_Wonderful_, Six thought as he grabs his handlebars_, I wonder if I 
can get through this day without the threat of crashing into 
something ._ 

Six then looks out the door and watches I fascination as the one 
thousand foot long Frigate came closer to its target. 

_Here we go,_ was his final shot when the Grafton took its shot. 

The blast was like an exploding volcano as a single large magnetic 
bullet was shot from the equally massive cannon as it was hurled 
through the air, breaking the sound barrier. With a mighty explosion, 
the round tore through the Spire, causing multiple explosions to 
erupt all along its side until the spire looks like a blue flower 
blossoming orange petals. Soon the whole building began to collapse 
on itself until there was nothing but the smoky ruins of the bright 
blue structure. 

There were whoops and cheers traveling all over the net as the 
soldiers celebrated the victory while Six sat there and stared at the 



remains of the Spire, hoping he gave Shress enough time to escape 
before the round was drop. 


Suddenly there was a flash as if something like lighting tore through 
the midsection of the Grafton. Six watched in horror as the ship 
began to fall, along with the thousands of crew members still inside 
until the ship crashed into the canyon and slowly erupted as one 
massive explosion. 

Six leans slightly out of the air craft and look into the sky, 
looking for what shot down the ship when he saw it. His heart froze 
and his breathing has ceased. Jorge spoke for them all as he said, 
"no, no, somebody tell me this isn't happening." 

Above them, orbiting in Reach's atmosphere was a carrier, the biggest 
ship in the Covenant fleet. The alien space craft was almost the 
length of the canyon, spanning nearly twenty miles long, shrouding 
the sky like a great big cloud. 

All across the frequencies, the happy cheering of the men faded away 
and was replaced with curses and cries of horror. They were too late, 
the Covenant found their way here. 

"Command to Grafton, Grafton what's your statues?" a man on the radio 
asks . 

"Grafton is gone!" Carter shouts into the radio, "We need to get out 
of here now ! " 

The UNSC mighty army of Reach slowly crumbled after that. A bulk of 
the forces turned and made their way back to sword base while others 
took off in panic heading in different directions. The iron will of 
the Marines were broken, the Spartans of Noble team was tired. But 
now the real war was about to commence. 

**Again, sorry I'm late in updating, please excuse any mistakes I 
made, it's been a while since I played the game.** 


9. Planning Hope 
**Planning Hope** 

**Shress La' Vdamee POV** 

Shress lets out an angry growl as she finishes one report only to 
look at the mountain of similar "important" documents still waiting 
to be read. If she knew this was the life of a Commander, then she 
regrets wishing that this could be her future. 

_But is it my future_? The thought brought her out of angry state 
only to leave her in a despaired one. 

_What is wrong with me_, she wonders, _what possibly made me want to 
be a spy, to change sides?_ 

She suspects it was the human that she sang to. Something about 
seeing the human, a young human, dying in front of her eyes, dying 
protecting its home was something she never believed a heretic would 
ever do. 



But stilla€|a spy? 


Never in her life did she think she would be doing something as 
dishonorable as being a spy. Every prisoner of war convicted of 
spying or being a traitor was put to death on the spot, but not until 
after disgracing the person's name. Before she had to worry about 
being discovered having a human as a friend, now she has to worry 
about being caught as a spy. 

_But what am I to do_? She thought to herself and coldly eyes the 
stack of work in front of her, _hopefully it doesn't mean I have to 
finish going through all this_. 

She got up from her kneeling position and walks out the door, wanting 
some time to think. Outside, position on either side of the porthole, 
was two Rangers, guarding their new commander. They both stood 
straighter and follow her as she walks down the glowing corridor of 
_Ardent Prayer_, a Corvette that she and the remainder of her troops 
took refuge in. 

She was admired by the crew of the ship for her fight against the 
humans, but she gave all the real credit to her former commander 
Ruan, the one who planned the defensive strategy, all she did was 
reinforce the positions. 

Besides if it was a victory, why did she felt like she lost 
everything in that fight? Her honor, her dignity, her very purpose 
was strip away from her by uncertainty. Is it true what Michael said? 
If the Prophets lied to her people of who were heretics and who was 
not, then was it possible they lied about everything else, especially 
the Great Journey? 

She shivered at the thought as she turns a corner in the hallway. She 
walked past three off-duty Rangers and saw among them was Dinjit and 
Kova, the technician who accompanied them on the mission into the 
human base. 

All the Rangers lowered their heads respectfully, but she notice 
aside from Kova, the other two had disgusted looks on their faces, 
especially Dinjit. She sighs after she walks past them, most of the 
Covenant troops still did not believe in female warriors and Dinjit 's 
belief in that matter increased profoundly after she got rid of him 
as a suitor. If she survived and there are some males that are as 
understanding as Kova, then she will find a mate after the war. 

Her body shivered again when she realizes this was no longer 
possible. She was no longer allied with the Covenant, she was against 
them now, and if they found out than she can never return to 
Sanghelios again. Unless she does what Michael had suggested, talk to 
her people and get them to see the Prophets as the liars they truly 
are, but how can she get an entire race to see this without being 
killed for heresy? 

Michael, a human, a supposed demon, how does she know she could trust 
him? 

_Do I simply trust him because he believes in me and gives me more 
respect than anyone else_? She didn't like that idea either; it was 
excruciating having a lot to think about but couldn't ponder on 



without getting hurt emotionally. 


She suddenly felt the floor beneath her lurch and thought for a crazy 
moment that the humans were launching an attack. Then she realizes it 
was simply the ship launching another bombardment on the human 
planet. She walks to the closest window and looks out into the 
darkness of space, she watches as glowing blue orbs the size of 
Wraiths flew to the surface. 

_How many innocent people are dying because of this_? 

Should she really do it? Should she truly become a spy and deliver 
critical information to the humans? The thought of helping the enemy, 
helping a different species, to combat against her own was a hard 
concept for her to grasp. But what kind of information should she 
give the humans? Something that could help them survive was all she 
needed to give them, something to give her time to think which side 
was more justified than the other. 

What information could that be? As a high ranking Commander she has 
access to most of the Covenant plans of invasion, but not all and she 
was still feeling uncomfortable about betraying the Covenant and her 
people . 

She needed to talk to Michael, if anyone can help her make sense of 
this mess it was him. 

But how, she was the Commander now, she can't simply disappear like 
last time, not without causing a commotion. She needs help to get off 
the ship, someone she can trust, but who? 

She moans in irritation, for once can't there be an easy choice in 
her life? 

"Is there something wrong Commander?" one of her body guards asks 
after hearing the sound of frustration. 

She wondered how to respond when the three Rangers they past walks 
by, probably returning to their posts. She then had a mad thought, so 
insane it might actually work. 

"Kova, " she calls out, causing the three Sangheilians to stop and 
snap a sharp salute by placing their fists against their chests. The 
aged warrior steps forward. 

"Yes Commander?" he asks uncertainly. 

"I need to speak to you in private," was Shress's reply. No sooner 
did she say those words, Dinjit's head snaps up and gave Kova a look 
that could kill before remembering Shress, an officer, was present 
and lowered his head again. 

Slightly concern by the look, Shress says, "Come with me back to my 
quarters . " 

"Ma'am," was his response as they both turn back around and walk 
towards Shress's room. Shress couldn't help but feel a pair of eyes 
staring at her, she turns her head around and saw Dinjit quickly turn 
his head away from her, was there something she was missing here? 



As they stroll through the halls neither of them said anything, 
whether Kova was nervous or not, the male wouldn't show it. When they 
arrived to her room the Rangers took up their original guard 
positions by the door while Shress and Kova enter. 

Kova glances around the room. It had a grand bed in the corner of the 
room, a closet opposite of it with a weapons locker on the right 
side. In the middle of the room was a large table sagging low to the 
ground, its anti-gravity generator strain to hold the multiple 
leaflets that rests on its surface. 

"Nicer than the tents on a planet, right?" Shress asks trying to 
lighten the mood. 

Kova chuckles, "You deserve it; I heard you ran into a demon on the 
surface, anyone who can survive such monstrosities should be 
commended . " 

Shress said nothing and looks to the wall to hide her shock 
expression. _Who told Kova? Better yet, who was it that told him and 
was it possible that this person saw me talking to 
Michael^? 

Noticing her silence, Kova bows his head and said, "My apologies 
Commander, I didn't mean to be so forward on the subject." 

Shress waved the apology away and said, "It's alright" but pauses 
when she notices Kova giving her a strange look. Shress was puzzled 
until she realizes what caught the veteran off guard was her using 
the human gesture. She quickly puts the hand down and curses Michael 
lightly for being such an influence to her. 

Hoping to steer Kova away from asking her about the gesture, Shress 
asks, "Who told you I faced a demon?" 

Kova just snorts, "Dinjit was boasting about it, one of his friends 
was guarding the Spire and he claims to have seen a demon go up and 
later saw you escaping moments before it was destroyed. The guard 
didn't say anything about you fighting the demon; it was Dinjit who 
started the rumor." 

Curious Shress asks, "Why did Dinjit start that rumor?" 

Kova shifted on his feet as if uncomfortable, "BecauseaC i well he 
started it when he was still your suitor, he was trying to gain some 
more fame for not only pursuing a Zealot, but also a survivor of a 
demon attack." 

Shress lets out a snarl. _0f course_, she thought, _put the male 
first before the famous would-be mate_. 

Kova waited a while before replying, "If it comforts you a bit 
Commander, I think Dinjit now regrets it, he just made you more 
famous . " 

Despite herself, Shress smiles before gesturing to the table, 

"Please, have a seat." 


Kova knelt at one end of the table while Shress kneels at the other. 
However she couldn't see him due to the load of holo-folders in her 



way. She growls again before taking a swipe at the papers and knocks 
them to the ground. 

Kova cocks his head to the side in mid-interest. Shress just said, 
"I'll pick them up later, believe me I had enough with paper 
work . " 

Kova nods, "Now I understand why you refuse to be a house mistress, 
my own mate has to deal with twice that much work load." 

Shress looks at the documents again as another reminder of how close 
she came to being a house mistress before returning her eyes to 
Kova . 

"Kova," she began, "I know you and I have worked together only once, 
but in that time I came to trust you, and nowa€ | I need your help with 
something . " 

Kova sat a little straighter and response, "Of course Commander, I'll 
do whatever you require of me." 

Shress thought this through, but she wasn't so sure if Kova would 
believe her, either way, he's here and she needs to tell him, he's 
already interested. 

Shress spoke in what she hopes was a confident voice, "I'm planning 
on going on a covert scouting mission into human territory, and I'm 
hoping you would accompany me." 

Kova ' s mandibles open wide in surprise. True the Sangheilis were 
superior in every way compared to the humans, but they were still 
dangerous, especially their allies known as demons. To go into enemy 
territory was dangerous, only expandable soldiers would risk 
infiltrating the enemy region and only by the orders of an 
officer . 

Shress knew this and knew that as a Commander she was put at an even 
higher risk. But she needs to talk to Michael, get her head to focus 
once more and the only person she trusts to come with her, but won't 
pry, would be a soldier as loyal as Kova. Even now, his loyalty was 
trying desperately to follow her on the very idea of her mad 
scheme . 

Shress continues, "I need to do some important work in one region, 
one so secret I can't take just anyone, I need someone who can help 
me, to watch my back, and most importantly, " she put some stress on 
the last words, "will not tell anyone what I am doing." 

Kova continued to stare at her until he sighs and asks, "I am old 
Commander, I won't be much help in a fight-" 

"I don't need you to fight," she said, "I need you to be with me 
because protocol won't allow an officer to go on a mission on their 
own without at least one soldier accompanying them. All I need you to 
do is make sure no one is following us and to protect the ship while 
I do my work." 

Kova was silent while he thought this through. 

_Please say yes_, Shress silently wishes, if he says no there was 



nobody else she could think of that's as devoted as Kova and to add 
to her problems, if Kova refuses there was a possibility that he 
could tell another officer of her plans. 

Kova asks, "Under whose orders are these sanction?" 

"My own, " Shress replies, "like I said its secret and no one else, 
not even a fellow officer must know of what I am doing, not until I 
at least get everything in order." 

Kova lets out a sigh, and uses his thumb and middle finger to massage 
his eyes before saying, "I'll do it," which thrills Shress, "but for 
the sake of the Prophets I hope we won't get in trouble, I'm getting 
old you know." 

"I know," Shress replies with a teasing smile. 

Kova only snorts before asking, "So which region are we going 
to?" 


Shress takes in a deep breath, unsure how the old warrior would react 
and answers, "The last place where the squad of demons were last 
seen, " in an almost self-conscious voice, "so probably the most 
dangerous region on the planet." 

Kova stared at her again before leaning his head back and groans, "Oh 
good grief . " 

* *Six POV** 

The blue clad Spartan belly crawled across the barren wasteland while 
the carrier hung over him like a dark cloud. 

After the destruction of the_ Grafton_, the soldiers tried to retreat 
back to Sword base, but then the Carrier released a deadly horde of 
plasma salvoes on the retreating forces. The bombing caused shock 
waves that forced their Falcon to crash and killed the pilot, but the 
three Spartans survived. 

Now here they are, trying to move through hostile lands, trying to 
regroup with the rest of Noble Team while avoiding the alien Death 
squads . 

Six suddenly holds up a fist and the Spartans following his lead 
froze as they waited. A few minutes later, a Scarab passes by 
overhead, its massive cannon swerving in 360 movements trying to find 
its target. The four legged metal beast however soon moved on when it 
didn't detect any activities. 

The three men squad waited two minute after it was gone before 
pushing forward. On their last leg of their journey, they return to 
their feet and moved towards the Spartan Transponder, a beacon that 
one of their other Spartan squad mates have set off. 

They found their way to a cave entrance and after scanning the 
interior. Six enters first, followed by Jorge and ending with 
Carter . 


Inside, the stone cave was Emile, Jun, and Kat, all siting patiently 
for the arrival of their missing brothers. 



Carter and Kat moved to the cave entrance to talk tactics while Jorge 
threw a box of supplies down on the ground. 


"What's in there?" Emile asks. 

"Just some stuff we were able to salvage from our recent crash, " 

Jorge replies. 

Emile got up from where he was sitting and opens the box. He lets out 
a disgusted noise as he gaze at the four battered Assault rifles, 
three grenades and a single flare. 

"You carried all this junk in this big box? Really?" Emile asks in a 
skeptical tone. 

Six sadly shakes his head before taking a seat next to Jun who was 
dismantling and cleaning his sniper rifle. 

Six began reflecting on recent events, remembering how he felt they 
were on the verge of a major victory when he entered that Spire, but 
that hope suddenly died when he met Shress. He liked Shress, as a 
friend, so it pained him to fight her, especially after the last time 
they met it somehow felt heartwarming to him. 

It was as if their vicious encounter was an omen that things were 
going to take a turn for the worse, which it did. A Covenant army has 
arrived, the UNSC reaction force has been all but destroyed and now 
his new friend was a Commander, his new target. 

He sighs as he fiddles with his armor, tuning and oiling it for the 
hundredth time. 

_Why didn't she want to come_? He ponders again. 

He could see it; he saw her sad desperate look, one of being torn, 
uncertain and lost; a look that is most common among soldiers. He 
didn't know why, but knew for certain if she had come with them, then 
he would have taken care of her. He was just as sad as Shress, seeing 
his friend hurting without being able to help was aggravating and it 
was worse for Shress since she's trap within the Covenant, forced to 
kill people that she now know is innocent. 

He snorts, here he was hiding in a hole in the ground while their 
planet was under attack and all the while he's worrying about the 
invader's Commander. 

_I wonder if she will really be a spy for humanity_, he thought, if 
she is then how could they exchange information? Furthermore, how 
could he submit the information to his superiors without revealing 
his relationship with Shress? He just may have to reveal her 
existence, which means he could be in trouble for befriending an 
Elite . 

Jun bumps his shoulder, gaining Six's attention and the scout nods 
towards Carter and Kat. No longer were they whispering in a slow 
defeated tone, now it was upbeat as they argued and counter argued 
with each other, the disagreement could only mean one thing; they 
have a mission, one that Carter doesn't approve of. 



At the moment however. Six didn't care if it was a suicide mission, 
he just wanted something to do to keep his mind occupied and to do 
something to hurt the Covenant. The rest of the Spartans were of the 
same mind, they all got up and reloads their weapons before walking 
to the two Spartans. 

The whispering battle between Noble Team's Commander and tech officer 
ceased as the rest of the team assembled around them and Jorge spoke, 
"So, I'm assuming we have a plan?" 

Kat looks to Carter who had a disgusted look on his face but nods to 
Kate anyways. Kat calmly walks to Emile and attempted to take his 
precious Kukri knife from its sheath, but Emile's quickly grabs her 
hand, preventing her from taking it. 

The two locks eyes in a silent showdown and Kat asks in a semi sweet 
voice, "may I?" 

Emile just lets go as Kat pulls out his knife and simply said, "Don't 
cut yourself." Six notice this was a weak comeback compared to the 
ones he made back at Sword Base, but he guesses they were all tired 
from the unexpected defeat. 

Kat kneels on the dirt floor and began drawing complex images that 
didn't make much sense to Six. When she was done, there was an image 
of what looks like a big engine, a rough outline of a Covenant ship, 
an outline of one of their defense space vehicles, and an image of 
what looks like a space station. 

"Our plan is this, we are going to get our hands on a Slip space 
drive and convert it into a fusion class bomb, " here she drew a 
circle around the engine, "we are going to require assistance from 
Anchor Nine and some Sabre ships, " she encases the human machines in 
spheres again, "and deliver it to the Super Carrier above us, " she 
finishes by stabbing the knife into the image of the Covenant ship, 
"and detonate the device." 

Six tilts his head and asks, "But won't a slip space fusion bomb 
cause a rip in the fabric of time or something like 
that ? " 

"Technically it'll cause a rip in slip space that'll separate the 
magnitude of the Carrier to another point of interest somewhere else 
on the space table," Kat answers smartly. 

Emile turns to Jun and asks, "What?" 

Jun faces his fellow Spartan and replies, "We're going to rip the 
ship in two . " 

"Oh," Emile turns his attention back to Kat, "why didn't you just say 
that ? " 

"I did," she replies as she returns the knife back to its owner, 
"thanks for sharing, " to which Emile just grunted. 

"Brilliant plan Kat, " Carter said in a rather bored voice, "but where 
are we going to find a spare slip space drive?" 

"That's why we're going to Anchor Nine," she said without hesitation. 



"its primary job is to perform maintenance checks on shuttles, 
civilian and military, surely they have one that can be 
spared . " 

"We'll that's all find and dandy," Jorge said, "so now what?" 

Kat didn't miss a beat, "now we need a green light from Colonel 
Holland . " 

"Good luck with that, " Carter says as he looks back out at the smoky 
desolates . 

"You're the one asking," Kat says as she holds out her data pad to 
her Commander. Carter frowns and gives her a hard stare, Kat responds 
by raising an eyebrow. Finally Carter got up and grabs the data pad 
and retreats back into the cave muttering, "There's no way Holland 
will go for this." 

As the group of Spartans waits for Carter, they lapse into silence as 
they stare at the destruction the Covenant is causing. Blue flames 
wash over desert lands, melting ice in the farter polar region and 
rising smoke from the few trees that were once alive on top of those 
hills . 

Six glances at Jorge to see how he was doing. Reach was imported to 
most of the Spartan II 's, even if it was boot camp this was the only 
place that stuck to their memories as home, where they were trained, 
where they were taught, and where they found a new family in the 
Spartan community. Now Jorge watches as his home is engulf in flames, 
his expression was devoid of emotion which concerned Six 
more . 

Before he could say anything to his giant friend. Carter returns, as 
serious as ever. 

"It's a no go Spartans," Six saw Kat was about to speak but Carter 
spoke first, "problem is we don't have enough pilots for a full Sabre 
jet squadron, and this mission is already dangerous if we go in with 
just three, without a full squad it would be suicidal." 

"But Commander, " Kat spoke, "this could be our only chance to-" 

"I'm sorry Kat, but unless any of you," here his eyes swept the 
squad, "knows how to fly Sabre, then we can't do anything about 

it . " 

Six was already feeling uncomfortable, but he coughs and gains the 
attention of Noble Team. 

"Well sir," Six says sheepishly, "I know how to fly a Sabre." 

Numb shock spread throughout the team as they took this in, it was 
Carter who asks, "Why were you given aerial training?" 

Six just said, "I was trained as a lone wolf sir, so naturally to 
prepare me for anything I was trained to drive or fly any and all 
kinds of vehicles, I can pilot any ship in the UNSC that isn't a 
shuttle . " 


Kat was fighting hard to keep a smirk off her face and turns to 



Carter. He holds up his hand in her direction and talks to Six again, 
"hold on Lieutenant, if I'm correct, you're going to need a co-pilot, 
and I'm sure that none of us knows how to fly." 

"Well sir you don't need to know how to fly to be a co-pilot," Six 
explains, "I'll do the heavy lifting, I just need someone to count my 
ammunition, check my fuel, and watch my six, it'll be no different 
than riding in a Warthog. 

"At least with a Warthog you could bail out at the first signs of 
trouble," jokes Emile. His jokes were sometimes annoying, but this 
was the first one he cracked since the assault, signaling the rise of 
morale . 

"That's not it," Carter grimly says, "Holland says we'll have all the 
support we need, even a Frigate, if we can solve one small 
problem. " 

"What?" asks Kat, looking offended at the very idea that an obstacle 
had escaped her notice. 

"We're facing a Super Carrier people; unless we have _five_ Frigates, 
there are no way we can get close enough to the ship, not unless any 
of you have any suggestions on how we can get onboard?" 

Noble Team was stumped on that one. Throughout the war the only way 
to get inside an enemy vessel was to cripple it and then brave anti 
air fire in an attempt to land within the ship. They all experienced 
this and all knew it was true; to assault a Super Carrier without 
sufficient fire power or numbers was plain madness. 

Carter sighs before resting his hand on Rat's shoulder, "It was a 
good idea Two, but we just lack the means to execute them." 

Kat only nods, fury welled on her face as her plan became unraveled 
in less than five minutes, which Six figured was the first in her 
career . 

"Let's get some sleep Noble," Carter says, "I'm on first watch, guard 
shift will change every two hours going in chronological order by 
Spartan number." 

Which means I get eight hours of sleep. Six thought as he lays down 
by one of the cave walls. Exhaustion from the battle and its utter 
failure brought enough reason for Six to escape into slumber. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Six opens his eyes to find Jorge gently tapping his helmet with 
his finger. <p> 

"You're turn Six, wake me when breakfast is ready," Noble Five said 
as he walks to the back of the cave for two more hours of sleep. 

Six yawns before getting up, grabs his rifle, and heads outside. The 
flames have died out; leaving a glassy sheen that slightly glows as 
the light from Reach's satellite hits the reflective matter. Six 
switches on his night vision and scan the area but found no threats. 
He sits down on a rock close to the entrance of the cave and tries to 
remain alert despite the calling of sleep. 



Yesterday the landscape was breathtaking, range after range of 
beautiful rock formation that was breath taking in the dying desert 
sun. Now nothing remains but the glass of sedimentary stones, 
millions of years of natural work to form the beauty were all 
destroyed in less than an hour. 

_Just like the others_. Six thought to himself, remembering the 
millions of people who were killed whenever the Covenant glassed a 
planet. There was no escaping such horrible fate; to be burn alive 
and to have your bones transformed into dust before finally turning 
to glass was a daunting prospect, one that fuels Six with rage as he 
thinks of the massacres. 

Six suddenly became alert when his motion tracker beeped. Something 
just entered his twenty five yard radius, something big. He 
cautiously gets up and got on a knee, leveling the rifle in the 
direction of the incoming hostile. Whoever it was, it was getting 
closer. Six kept one eye train in the direction of the unknown 
perpetrator and the other on his motion tracker. 

The person was now twenty yards away. Six flips off the safety. 
Fifteen yards away. He should be able to see the person but doesn't, 
was it a cloak Elite? Ten yards away. He should wake the rest of his 
team, or should he try and handle it himself? 

His wondering cease when the intruder stops, about five yards away 
from him. Six raises the rife at where he guesses where the invisible 
adversary was, silently daring him to make a move. 

Without warning, a shape materialized in front of him, taking him 
aback, no Elite would reveal themselves, unlessa€| 

He has his helmet zoom in on the creature that was some feet away and 
was relieved to see who it is. It was Shress, he had no idea how, but 
now it had become easier for him to distinguish her from any other 
Sangheili. Her seven foot height, her combat ready stance and her 
armor covered in dents he became familiarized with marks her as his 
friend . 

He was about to lower his weapon but stops. He remembers last time 
how she attacked him on sight, was this to be any 
different ? 

Oblivious to his uncertainty, Shress gestures to him to follow her 
and turns around and walks some distance away. Six glances to the 
cave entrance once before taking a calming breath and hurries after 
her . 

They traveled only ten yards away, into a large smoky crater that was 
created from one of the plasma salvos. At first Six was reluctant to 
follow Shree into the glassed hole, the ridge and elevated landscape 
was perfect for an ambush, but shrugs it off when he reminds himself 
that if this was a trap, then Shress would be caught in the cross 
fire as well. 

He jumps in after her and landed with a crunch on the ground. Six 
tried not to blanch when he looks down at his feet and stumbles away 
in shock. There were skeletons, human skeletons, but their bones were 
now crystalize and their grinning skulls were looking everywhere, one 



in particular was turn on its side and seems to be gazing into Six's 
soul . 

The Spartan heard a sigh and looks up to see Shress looking at the 
human remains as well. 

"I was always sicken by this," she says and gestures at the bodies, 

"I always made peace with my soul by telling myself that this was the 
death of heretics, not innocent people, " she looks up to him with 
remorse in her voice, "now knowing so many died for nothing is a 
nightmare I must live with for the rest of my life." 

Sensing no danger. Six kept his rifle down and says, "It isn't your 
fault Shress, it was the Prophets, they only used you, I know you 
would never have done those things if you knew." 

She takes a shaky breath before asking, "How is it that you can trust 
me? After everything we done, after everything I have done, I would 
have thought you would have hated me." 

"I admit I did hate you Shress," Six answers causing Shress to look 
at him, "but that changed when I learned you were an honorable 
person, someone who believes in righteousness and honor." 

Seeing that she still looks uncertain. Six elaborates, "Humans have a 
saying, action speaks louder than words, your actions towards me 
proves that you are a good person who has respectable 
values . " 

Shress exhales before speaking, "Thank you Michael, you're the only 
one who seems to know how to make me feel better." 

Six nods before asking, "Is there anyone else with you? I don't feel 
comfortable leaving my team unprotected." Six's eye was still glued 
to his radar, but he was taught long ago not to put all his trust in 
machinery . 

Six was slightly shock to see Shress wave her hand in the air, a 
human gesture, "do not fear Michael, the only one with me is an old 
Ranger by the name Kova, he's my most trusted soldier and he swore to 
me that he'll stay with our ship while I conduct mya€ | business . " 

Six nods along, thinking of his own fibs he had to tell in order to 
meet with Shress. 

They dwell into silence before Six brought up the subject he knew was 
the reason why Shress was here but also the one she has been 
avoiding . 

"Shress I need to know, as will my team in due time, " elaborates Six, 
"who side are you on?" 

Shress was silent as she looks to the stars above them and refuses to 
look at Six. Was she really still trying to decide? It was a no 
brainer to Six to decide who was in the wrong here, the psychotic 
aliens who attacked them unprovoked or the humans who was already 
battle weary during the rising insurgency. 

Shress sighs as she turns to him, "Michael, you are asking me to 
betray the Covenant, the very dynasty that I have been serving and 



believing in since birth and my people, to come and help another 
species that'll probably hate me until I die, how can I make a choice 
like that?" 

Six had never thought of that scenario before but tries to reassure 
her, "True not a lot of people will be happy, but you can help turn 
the tide of an unjust war and help your people to see the truth as 
well, making you a legend." 

Shress snorts angrily, "My people will forbid me to ever return to my 
home, I can't just tell them they've been lied to for centuries, how 
would you feel if you learned that everything you have ever learn was 
a lie?" 

Before Six could reply she turns away from him, "I know Michael, even 
if I sacrifice myself for your people, no one will ever honor me, or 
even like me." 

Six sighs before walking up beside her and puts a hand on her 
shoulder, "Shress-" 

Suddenly Shress grabs his hand and shoulder throws him. Six flips in 
the air once before crashing on the ground, forcing all the air in 
his body to escape. 

He laid stun on the ground trying to suck in some oxygen while 
thinking _no wonder I'm supposed to never let my guard 
down_. 

Shress ' s face appeared over him before saying, "I'm so sorrya€ | I 
justa€ | I didn't mean toa€ | it was a reflex," she stutters, "Are you 
alright ? " 

Six waves his hand, " I ' ma€ | f ine, " he gasps as he pushes himself up, 
"now I know how you became a Zealot." 

Shress still looks worried so he says, "I was just putting my hand on 
your shoulder, sorry, sometimes I forget you're not 
human . " 

"Really?" asks an intrigue Shress. 

"Really," he replies, "that's what I was going to say, I like you 
Shress, " seeing her eyes widen he quickly adds, "as a friend, if I 
can learn to like you, a 'demon'", he says teasingly, "and focus on 
all the good you can do, then I bet you anything that you can earn 
some allies among us." 

Shress was silent, stun, before saying, "thank you MichaelaC i I 
suppose then, I will fight for you." 

Now it was Six's turn to be shock. Zealots were supposed to be the 
most frantic about the Covenant and yet he was able to turn one, no, 
to befriend one, something that he doubts anyone could do. 

He laid a hand on top of Shress ' s hand and says, "I' know this is 
hard for you Shress, but I promise you it'll be worth it and I'll do 
everything in my power to help you to get your people to see the 
truth . " 



The Sangheili looks at him before encasing his hand in hers and 
squeezes it before saying, "thank you Michael, you're one of the few 
people that I could call a friend." 

"Seriously?" ask a disbelieving Six, "I can't believe someone like 
you doesn't have a lot of friends." 

She just sighs before explaining, "Not a lot of males in the Covenant 
would like to acknowledge a female as an equal." 

"Well they should," Six said earnestly, "I certainly enjoy your 
company and happy to see you are prepared to do something no one else 
is brave enough to do, determination, keep that up and you'll have a 
lot of human admirers, everyone loves a determine woman." 

Shress shifted from foot to foot and Six realizes he actually 
embarrassed the Elite. _Well that was a first_, he thought. 

"Urn, soa€ | what is it you need information on?" Shress asks, making 
the tone serious. 

Six thought for a bit, what do they need? Ratio of Covenant troops? 

No need, it doesn't take a genius to know they were out manned and 
out gun. Plans of invasion? That won't help much since the Covenant 
mostly bombards a planet first before glassing it and they rarely 
engage in ground battles. Position of Covenant ships? That isn't 
needed, there was only one and in due time more will come. 

_Wait, that's it!_ 

"Shress, do you know how we could get on the Super Carrier?" 

Shress cocks her head to the side, "the what?" 

"The massive ship above us," Six elaborates. 

"Oh, you mean the _Long Night of Solace_. " 

"Err, right, I think that's it," replies Six, "anyway, we need to 
know how to infiltrate the ship." 

"Why?" Shress asks truly serious. 

How is she going to react. Six wonders before answering, "we're going 
to try and slip a bomb onto the ship and destroy it." 

Shress was silence as she took this in. Her first job as a spy was to 
find a way to end a thousand lives. Knowing this Six asks, "listen, 
since you're a Commander and all, maybe you can order them to abandon 
ship or something, try to empty it before we arrive." 

He knew the UNCS wouldn't be happy if they didn't kill as many 
Covenant troops as they wish, but Six was doing this to comfort his 
friend . 

Finally Shress answers, "I can do that, and I think I know of a way 
to get you on board the ship." 



><p>"What ! ? "<p> 


"Just like I said sir, it's that simple," Six answers to a sleep eyed 
Carter. They were standing outside the cave entrance and Six had just 
got done going over the plan he and Shress had pieced 
together . 

Carter rubs his eyes and asks, "Where did you get your information 
Spartan? Dream land? I never heard of an opening on top of a 
Corvette, in fact I didn't even know there was a Corvette above us. 
Who told you that? I find it hard to believe you came up with all 
this on your own." 

Six hesitates, not sure how Carter will react to his confession. He 
assured Shress when she left that he'll tell Cater about her and try 
to get her on his good side. But now that he was facing his Commander 
who looks dubious from defeat and lack of proper sleep he wasn't so 
sure how he was going to take the news. 

Noting the silence. Carter said, "Six I need to know this so I know 
that your source is reliable, I'm not about to put the lives of my 
men at risk until I know for certain that this Intel is solid." 

Six sighs, _here comes the bomb shell_. 

"I have an informant." 

Carter became stock still and silent. He remains that way before 
slowly turning his head to face Six and asks, "What?" 

Speaking more confidently now. Six repeats, "I have an informant 
sir. " 

Silence again before Carter asks, "In the Covenant?" 

"In the Covenant sir," Six says in an voice identical to his 
Commander ' s . 

Carter ran a hand through his hair and lets out a puff of air and 
asks, "How?" 

So Six began telling his story. How he met his alien friend on his 
first mission with Noble team and the lie he told of her escaping. He 
told him of when they met again at Sword Base and how it ended up 
with them making appointments to meet each other again which lasted 
for nearly a month. He recaps of running into Shress again during the 
battle and how he won her support and was able to persuade her to 
change sides. Finally he shamefully admits that he had left his post 
early that morning and had come up with this mad scheme with Shress; 
the first Intel she had traded with him. 

There was an unnerving silence as Carter took the information 
in . 

Finally he asks, "Do you trust her?" 

"With my life, " Six was just as startle as Carter when the unexpected 
words left his mouth. 

Again came the silence until Carter speaks again, "You're telling me 



that I have to risk the lives of my team by having them follow a plan 
that was made by a Covenant Commander who I might remind you is one 
of our targets." 

"Yes sir," Six says, "I helped make this plan and gaining information 
from an officer has its value as you well know." 

Carter was silent before plainly saying, "You do know you broke a lot 
of regulations by doing this, enough to earn you life imprisonment, 
don't you?" 

Six lets out a held breath, "Yes sir," he confirms. 

"I have every right to arrest you and throw you in the brig right 
now," Carter continues. 

Six only nods before looking at the ground, expecting 
this . 

"However, " the Spartan Commander states, "we are short in brigs at 
the moment, " the casual tone of voice causes Six to look up, "and 
since we may very well be facing the end of humanity, I don't think 
it matters whether we are fighting beside innocent or guilty men, " 
the words caused shame to blossom in Six's chest, "so until this is 
all over, you are still a part of Noble Team anda€ i I ' 11 give this 
plan to Command and see if they agree with your mission." 

For a moment Six was stun before gratefully replying, "Sir, thank you 
sir. " 

"But know this Six," Carter says in a grim voice, "If you withhold 
critical information like this again or lie to me again, I will not 
hesitate to hand you to the mercy of the UNSC, even if it means your 
court martial, understood?" 

Six lowers his head and murmurs, "perfectly sir." 

Carter nods before getting up, "with this new plan it is most likely 
Holland will say yes, " he cease talking, waiting until Six raises his 
gaze before finishing, "wake the team and get them combat ready and 
pick your co-pilot." 

"Yes sir," Six says before turning and walks into the cave. He pauses 
before entering and casts his gaze upwards into space. Unsure why. 

Six simply whispers, "Shress you better be out of there soon, " before 
heading inside the cave and woke up the rest of the Spartans. 

After a few minutes of grumbling, cursing and eating MREs, Carter 
walks in, helmet on and rifle in hand, and simply says, "Missions a 
go people, get some chow in you and get ready to go, we're about to 
initiate Operation Uppercut." 

**Just to let you know, the next chapter will be a long one so it may 
take me a while to upload it, again thanks for reading and I hope 
you're enjoying it.** 


10. Shattered Space 


**Shattered Space** 



**Sorry for the delay, but I was right; this was the longest chapter 
I've ever written, anyway, enjoy.** 

* *Six POV** 

Strange birds call out to one another like the gulls of Earth as they 
flew in flocks along the coastline. Foamy water crashes onto the 
rocky beach with a vengeance as gravity pushes it harder than it has 
in the past. The sky was tinted blue with rolling white clouds spaced 
out across the heavens; the scene would have been lovely if it wasn't 
for the attacking aliens. 

Six watches as the human base on the shore line of Farkas Lake takes 
a beating as a low flying space crafts assaulted the fortress 
designed to hold of an attack by human insurgents, not alien 
invaders. Plasma rounds, mortars and torpedoes slam into the 
stronghold as the human defenders rush to either hold off the 
Covenant forces or to purge the base of any "classified" 
material . 

Six was starting to regret coming up with the crazy idea that the 
team was now following, but it was too late to change his mind, the 
plan was already in motion, the Saber squadron was already assembled 
within the facility and now all they needed is their fourth member to 
join them. 

Jorge was sitting next to Six, as the Falcon gets closer to their 
objective, the large Spartan leans close to Six and asks, "are you 
sure ? " 


Six turns to Jorge and nods. He had chosen Jorge to be his co-pilot 

for three main reasons. One, he knew how to properly use a computer, 

something Emile somehow by passed during training. Two, they were 
going to hijack a vessel, so he needed someone who was good in close 
quarter fighting. Three, he was reliable, not that no one else is 
reliable in Noble team, but secretly Jorge was the closest thing Six 
had to a best friend and he needed some reassurance. 

Six couldn't retain a snort, he already has a friend up in space, the 

question was how would the rest of the team, no, how would the rest 

of humanity react to it. 

Before boarding the helicopters Carter pulled Six to the side and 
sternly told him to not tell anyone else of Shress's existence. Until 
they know for sure her alliance with the UNSC is stone solid, they 
decided not to inform the admirals of Earth until this operation is 
complete, if everything Shress said was true and if she empties the 
ship of most combatants, than Carter will start to _consider_ 
trusting her. 

Six glances upward as if he could see the ship, _The Long Night of 
Solace_ as Shress had called it. She said she was riding on the 
Corvette they were going to take over, but that doesn't mean she 
won't be in the line of fire. Holland told them they will be given a 
Frigate to help soften the resistance, so she might get hit in the 
cross fire, or worse, a boarding party member may gun her down before 
he could tell them to stand down. 


At this he glances at Jorge. His home is under attack and though he 



doesn't say it, he shows it through his body language that he found 
this unacceptable and is willing to kill every Covenant on sight. 
Hopefully Six could stop him before they come upon Shress. He had 
tried to convince Carter to let him tell Jorge about Shress but 
Carter refused, only if it was "absolutely necessary" can Six tell 
Jorge about his other worldly friend. 

"We are touch down in three, two, one, " as the pilot counts down, the 
Falcon sweeps in low to the ground, allowing the Spartans to jump off 
and fan out as the helicopter took off again. Six, Jorge, Kat and 
Carter checks their sectors before falling back into formation. 

Once it was deemed safe. Carter got on his comms, "Jun, 
statues . " 

"Emile and I are on station, " Jun replied, "want us to come down? 
Emile is getting twitchy up here." 

"Negative, " answers Carter, "provide air support but do not engage, 
you're our only ride out of here." 

"Confirm Commander, will stay on station, over, " Jun says before 
ending transmission. 

Jorge lumbers forward and nods to the base, "Bit of a walk to the 
launch facility." 

"Any closer would be too hot," Carter explains. 

"Copy that Commander," Kat says. 

"Alright, let's move it Noble," Carter orders, gesturing Jorge to 
take the lead. He and Kat sprinted forward. Six was about to follow 
when Carter puts a hand on his shoulder and whispers, "I hope your 
"Informant," he stresses, "is reliable, I'm risking my team by 
following this plan." 

Six nods back, "Its ok Carter, I'll watch his back." 

Carter continues to stare at him before asking, "And this 
Shress ? " 

Six hesitates, "Well she trusts me, and so I suppose she'll watch out 
for Jorge as well, but if things go as plan, she should be off the 
ship along with most of the crew." 

Carter didn't nod nor shake his head, he just steps back and says, "I 
hope your right Six, " before turning and sprinting after Noble Team. 
Six silently sighs under his breath, "me too, " before taking off 
after his CO. 

They ran alongside the coastline, their heavy alloy exteriors causes 
them to sink into the wet sand, but other than that nothing got in 
their way. As they approach the Spartans soon saw that the defenders 
of the base were on the wrong side of a losing fight. Dark plumes of 
smoke rose to the skies along with the death toll no doubt. The base 
was already full of holes and judging by the crisscrossing bolts of 
energy that shot out of them, it seems ground troops are engaging in 
close quarters combat. 



They were less than a hundred yards away when they heard a strange 
squeal fill the air. Noble Team looks up just in time to see the 
first pod drop. It landed directly in front of them before the main 
hatch pops open, allowing an Elite Ranger to jump out. They divided 
and seek cover behind boulders stretch out across the beach before 
the alien began firing. 

The plasma bolt ate away at the rocks that provided the team 
protection while additional pods crash inland. Four more Elites were 
on the beach, this time there are regular soldiers, and one pod 
brought along five Grunts. 

It was a pitiful excuse of a fight. Noble team focused their fire on 
the Ranger until it dropped. Seeing their leader fall caused the 
Grunts to panic, forcing the Elites to break ranks in an attempt to 
restore order, but all they did just made themselves easier targets. 
Barley five minutes passes before corpses littered the seashore and 
Noble was once again moving. 

The Eastern entrance defenses were battered to a pulp. Burning 
Warthogs and overturn Wraiths marks the spot of a major engagement. 
Bodies, both human and Covenant were cast around the area like broken 
toys. As Noble ran forward. Six couldn't help but notice the light 
crunching noise of glass as they ran towards the door. Position in 
front of the entrance way was a mountain of sandbags and other 
wreckage hastily piled in a futile attempt to keep any outsider out. 
The Spartans easily jumps over the obstacle, with the exception of 
Jorge who had to first throw his gun over before jumping 
himself . 

Carter got on comms once more, "Noble to Launch Base, we are directly 
outside the Eastern Entrance, open up." 

It wasn't long before the doors open to reveal two weary face 
Marines. Their eyes were wide, armor coated in gore and their limbs 
refused to stop shaking, these soldiers weren't far off from shell 
shock . 

Behind the soldiers was an equally battle endured Staff Sergeant, but 
her hard looks suggest she was the most levelheaded of the group at 
the moment as she shouts behind her, "Spartans coming in, watch your 
f ire ! " 

Gracefully, the Spartans enters and reduces their sprint to a steady 
trot. The hallway they were in was evidence that the enemy was inside 
as well as outside. Panels were torn open, pipes were loose and hiss 
out vapor as they pass by and though there was no broken forms 
scatter about, the walls were splattered with a multiple number of 
bloods, ranging from dark red, lime green, and bright purple. Six 
couldn't help but wonder how many soldiers died here. 

They reach a pressure door that was supposed to lead to the command 
center, but when they pass through to the other side, there was 
nothing but wreckage. The roof partially caved in and buried most of 
the room while another gaping hole revealed the open court yard 
outside that was, at the moment, full of Covenant troops and Wraith 
tanks. The only personnel in the room are a handful of Marines who 
were playing sharp shooter through the gap in the hole. One of them, 
a Sergeant Major, was helping a wounded man to safety; it wasn't long 
until after making their observation did Noble realizes he's the 



highest ranking soldier present. 


Carter walks over to the Marine and asks, "Where's Commander 
Kelvin? " 

The Marine seems unfazed to be speaking with a Spartan, he just gave 
Carter a sad glance and said, "He's over there," referring to the 
pile of wreckage behind him. 

Carter didn't miss a beat, "where's the launch pad?" 

The Sergeant jerks his head to his left, "through those doors, we've 
mostly cleared the halls of CovenantaC | most ly . " 

Carter nods and says, "Once the Sabers are clear, pull your people 
back and withdrawal to check point Gamma, transport will be waiting 
for you and your team." 

The Sergeant lets out a heavy sigh, "another retreat sir?" 

"This will be the last one," reassures the Spartan. 

The Sergeant turns and walks away, but calls over his shoulder, 

"heard that one before." 

Carter didn't comment, he turns to his team and says, "Alright, let's 
move it people." 

The Spartan moves down the indicated hallway, passing more and more 
signs of bloody warfare. On the wall Six saw a sign indicating the 
launch center wasn't too far away. 

Suddenly a side door open and a human Marine was thrown through it. 
His scream was cut short when he hit the opposite wall with a 
sickening crunch before falling limp to the floor. Following the 
flying Marine was an Elite regular, its blue armor slightly tinted 
red with human blood. 

It turns at the sound of pounding feet and lets out a roar. Kat was 
the closest to the alien, who seem to have thought her small demeanor 
marks her as a weak target. Big mistake. The Elite made to smack Kat 
with it's oversized hand but Kat duck and ran forward. She kicked the 
alien's out bent knee, causing a loud crack that made the leg twist 
in an unnatural position. The alien went down, howling in pain, Kat 
ended its suffering by pushing the muzzle of her Magnum under it's 
helmet and pulls the trigger. The alien was drop in less than a 
minute. _Maybe the exaggeration that Spartans were demons weren't so 
farfetched^.. Six thought. 

The Spartans ran deeper into the facility until they reached the 
control room. The technical marvel would have shock just about 
anybody, the high tech computers, the advance systems, and the mere 
futuristic appearance was breath taking. It was ruin by the bodies, 
white coat scientists and battle grimed Marines were spaced out on 
the floor, across the consoles or slump in their chairs. 

This would have driven anyone mad, but the trained Spartans march by 
the carcasses as if they weren't there. Kat got on the main computer 
and started typing in five hundred words and numbers per minute. The 
rest of Noble locks down the room, mostly checking all the shadows 



and locking the door. To keep himself busy. Six began to police the 
bodies for any critical data or in the case of the Marines, taking 
their dog tags. 

He pauses and guiltily takes a shot gun from a deceased soldier. He 
was train to use any and all available equipment to his use, but he 
felt uncomfortable taking things from the dead, even if he doesn't 
need it anymore. 

"Got it," Kat says mildly. 

The blast shields that was covering ceiling to floor windows open to 
reveal the Saber. The Saber was the first space plane and only one of 
its kind; smaller than a Long Sword but more effective than a Short 
sword as well. It sported three thruster rockets, a maneuverable 
shape, multiple missile pods and a thirty mm Gatling gun. Most space 
craft are mostly design for air-to-ground engagements, but after the 
first encounter with the Covenant, ONI had begun investing and 
creating ship-to-ship attack planes, a new era of space warfare. 

It was with the greatest of luck that ONI first constructed the Saber 
prototype on Onyx, the training facility of the Spartan Ills. 
Lieutenant Ambrose realized he had the opportunity of creating the 
ultimate lone wolf since he had all the equipment and the advance 
technology to hone the soldier into a one man army. Six remembers the 
excruciating training and the brutal mental mathematics he had to 
perform to learn how to pilot the thing. Even now, years later. Six 
glares at the contraption remembering the intense work he had to put 
into the effort to fly. 

"Checking circuitry, " Kat reports as she continues to type, 
"anda€|done, ship is prep all systems go." 

"Jorge and Six, get on that Saber and get going, " Carter 
orders . 

"What about you and Kat?" Jorge asks. 

"We'll exfil on Jun and Emile's Falcon while providing support for 
the Marines while they fall back, now get going you, " Carter 
said . 

"Come on, let's move Six," Jorge says with sudden determination 
before turning and starts jogging to the door that led to the Saber. 
Six quickly slings his new shotgun onto his back and follows. 

The door to the launch area opens to reveal an Elite, but before 
either of the Spartans could fire, the alien fell forward and landed 
in a heap in front of them, fresh bullet holes were visible on its 
back . 

Glad not to be delayed, the Spartans runs forward. Along the railing 
that led to the Saber, Marines stood at full attention, giving the 
Spartans a salute which was against protocol; never salute in combat, 
you're just make your CO easier to locate and assassinate. Six just 
ignore them, they were probably caught up in the moment, a valiant 
last stand, two heroes about to fly off on a suicide mission and the 
prospect of their world being saved must have been enough to get the 
Marines to act as if this was a big movie. _Everyone here must be 
turning into a nut case_. 



Finally they reach the ship. The thing Six didn't like about the ship 
was the vertical insertion. The Saber were well known for being able 
to launch into space without the need of being cargo on a shuttle 
ship. This remarkable and evolutional idea however didn't suit Six 
nor his near ton partner. Using their upper body strength, the 
Spartans lifted themselves into the cockpit . There was barely enough 
room for them, the ship was design to carry average sized pilots 
wearing coveralls, not six foot Spartans in their MJONIR armor. 

Once inside. Six places his weapons under his seat, partially jamming 
them into the confide space. Jorge however was force to leave his 
machine gun behind and had to hope that Anchor Nine can provide him 
with a replacement. 

Once he was buckle in. Six starts to twist knobs and press buttons, 
feeling instinct take over. The years of repetitive practice finally 
paying off. 

"Prepare to do a system check," Six says to Jorge. 

The co-pilot pauses before asking, "Didn't Kat already do 
that ? " 

"Yeah, but I don't trust machines," says Six, "its also basic 
protocol to do one last manual check before taking flight in any and 
all aircraft, and besides, this will get you familiarized with the 
equipment you are going to use." 

"Alright then Six, what do I do?" 

"Switch on the console, first flick all the switches on your left, 
twist the blue knob in the upper left hand corner of your screen and 
connect the system to your HUD so it'll be easier for you to keep 
track of things," Six instructs. 

He listens as Jorge performs the following actions and heard him 
mutter, "Whatever happened to the simple on-and-off switch?" 

Once Six saw the console begin to glow he continues in giving 
instructions, "check the manifest data and tell me our 
load. " 

"Missile pods; full," Jorge reports, "Gatling gun; full, rocket fuel; 
full on all engines, shields; is one hundred percent charge, and the 
radar is fully functional as well." 

Six nods and says, "I'm going to test our engines; they won't ignite, 
but tell me if the images of the rockets are highlighted as I check 
them . " 

"Roger" was Jorge's answer as he focuses on the screen in front of 
him. 

Six presses on the buttons and pulls on the stick in front of 
him . 

After a few minutes of repeating the process Jorge says, "All rockets 
are ready to go." 



"Ok, all systems are check and I suppose we'll just have to test the 
weapons once we leave the atmosphere, ready?" asks Six. 

"No, but let's do it," Jorge said. 

Six taps in more commands into the dashboard in front of him and 
uploaded the controls to his HUD as he speaks into his radio, "This 
is Saber 2-4 reporting in, over." 

"About time 2-4" says a voice with a local dialect, "all Sabers 
prepare to launch, in T minus twenty seconds." 

Six starts flipping switches and taking off the safeties to the 
booster rockets that were strap to the side of their ship. After 
flipping the last button, alarms begins to flare and the railing that 
attaches itself to the ship begins to slowly move away. Energy levels 
within the Saber's rockets begin to build as well as the countdown 
continues . 

"Launch in T minus five, " counts the voice of the Saber squad leader, 
"four, three two, one, launch." 

The entire world seems to shake as the booster rockets sparks to life 
and begins blowing out thick white smoke. It felt like the ship was 
going to shake itself apart, but instead of crumbling to the ground, 
the ship began to ascend into the sky. Throughout the facility, three 
more Sabers were taking to the air as well, all billowing white smoke 
as they blow upwards like a corks from a champagne bottle. The four 
space craft's soon became small dots as they head to the blackness of 
the cosmos. 

Despite the dire situation. Six couldn't help but feel excited, he 
quite enjoys launches, from the heart stomping actions to the 
changing scenery of blue sky into dark space was quite interesting. 

He couldn't help but challenge himself to keep his eyes open against 
the G force pushing him into the cushions of his seat. He could hear 
Jorge slightly moving, probably uncomfortable by the sudden and 
violent movement, this take off was quite different from a regular 
shuttle or space elevator lift off. 

The atmosphere tries its hardest to keep the Spartans lock on the 
planet by burning the area around the cockpit . Bright orange flames 
seem to originate from the ship as they hurl to the stars. Finally, 
they pass the point of no return and the flames died as they left the 
skies of Reach and enters the universe. 

No sooner did they pass this point, the rockets stop blowing and the 
Saber begins to float, suspended in the eerie blackness. The rockets 
begin to break away from the Saber, stripping the ship bear until it 
looks as if it has drop thrice its body size. 

_Such a waste_. Six thought as he watches the booster rockets drift 
away, he had once read somewhere that this was how the first shuttles 
were able to get into space, _I wonder if that's why there's so much 
junk flying around Earth_, Six wonders. 

"Activating primary thrusters now, " Six reports unnecessarily as the 
ship begins moving forward. The other three attack space crafts 
already lost their rockets and flew in a formation. It's been a while 
since Six has last flew a Saber and now he struggles to remain in 



perfect formation. 


"Large structure at our twelve o'clock," says Jorge, "I think it's 
Anchor Nine." 

Sure enough, a large ship appears in the debris field, revealing 
itself to be a massive space station. It was nearly the size of a 
skyscraper, and the enormous Frigate currently dock within it proves 
that fact. Anchor Nine looks just that, like an anchor, three 
shielded openings marks the landing strips for small crafts. Hundreds 
of mechanical arms protruded from its exterior as it tends to the 
needs of any and all ships, most of them are deactivated, and the 
only ones that are moving are currently tending to the needs of the 
Frigate . 

"Anchor Nine, this is Saber one-four, is the package ready, over?" 
asks the squad leader. 

"Not yet one-four, " another voice answers, "give us a few minutes and 
we shouldaC i hang onea€ | Sabers we have slip space disruptors, it's the 
Covenant ! " 

As if on cue, there was a small bang and coming right at them are a 
dozen space Seraph fighters. 

Six preps the ship for combat, "guess now's a good time to test the 
weapon's system." 

**Shress POV** 

Shress watches as the Phantoms, Spirits and Banshees left the ship 
and travels to the surface of the human world, still unable to 
believe she was able to get them to leave. 

At first the Shipmasters of the _Ardent Prayer_ and _The Long Night 
of Solace_, were against her the moment she voices her proposal. They 
wanted everything to go smoothly with the arrival of the Prophet of 
Mercy and so thought that the presence of a large crowd would please 
him. Though they did not voice it, Shress knew they also didn't want 
to be taking, or even consider listening, to the idea of a 
female . 

It took all of Shress ' s self-control not to roar in the Shipmaster's 
faces, instead she patiently went through the reasons she has 
invented why the troops should be sent to the surface. She states 
what could be more glorious in welcoming a Prophet other than a 
victory against the humans? The show of their might may interest the 
Prophet of Mercy who may bestow honor among the fleet for their 
accomplishment. Furthermore there's no doubt once the Prophet arrives 
he will wish to begin working on the Navigator which Shress points 
out was still in human territory and suggests to use the ground 
troops to take the location. At first both fleet leaders were 
planning of glassing the site clean of the human presence until She 
points out that they may accidently damage the Forerunner artifact 
and may be executed for their actions. Regretfully the Shipmasters 
acknowledge her claims and allow her to deport her soldiers from the 
Corvette . 

Her small army followed her command for departure but they grumble 
among themselves, muttering about leaving the safety of the ship to 



fight in a battle that could easily be won without their help. 

_And to think I'm doing you a favor_, she thought as a group of 
Sangheilis walks by, cursing the human world for the tough ground 
they'll have to sleep on that night. They won't realize how lucky 
they are leaving a doomed ship until after it's destroyed. 

_That is if the humans succeed_, Shress silently ponders to herself. 
She has never seen a space battle where the humans are the victors, 
what chance could they have now? 

_Well they have Michael__, she reasons and then pauses at the thought. 
_What did that mean_? 

Now that she wonders about it, she has been thinking about Michael a 
lot lately. She longs for his presence, he was the only one that 
comforts and bestows confidence upon her, the only one that does so 
willingly and not just because of her rank. She wishes to speak to 
him, to rid her mind of worries just for a bit; to ask of the 
abnormality of the human life and how being a demon made him 
different from other humans. She wants to look at his face, an alien 
that wishes not to kill her, a strange appearance that has caught her 
attention more effectively than that of any other human, or Sangheili 
for that matter. 

She also wants to feel his warm and reassuring hand touching hers and 
now, after getting over the initial shock, she enjoyed having him rest 
a hand on her shoulder. It just felt soa€ | soa€ | alien. Four long 
clawed fingers, that was the hand of a Sangheili, the only hand that 
has ever touch her skin, the smaller and five digit hand of a human 
though was quite different. Especially with the lack of distance 
between the two's bodies, normally by Sangheili standards to touch a 
female would mean the male wanted to court her, but the way Michael 
does it suggests that this was not the case with humans. Her 
observations of humans touching each other proves that point, she 
remembers watching human soldiers as they casually grab and slap each 
other's hands, backs or other sorts of places, which suggest their 
emotions aren't so reserved either. 

_I wonder how Michael sees me_, she next muses over, _am I really as 
different from my brethren as he says I am? Does he see me as an 

alien? After all he did admit he forgets I am different from him, did 

he really mean that? I wonder if he's just interested in my figure 

like the other males I have come to know._ 

Suddenly her thinking cease and she felt herself froze after that 
last thought. Did she really just think that? Why, oh why did she 
think something as stupid as that? _He ' s a friend_, she told herself, 
_he ' s also a human, there's no way he could ever think of me in that 
way and even if he did it just wouldn't work out, especially now, at 
the rate of risks I'm taking at the moment, it wouldn't be so 
surprising if I end up dead in the coming week. _ 

"Commander," a voice growls at her. 

Shress wasn't surprise when she turns from the loading docks and 
faces Din jit. He kept his gaze down and his whole body was rigid. She 
moans within herself, _how long until this fool gets all his anger 
out ? 



Despite the irritation inside of her, she spoke in a tolerant voice, 
"yes Dinjit?" 

"All the soldiers are on board, we are awaiting you to join us, " he 
rasps . 

Shress nods before picking up her bag at her feet, "very well Dinjit, 
let us depart before-" 

"Commander, " another voice calls out, when she turns to face the new 
speaker behind her, both she and Dinjit bows their head when they saw 
the golden armor of the _Ardent Prayer' s_ Shipmaster. 

"Yes sir?" She asks. 

"The Prophet of Regret will be here soon, as such he wishes to see 
you, so I suggest you put someone in command of your legion while you 
wait for his arrival here on the _Ardent Prayer_, " explains the 
Shipmaster . 

Shress felt the air leave her lungs as she repeats the words she has 
heard in her mind. _The Prophet of Regret wants to see me? Why? Is it 
true he can see into the future? Is it possible that he saw me 
betraying the Covenant?_ 

As suddenly as they came she shook these thoughts from her mind. _The 
Prophets are liars, and with them in their chairs, she doubts they 
have any power at all, now that she thinks about it, if the Prophets 
are so powerful then why do they not heal themselves so that they may 
walk?_ Still, they are the strong leaders of the Covenant and her 
people will not hesitate to follow their orders. 

She takes a shaky breath and says, "very well, thank you Shipmaster, " 
she says, not daring to look up for fear the shipmaster will see the 
raging battle of emotions within through her eyes. 

The Shipmaster only grunts before walking away. Shress puts her bag 
down and turns to Dinjit, "Ranger, I want you to lead the legion 
while I wait for the Prophet's arrival." 

She expected Dinjit to look happy at the short term promotion, 
instead he sneers, "Me? Not Kova?" 

Shress turns to Dinjit and lets out an angry growl. _So that's what 
this is about_, she bitterly thought. _How dare he_! ? Kova is a mated 
male, she would never do something as disrespectful as to try and 
steal him from his mate. 

"Dinjit, " she says in a deadly toneless voice that causes the Ranger 
to step back slightly, "I am a Zealot, a Zealot, if you accuse me or 
even suggest that I perform unclean acts with my own soldiers again, 

I will personal rip your heart out and force you to eat it!" she 
suddenly roars to get his full attention, "understand?" she asks in a 
calmer tone now. 

Dinjit 's mandibles were slightly agape as he took her fury, but he 
bows his head, "Yes Zealot Vdamee, please forgive me, Dinjit Darbee, 
for my disrespectfulness." 


The use of the formal apology didn't move Shress, she just shocked 



the Ranger, and she doubts his apology was sincere. 

"JustaCigo and keep my soldiers under control," she says. 

Dinjit nods before walking to the Phantoms and starts to bark 
orders . 

With that matter settled, Shress sighs and silently prays that the 
human attack would be successful, even if it means her death. At the 
moment she rather be anywhere else in the galaxy than to be in the 
presence of a prophet. 

* *Six POV** 

"Come on! Hold still!" Six mutters. 

His Saber flew after a pesky Seraph fighter that kept evading his 
attacks. If it wasn't for its purple exterior and the trail of blue 
energy it left behind, he was sure he would have lost it. The Seraph 
flew through debris fields and cutting close to Anchor Nine's hull, 
its petite body making tight turns that threaten to overbear the 
Saber. Once it made a sharp turn and fired its weapons, nearly 
hitting the Spartans ship. Raw determination fills Six as he press 
downs on the thrusts and closes in on the target. 

"Gatling gun?" he asks his co-pilot. 

"Spinning hot," was Jorge's reply. 

Six pulls the trigger and watches as bright yellow light suddenly 
flashes on the nose of his craft as the bullets flew at the Covenant 
fighter. The shields glows a bright blue, then purple, then red, 
trying not to lose its protection. Finally the shields fades away, 
leaving the ship vulnerable. 

Six has made the mistake of trying to destroy he ship with the gun 
during their last encounter, not wanting to risk it escaping again, 
he calls out "Missile pods?" 

"Armed and ready." 

"Firing, " Six warns before releasing the pay load. 

Four red dots blasts from the openings on either side of the cockpit 
before the casing releases the armed missiles within and bright 
yellow replaces the red dots as the ordinance flew to their target. 
The Seraph desperately tries to get away, but it was too late, the 
missiles slam into the ship. It flips in circles after the first two 
hits before the third and fourth finishes it off, causing the ship to 
disappear in a ball of flames. The bright blue light broke the 
blackness for a bit before it fades away and the crispy remains of 
the alien craft floats away to join the rest of the trash floating in 
space . 

Satisfied that the threat was neutralized. Six spins the ship around 
and heads back to Anchor Nine, preparing for another engagement. 
However once he got there, Jorge reports, "radar says area is 
clean . " 


The lack of shooting and the floating destroyed Covenant space ships 



confirms that fact. The Saber squadron fell back into formation as 
they received a transmission from Anchor Nine. 


"Spartans, space is clear, you are now authorized to link with the 
station, over," says a voice. 

"About time, " Six says and directs their Saber to head to the space 
station. As they approach the station, both Spartans couldn't help 
but marvel at the massive command center. _It ' s a floating glorified 
garage, _Six thought to himself. 

They dock outside the third entrance of the station, long metallic 
arms reaches out and held their craft in place. 

"Spartans, to your left is the Slip Space drive, we already modified 
it and attached a detonator to it, it is now a fully prime bomb, " the 
voice says again. 

Both Spartans turn and saw at the first opening a pelican, with a 
massive piece of machinery sticking out of the rear of the Pelican, 
yet despite this, a large chuck of it was sticking out. People, 
technicians Six guesses, floats around the craft doing final check 
ups . 

Six turns to Jorge, "You ready?" 

The bomb needed an escort, one by air and one by ground. Six was 
flying since he was the only one who knew how and Jorge will be with 
the ground security detail. Until they arrive at the Corvette and 
powers down its defenses, they're splitting the Spartans up so if one 
should fall, the other will ensure the success of the mission. 

Jorge sighs but says, "let's do this." 

Six nods, completely understanding what Jorge meant, and open the 
hatch. Oxygen was vented out of the ship, but their MJOLNIR armor 
kept them breathing. 

Six watches with uncertainty as Jorge floats out of his seat, grabs 
the side of the ship, and pushes himself forward, causing the Saber 
to rock as Six watches his friend fly across the blackness known as 
space before throwing switches again. The cockpit closes once more 
and the robotic limbs releases their hold on the ship. He backs away 
before flying off a bit, keeping a careful eye on Jorge, if he misses 
the Pelican, then it was up to Six to fish him out of space and bring 
him back to try again. 

Jorge was still soaring through space, awing Six slightly as he 
watches the giant fly as if he was meant to. Sudden bright lights 
caught Six's attention, for a moment he thought it was another 
Covenant space attack, but with horror, he realizes the bright 
flashes was coming from Reach. Giant explosions are blossoming all 
over the surface, fire consumes the planet and Six felt his gut 
wrench, thinking of the thousands of people on the ground. 

"Dot," he calls the AI, "what's happening?" 

"Large scale Covenant bombardments are taking place, " replies the 
smooth robotic voice. 



"No joke?" asks Jorge, now half way to his target, "how bad are we 
hit?" 

"Billions of casualties, mostly civilians, the cities of Manassas and 
Quezon has been completely destroyed, " Six tries not to think badly 
of Dot as she tells them the body count so ordinarily as if she was 
telling them the weather, "military casualties are peeking into the 
thousandsa€ | I am sorry Noble Five, but Sword Base has been destroyed, 
the whereabouts of Doctor Halsey is unknown." 

Six didn't know how to feel about that last part. He was devastated 
by the number of people dying, yet out of all them he was finding it 
hard to find pity for Halsey. The woman has been causing him grief 
ever since he first arrived, toying with him, disrespecting him, 
spying on him and trying to throw him in the brig multiple times 
didn't cause his heart to stir instantly for the doctor. 

"Noble Five?" Dot's question brought Six out of his thinking and he 
quickly looks to see where Jorge was. He safely made it to the 
Pelican, grabbing onto its side to catch himself, he seems alright, 
but Six thought he heard him say, "good bye ma'am." 

Now Six felt sympathy, Halsey was the closest thing the Spartan II 's 
had to a mother, and she was gone. Before he could say anything to 
comfort his big friend, the radio crackles to life once more, "Noble 
Six are you there?" 

Identifying the voice as that of colonel Holland, Six answers, "Go 
ahead sir . " 

"I'm guessing you can see our situation from way up there" the 
Colonel says, "the situation just became dire, I hope that idea of 
yours will work." 

"Sir, it will, " Six says, more to reassure himself then the 
officer . 

"Understood Spartan, the UNSC Savannah is the one that donated its 
drive to your cause, so it will be accompanying you to lend you all 
the support it can." 

Six glances at the said frigate, which was now bringing up the rear 
as the Saber team led the way to face the Covenant threat. He watches 
as Jorge's Pelican made it on board the shuttle before speaking, 
"Don't worry Colonel, we'll get it done." 

**Shress POV** 

Shress tries not to appear too anxious so she wouldn't cause 
suspicion to rise, but how can she not look nervous when the leader 
of the Covenant, the holy government that Shress is helping to 
betray, is coming, wanting to speak to her, and the fact that she was 
on a ship marked to be obliterated wasn't very comforting at 
all. 

She tries to make herself appear as if she was sleeping on the chair 
she occupies, but she didn't know if the rouse was working. All 
around her, the deck crew of the _Ardent Prayer_ was going this way 
and that, trying to position the Corvette directly over highly 
populated human centers. Shress shudders with the ship as she thought 



of the millions of innocent people dying at that very moment. 

_How calm they are walking around, unknowingly killing, murdering, 
for no apparent reason_, Shress sickly thought as she watches the 
crew walk to their consoles and perform their duties. The Shipmaster 
meanwhile stood in the middle of the activities and watches the 
genocide below his feet, looking slightly bored. 

Shress wanted nothing more than to leave the deck, but to do so would 
be rude, even if she said she was tired, that would not excuse her. 
The Prophet will be here soon, the humans need to hurry up with their 
assault before he- 

"Shipmaster, " one of the Sangheilis at a console shouts, "a human 
attack force is approaching sir." 

Shress almost let out a sigh of relief until the Sangheili spoke 
again, "it's just one ship and it's smaller than the _Ardent 
Prayer_. " 

Shress could just feel her heart sinking at those words. 

The Shipmaster just snorts, whether in disgust or amusement she 
couldn't tell, "That's no trouble," he says, "The patrols can handle 
this ship on their own." 

With that, the bridge crew returns to work, as if the arrival of the 
humans were nothing more than a bug crawling on their foot. 

Shress sighs and huddles on her chair again and closes her eyes to 
hide the pain from her fellow comrades. Was Michael on that ship? Was 
he about to be killed; is there anything she could do to help? No, 
she couldn't, she was only train to fight in combat, not to pilot a 
space craft, she can't even activate some of the defensive weapons 
and use them to destroy the Covenants own ships, even if she did know 
she would be killed on the spot for helping the enemy. 

For five agonizing units, Shress sat in the chair pretending to doze 
while her whole body tingles with worry and guilt, thinking that her 
friend was going to be killed for sure. Suddenly the same crew worker 
shouts, "Shipmaster! The humans! They, they destroyed all the ships 
in the patrol ! " 

Every Sangheili eyes widen at these words, never before have they 
heard of a human ship destroying an entire patrol of Seraphs. She 
wonders if the demons had something to do with it. 

"All of them?" ask the shipmaster as he grips the rail guard around 
his podium and thought for a bit before commanding, "get the _Ardent 
Prayer_ into an attack position and prepare to fire upon the 
ship . " 

"Shipmaster, " calls another engineer, "small human vessels are 
approaching . " 

The shipmaster simply orders, "activate the forward defensive 
systems, that should destroy them." 

"But sir, " the same engineer shouts again, "they, they already landed 
on the _Ardent Prayer_. " 



"What!" thunders the shipmaster, "how, I thought the hanger doors are 
shielded ! " 

"They are, but the humans landed on a blind spot on top of the 
Corvette, they might already be inside the ship." 

Seeing an opportunity to leave the deck, Shress rises and asks, 
"Shipmaster, permission to find the humans and eliminate them?" 

The shipmaster just nods and says, "Yes, go and find the heretics and 
kill them, kill them all!" 

_Not likely_, Shress thought as she turns and leaves the deck. 

* *Six POV** 

The Ranger barley climbed on the roof of the Corvette when Six jumped 
him. He wasn't well suited for EVA combat, but he was able to take 
the alien down none of the less. A quick thrust with his knife causes 
the blade to sink within the shields and deactivated them. He then 
twisted and yanks the knife out. Six was slightly disturbed as he 
watch the alien twist in circles as it slowly ran out of air. Soon, 
the still body begins to float away, nothing more than an empty shell 
now . 

He brings his attention back to the task that was at hand now. The 
Saber squad stood around him, all nervous. They've been trained for 
air combat, not close quarters fighting; this would be their first 
time shooting for some of them. The black suited pilots looked like 
ODSTs, but their quivering movement gave away they knew nothing of 
the bravery that propelled the Marines into danger willingly. 

Six could only hope that the six men attack team he was leading 
wouldn't lose their heads, he had enough problems to worry about 
rather than to watch and make sure these men won't get into any 
trouble . 

"Alright, let's do this people," he says before descending through 
the large hole in the roof. The interior of the ship was strange with 
its smooth curves and the pulsing walls of energy, almost as if it 
was a living organic. There were multiple levels in the room he found 
himself in, he had no idea what the place's purpose was, but before 
he could think more of that matter, he shouted, "contacts!" warning 
the pilots of the three suit encased Elites. 

The battle wasn't a disgraceful one, but a small one which the 
Spartan was grateful for, they didn't have much time left now. With 
the bodies of the Elites floating around in zero G, the humans moved 
forward and enter a corridor. Once the door closes behind them, air 
and gravity returns, keeping the soldiers feet planted firmly on the 
floor . 

"Captain, this is Noble Six, " the Spartan spoke into his radio, "we 
are on board and are now on our way to the hanger, over." 

"Good job Noble," despite the praise, the captain's voice was strain 
and in the background Six could hear shouting and alarms blaring. As 
if knowing what he was thinking, the Captain continues speaking, "The 
Covenant has launch a full scale attack on the Savannah, we are 



keeping her together, but we can't last much longer. I sent the bomb 
to your location, drop those shields and get it ready to blow, we 
can't last forever out here," there was a pleading note in the man's 
voice . 

"Sir, we'll get it done," Six says before ending the 
transmission . 

No sooner did he finish speaking, they arrive at another door and 
opens it. Six was relieved to find the hanger, it wasn't as large as 
a UNSC hanger, but it was still huge. It was vacate of any other 
craft, all of which must have been launch before the attack force 
arrived. There were two levels, one of which had a console and other 
controls on the second floor on the other side of the mechanical 
chasm, their primary objective. 

Seeing the same thing the Spartan was gazing at, one of the flyers 
started moving forward. 

"Wait," Six calls, but the man kept walking. 

"Why?" the pilot calls over his shoulder, "it's just right-" suddenly 
a purple spike shot out of the shadows and hit the man's helmet right 
in the center. The pilot didn't move, frozen, but then the crystal 
imploded, blowing the man's head along with it. 

"Ambush!" Six shouts before jumping behind cover. The other men tries 
to follow his lead, but a pilot, still traumatize by his comrades 
sudden death, stood still, until plasma fire cut him down. 

_Two pilots down in less than a minute_. Six assesses, _this isn't 
going well_. 

Six tries to get a lock on the shooters, but the attackers were 
invisible, literally. 

"They're Stealth Elites," Six warns to the remaining improvise 
troops, "watch the shadows." 

No sooner did he say that he heard a strangle cry and turns to see 
what was happening. Another pilot was down, he was floating in the 
air, body limp, and head rolled to the side, the smudges on his 
throat indicates the area as the spot where the killing hand was. 

As one, the humans lower their muzzles and open fire; a barrage of 
assault rifles, battle rifles, and SMG bullets tackles the strangler. 
The alien's shape was outlined before its camouflage failed, and then 
the shields, and finally the masked Elite let out a gurgle scream 
before falling, the human pilot's corpse, also shot up as well, fell 
to the floor. 

Six couldn't believe this, the pilots were dropping like flies and 
the remaining survivors were now shaking out of control, their 
movement twitchy and unpredictable. _This is why I don't work with 
others, and certainly why I'm not meant to be a team leader_. 

"You two, " he calls and points out the pilots with assault rifles, 
"give me cover fire, and you, " he pointed sat the last man, "watch 
the shadows and make sure we don't get flank, got it?" The men nodded 
their understanding, "alright, covering fire!" he shouts before 



running from cover and heads to the controls. 


No sooner did he start running, a hail of plasma rounds came out from 
three corners and began eating away at his shields. Six leaps and 
rolls, avoiding some of the fire, before coming up in knelt position 
and started shooting at one corner. The same process, took place, the 
cloak evaporates, then the shields, and finally the Elite. 

He turns to face the remaining two tangos, but saw a blue grenade 
flying towards him. He drops to the ground and activates his armor 
lock system, but the grenade sails over him. 

Six grunts, "hah, missed". Then he stops. He was close to the Elites, 
there was no possible way they could have missed him. Unless he 
wasn't the target. 

Six deactivates the lock and jumps to his feet, turning just in time 
to see the grenade detonate. The pilots saw the threat land within 
their area and tries to run for it. In their craze escape, one trips 
a fellow pilot and together they crash onto the floor, still inside 
the kill zone when the grenade exploded. The last pilot who survived 
the bomb pauses to take a breather, but he was right in the middle of 
an expose landscape. Six shouts a warning but it was too late, 
another needle was launch and was buried in the man's chest. He looks 
down at the shard before it discharged, taking the pilot with 
it . 

Six stares at the men he was responsible for, all dead, in less than 
three minutes. The fire started up again, and Six turns, eager to 
gain some vengeance. The two Elites were space together so Six hurls 
a grenade as well. The attackers got out of the way, while firing 
suppressing fire at Six. The Spartan dodges the shots before 
returning fire, dropping the now exposed enemy fighters. 

The whole battle took only five minutes. In that time, ten beings 
were killed, six humans and four Elites. How was it Six was still 
alive, because he was better, because he was more determine, or was 
it just because of plain dumb luck? Six didn't know and at the moment 
he didn't want to know. 

He turns and continues on with the mission, that's all he could do at 
the moment, honor these men sacrifices and save as many lives as 
possible. He walks up to the strange holographic controls and presses 
one with the glyph "open", now he was thankful for all the glyph 
studying he has been doing with Shress. 

He keys his comms once more and reports, "Jorge, you're clear, get in 
here and let's finish it." 

"I hear you loud and clear Six," was the reply. 

A few moments later, a Pelican flew into the hanger and landed on the 
main landing pad close to the center, the bomb visible in the 
rear . 

Out of the Pelican clambers out Jorge, the Spartan struggles to 
wriggle past the explosive device without detonating it. Once he was 
out, he reaches back into the vehicle and brings out a massive 
machine gun similar to the one he left behind on Reach. 



"Is it just you?" Six asks as he walks up to Jorge. 

"Why? You disappointed?" asks Jorge. 

"Did you fly this on your own? I thought you didn't know how to 
fly." 

"I know how to fly a Pelican, but not a Saber, besides. Dot did most 
of the work, gave me directions and I just followed them, " Six could 
just hear the smile forming on his friend's face. 

Six lets out a shaky breath, "Well, we are just about done; now we 
need to move the Corvette closer to the Super Carrier." 

"How do we do that?" Noble Five asks, "You didn't go over that part 
of the plan with me." 

"It's quite simple," Six elaborates, "the ship mostly pilots itself, 
there's a command switch on the deck that we need to get to. It'll 
put the ship on a course heading to the Carrier for a refueling run, 
hit the button, arm the bomb, and get out before it rips up the 
dimensions of space, that's it." 

"Somehow you make the simplest things in life sound like the hardest 
things in life, " Jorge comments before hefting his massive gun, "well 
let's get moving then." 

Six didn't move as he voice his thoughts, "there are still enemy 
combatants on the ship, maybe you should hang back and protect the 
bomb . " 

"Not going to happen, " Six tries to protest but Jorge continues, 
"look, we need to get this tub moving and we're neck deep in enemy 
territory, if you fail we need a back up in order to ensure the 
mission is a success." 

Six sighs as he listens to Jorge recite protocol to him, he has no 
idea why but he just didn't like the idea of working with another 
person on missions anymore, especially after he witness the bloody 
deaths of the pilots he was charged with leading and keeping 
safe . 

"Fine, you win, let's move," Six says, spins around and led the way 
to a door on the left side of the Pelican. 

Six begins tempering with the controls while Jorge watches the rear 
and asks, "You know where you're going?" 

"Positive," was Six's reply, "the deck is located directly at the 
front of the ship." 

"How do you know that?" 

"Ia€|was briefed about it before the start of the mission," Six 
stumbles as he pulls words out of the air. 

"Why are you and Carter the only ones who knows about the plan and 
the rest of Noble don't?" 


Six was starting to feel uncomfortable so he hurries in opening the 



door, "well becausea€|um, Carter and I are the only ones allowed 
access to certaina€ ! assets. " 

"What assets?" Jorge questions suddenly sounding demanding. 

Before Six answers the doors begins to open. Jorge snorts, "Finally 
you got it . " 

Six turns to Jorge and reports, "That wasn't me; someone is opening 
the door on the other side." 

The Spartans raises their weapons and waits as the strange door 
unlocks itself before pulling itself apart to reveal the next 
corridor. Standing in the hallway was an Elite in red armor, a armor 
system that Six instantly recognize. 

_What is she doing here_? He wonders in panic, _she was supposes to 
have left with the rest of her troopers_. 

Suddenly he heard the clanging of a round being chambered and 
realizes Shress was in danger. 

Without thinking. Six jumps in front of the Zealot, turns to Jorge 
and shouts, "wait!" but it was too late. Six watches as the bullets 
fly from Jorge's gun and feels them hit his body. 

**Shress POV ** 

Shress saw the blast escape from the giant demon's weapon and thought 
she was as good as dead before Michael jumped in the way. 

She watches in stun horror as her friend was lifted off the ground, 
flew backwards, and lands in a pile right at her feet. 

His shields are down, his chest armor is blacked and he wasn't 
moving . 

Fearing the worse, Shress forgot about the demon with the gun and 
drops onto her haunches until her face was inches away from Michael's 
helmet . 

"Michael!" she calls out and gently grabs his shoulder and shook him 
a bit. He still didn't move. Shress had no idea what to do, she was 
train in healing but she had no idea if she could help her human 
friend, she didn't even know how to get his armor off to inspect his 
wound . 

_This can't be happening_, she thought_, I can't lose him, I can't! 
He's the only one that I can call a genuine friend, someone I can 
rely on, someone I can trust, the one who has helped me see the truth 
and is offering me a new life, he can't be gone_. 

"What's going on here?" Shress looks up at the giant demon who had 
his gun train on her, but she knew he was too shock, too surprise to 
fire off a shot. 

Before she could think of an explanation, she hears a cough and looks 
down at the blue clad demon. 

He still didn't move and for a moment she was afraid she had imagine 



the sound, but then Michael raises a hand and rests it on the side of 
his head, "oww, " he moans, "what just happen?" 

Happiness and relief floods Shress's body as she lays a hand on his 
shoulder, "Michael, " she says softly, "are you alright? Where is your 
injury? " 

"Shress?" he asks, sounding slightly confuse. He looks up at her; his 
blue faceplate prevented her from seeing his face. 

"What are you doing here? You were suppose to leave with the rest of 
your troops, " he tries sitting up before groaning and clutches his 
stomach. Shress tries to help him up by grabbing his arms and gently 
lifts him off the floor. 

He pauses halfway up and looks at the large demon, "did you shoot 
me?" Shress tries not to laugh, despite the near death experience, 
Michael sounded more offended and angry then fearful and shock. 

The demon remains silent, it, or he she guesses from the roughness of 
his voice, just stared at Michael and Shress, like he never seen them 
before . 

"Jorge?" Michael asks and tries to step forward but couldn't and 
says, "Uh, Shress, you can let go now." 

Shress then realizes Michael was back on his feet, but her hands are 
still lock onto his shoulders, she lets go and mumbles, 

"Sorry . " 

Michael looks up at her as if he could hear her embarrass tone, which 
made her feel uncomfortably warm at the moment and tries not to look 
into his face plate. 

Michael looks away from her and turns to his demon brother, "Jorge, 
you alright?" 

The demon, Jorge, just continue to gaze at them, switching his gaze 
between the two of them before looking at Six, "Spartan, what is 
going on here?" 

_Spartan_? Shress muses, _is that another name for Michael, or is it 
what the demons call_ themselves? She made a note of it and reminds 
herself to ask Michael about it later. 

"Urn, right," Michael said, "wella€ | remember those assets I was 
telling you about earlier," he asks and waves his hand at Shress. 

_Did I do something wrong_, she thought, wondering what "asset" 
meant . 

Jorge continues gazing at them before demanding, "Howa€ | whata€ | did 
youa€ | " Shress couldn't tell how the demon was feeling and began to 
wish he put the large gun down until he regains control of his 
emotions . 

"Look, I'm sorry Jorge," Michael says, "but long story short, I met 
Shress, she knows how much trouble the Prophets are causing, and is 
now willingly to help us, she is our new informant, and she was the 
one who supplied us with the Intel we are currently using for this 
mission . " 



"You're following the words of an Elite," Jorge suddenly demands and 
points the weapon in Shress's direction. She self-consciously steps 
back and kept her hand close to her belt of weapons. Noticing her 
movement, Michael puts himself in between Shress and Jorge once more 
before continuing to talk. 

"Yes Jorge, I am, and so is Carter, it is because of her knowledge 
that we've made it this far. She emptied the ship of most of the 
Covenant troopers, she gave us the Intel on how to infiltrate the 
ship and she was the one who told us how to get the Corvette closer 
to the Carrier, it is because of her that we are still alive, " Six 
finishes, still standing in front of Shress. 

Shress continues to watch Jorge, wondering what he will do next. She 
trusts Michael and lost her fear of him, but she feels that old fear 
returning as she watches the huge demon before her, weighing her life 
in his hands. 

Jorge's silence lasts for whole units, she couldn't tell if he was 
going to kill her or not. Now was the time for her to rely on Michael 
to keep her safe just like before after they first met. 

Jorge sighs and lowers the weapon, "Six, I expect you to tell me the 
whole story when we get out of here." 

Shress lets out a relieved sigh; this was the second time that week 
she thought she was going to be killed. _A11 these near death 
experiences aren't good for my health_, she thought amusingly but she 
still felt her nerves twitching from the event. Michael must have 
notice there was something wrong with her and took her hand in 
his . 

The gesture was so familiar, but now she somehow felt different when 
their hands touch. In her mind's eye she remembers his body lying at 
her feet, looking as if he had passed. Remembering that moment made 
her feel slightly humiliated as she recalls the words echoing in her 
head at the thought of the human dying; it wasn't until then did she 
realize how much he meant to her. 

_Does that mean I'm actually developingaC | feelings for him_? Shress 
remembers how at first she felt disgusted by the prospect when he 
accidently said something among those lines back on the mountains a 
long time ago. NowaC | now she wasn't so sure of how she felt towards 
the human. 

She looks up and saw Jorge staring at their hand holding. Slightly 
embarrass Shress releases Michael's hand and they both look away from 
each other awkwardly. 

"If you two are done, we got a job to do," Jorge reminded them and 
turns to Michael, "Six, which way from here?" 

Shress wondered who he was talking to when Shress remembered when 
they first met; Michael told her his name was Six. _Why does he have 
a numeral for a name, is it use to represent his family 
name_? 

Michael just says, "Maybea€ | Shress , can you lead the way to the 
deck? " 



Shress wasn't so sure how to answer. She was fighting for humanity 
now, but she wasn't so sure how she'll do if she is forced to fight a 
fellow Sangheili. 

"Just show us the way, and we'll take it from there." Shress was 
slightly unnerved that Michael seems to know what she was thinking, 
but she nods in confirmation. 

Michael turns to Jorge and says, "I'll move ahead and set the ship on 
the refueling run, you can stay and prep the bomb." 

Jorge looks between Michael and Shress and asks, "Six, if you fail 
how will I know this Zealot will complete the mission?" 

Shress growls, earning her Jorge's attention, "My name is Shress La' 
Vdamee, and I took an oath to defend the innocent and fight for the 
weak . " 

"So where were you twenty seven years ago?" Jorge asks, Shress tries 
not to show it, but the comment caused guilt and pain to be release 
and spread within her. 

"That's enough," Michael says, "Jorge, she's on our side, we will not 
fail, protect the bomb and we'll be right back, got it?" Shress could 
have sworn she heard an edge in Michael's voice. 

Jorge stared hard at Michael before sighing and says, "well what are 
you waiting for then? You and your girlfriend better get 
going . " 

Shress cocks her head at the unfamiliar word, "his what?" she 
asks . 

Michael grabs her arm and pulls her away from Jorge, "Nothing, I, 

I'll explain later," he says in a rushed voice. Before she could ask 
anymore, the door behind them close and they were alone together in 
the corridor. 

Soon Michael releases her and she walks forward leading the way. They 
came to the battery station, the room before the deck, Shress signs 
for Michael to stay back while she enters the room. Inside she saw a 
Sangheili engineer at one of the counsels who was busy firing salvos 
of plasma at the human ship, a widow in front of him showed the ship 
that was now so badly damage it looks as if the entire thing was on 
fire. She signals to Michael of the danger, he nods and silently 
moves forward. The room was empty of any other presence, Shress 
watches the deck door to ensure no one else will walk in on them, but 
she also did this so she wouldn't have to see Michael kill one of her 
brothers, someone who was to die simply because of his belief in a 
fictional cause. Against all her training, she closes her eyes when 
she hears the strangle cry before the silence. 

She felt a hand on her shoulder and she flitches badly before turning 
to look at Michael, who also took a step back from her, sensing her 
fear. She sighs and nods she was alright, suddenly there was a flash 
of light from outside and both turn to look for the cause. 


A new miniature sun was formed outside the window of the Corvette. 
Shress was confused, how did a sun so small appear so quickly? Then 



the fire begins to dim, revealing the remains of the human ship, 
black smoldering wreckage that now floats among the stars. Shress 
stares at it in a new light, a shipful of valiant defenders, all 
gone . 

She felt a hand on her arm and turns to face Michael. 

"Is the deck beyond those doors?" she was taken aback when she heard 
the coldness in his voice. 

She nods in response before he continues, "why don't you stay here 
Shress, make sure no one is following us." 

_And ensure you won't see the carnage_, she knew that was the main 
reason why he wanted her to stay, she just nods in confirmation 
before he walks away, not looking back, unslinging the rifle off his 
back . 

His chilling demeanor, the way he wasn't looking at her, and the 
hardness of the voice betrays his angera€ | was some of that anger 
aimed at her? 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Shress waited outside of the room. At first she heard nothing, 
and then she began to hear the whine of plasma, the blast of a loud 
weapon, and the dying roars of a Sangheili. She tries her best to 
block out the sounds and focus on watching the flank, but she 
couldn't get the sound of the dying out of her head.<p> 

_Am I doing the right thing? Isn't there another way to end this? I 
wish I had the ability to tell the people of my race that they are 
being used, but how? I only learned of it by befriending a human, by 
breaking the law, something no other Sangheili will do_. She sighs as 
these thoughts race through her mind, she wished more than ever now 
that there can be some way of informing her people they are being 
deceived, but she has yet to figure out a way without getting herself 
killed . 

Suddenly she lost her footing as the ship suddenly made a sharp turn. 
Remembering the view from the deck and quickly calculating the 
ascendance of the ship, Shress figures Michael must have done it and 
has sent the Corvette on a course to the _Long Night of Solace_. 

The door opens and out steps Michael. His weapons are on his back and 
his rigid posture had dropped, has he worked off his anger through 
killing? 

"Sorry if you heard anythingaC | unpleasant , " Michael says stopping in 
front of her and looks at her. 

She shrugs and simply says, "let's get back to Jorge," for at the 
moment she has no idea what else to say. 

The two of them begins to walk back to the hanger, silent, unsure of 
what to talk about. Shress would have love to talk to Micahel about 
anything, but at the moment she was actually afraid of him, never 
before has she seen him that angry and she was worried some of it was 
directed to her. 



"Shress, what are you going to do now?" Michael asks. 

"What?" she questions, taken off guard by the query. 

"Are you going to come back with us, or are you going to try and 
regroup with your soldiers?" 

Shress glances at him out of the corner of her eye, but the human 
kept his gaze pointed straight ahead, not looking at her. 

Shress sighs, "I don't know Michael, maybe I'll go and try to find 
the Covenant, and I'll be a better use to you as a spy rather than 
anything else. Anda€|well, your friend Jorge, and no doubt others 
like him, looks like he's ready to kill me, so...," she left the 
sentence hanging there, unsure how to finish. 

Unexpectedly, Michael took her hand in his and squeezes, "Shress, if 
you come with us, I swear. I'll do whatever I have to, to keep you 
safe . " 

She looks at him and this time he meets her gaze, "are you 
serious ? " 

"Yeah I am," was his reply, "we're friends, I won't let any harm come 
to you . " 

She should feel happy after that statement, but she actually feels a 
little sadden when she heard him call her a friend. _Stop that_! she 
bereted her mind. 

Before she could say anything else, they arrive back in the hanger; 
Jorge was pacing around the human air craft, keeping it safe from 
harm. They walk over to him and Michael says, "It's done." 

Jorge grunts, "Alright, " he turns to Shress, "no problems I 
assume? " 

She growls again, disliking the demon more and more, "I'm an 
honorable warrior, I keep my promises." 

Jorge gave her a strange look and asks, "Are you a New Harmony 
Ian?" 


The question took Shress off guard and she replies in a regular tone, 
"Uh, no, I don't think so." 

Michael steps forward and says, "It's just an accent problem we 
haven't worked out yet." 

"Worked out yet?" Jorge asks, but shakes his head and walks to the 
bomb, "aliens sounding like they're French, now I heard 
everything . " 

Shress turns to Michael and asks, "What is an accent, people seems to 
notice but I don't know what it is." 

Michael looks up at her and says, "An accent is, uh, it's just that 
you sound different from others, it's quite common on Earth, because 
of our different languages, like Jorge, " he jerks his head to his 
demon brother, "notice how his words sound different from 



mine? " 


Shress nods her understanding before asking, "So, how does an accent 
sound like?" 

"I don't know, they're all unique, all sounding different," he 
explains . 

"So, how does my accent sound?" she asks, silently praying it doesn't 
sound like Jorge's. 

"Well kind of nice, almost adorable really, " Just as Shress felt 
herself grow warm again, Michael quickly says, "in a friendly way of 
course . " 

Before Shress could ask if this was how he truly feels, they both 
heard a bang and turns to see Jorge walkng to them. 

"Well, good news and bad news guys, the radiation from the bomb 
messed up the Pelican, so the only way off this thing is gravity, " 
with that, he points out into the darkness of space, causing Shress 
tp become nervous . 

"And the good news?" Michael asks hopefully. 

"That was the good news, " Jorge says as he removes his helmet and 
lets it drop to the floor. Shress couldn't help but stare at the 
human. It seems older compared to Michael, grey hair, wrinkled skin 
and what she found quite peculiar, he had fur growing above his 
mouth. If it wasn't for the situation at hand, she would have found 
the partially furry face look amusing. 

"The bad news is, " continues Jorge, "the timer is also fried, it has 
to be activated manually." 

Shress had no idea what fried meant, but she understood 
manually . 

"That's a one way trip," Michael says, Shress instantly knew what 
Michael meant, among her kind, the road to death was seen as the 
final journey. 

"I know," Jorge touches his neck and yanks off a necklace, a necklace 
similar to Michael's. "Listen, Reach is everything to me, don't let 
it die," he places the necklace into Michael's hand and held on 
tight . 

Jorge then looks to Shress, "And youa€ | I hope what Six said about you 
is true, " before she could protest, he grabs her arm and she was 
surprised when he lifts her off her feet, along with Michael. 

Grunting slightly, Jorge carries them to the hanger entrance. 
Realizing what he was going to do, Shress makes sure her shields are 
activated . 

Jorge pauses, looks at her and Michael one last time before saying, 
"tell them to make it count, " with that, he threw the two of them out 
of the ship. 

Uncertain whether it was her or Michael who brought them together, 
Shress felt his arms close around her and she returns the embrace. 



She would have felt embarrass, but at the moment all she was thinking 
about was surviving the inevitable crash. 


As they fall, they watch as the _Ardent Prayer_ inch closer and 
closer to the _Long Night of Solace_, both knowing what was going to 
happen, but were still shock at what they saw. 

The _Ardent Prayer_ disappeared in a sudden flash as an intense force 
of energy escapes from it. Space suddenly begun to warp around what 
was once the _Ardent Prayer_, bright blue light soon intertwine 
itself with the _Long Night_, unwrapping itself until it was the size 
of a small star. Just as quick as it formed, the blue light collapses 
on itself and shrunk away into nothing, taking the midsection of the 
_Long Night_ with it. The head and the rear of the ship floated for 
less than a minute when violent plasma explosions exposed themselves, 
encasing the remained of the ship in blue flames. 

_He really did it_, Shress thought as they fell to the human world, 
thinking of the giant demon in a new light. The demon that she 
thought was a threat, was as cocky as Dinjit, just sacrificed his 
life willingly, without even looking scared. A feat that many 
Sangheili warriors would have admired. 

She thought she felt Michal clung onto her tighter, she returns the 
embrace, mostly to comfort him as he had comforted her. Soon they 
begin to fall into the atmosphere, flames surrounds them in a 
beautiful yet deadly way. Now she was hanging onto Michael more to 
reassure herself rather than him, pressing close to his body for 
proof that they were still alive. 

There was another flash of light and Shress felt her stomach drop 
when she heard the boom, it wasn't a weapon launching, but worse. 
Together, the pair of falling warriors looks and saw above them was 
another Covenant ship. Soon, one by one, more and more starts to 
appear, an entire fleet was arriving, ranging from one to two hundred 
ships, Shress recognizes the capital ship in the middle of the flock 
of metal giants. 

_The Great Prophet of Regret has arrived. They were too late_. But 
before any other thoughts enter her mind, the bright orange flames 
intensified and her shields starts to grow weak. She clung on to the 
human close to her with more strength and says a silent prayer as she 
begins to black out from the pure pressure of gravity as they fall 
from space. 


11. Seperate but Togeather 
**Separate but Together** 

**Sorry about the delay, had a small case of writing block I 
think* * 

* *Six POV** 

Six groans as he awakes, trying to remember what happened. Suddenly 
something fell from the sky and crashed into the ground next to him. 
He turns his head and sees a piece of metal buried point down in the 
ground, nearly slicing his brain in two. He looks upwards and his 
eyes widen. 



Thousands upon thousands pieces of wreckage was falling from the 
heavens, and Six was in the middle of it. 


He jumps to his feet and attempts to run for cover when a sharp pain 
in his arm made him halt. He turn his yell of pain into a grunt of 
discomfort and tries to run again, only to fall down again, his ankle 
was acting up now. 

"Come on", he mutters, forcing himself to forget the pain, allowing 
his reserve energy to empower him and sprints forward. More and more 
pieces of metal came crashing down like metallic rain, forcing Six to 
jump, leap and dive out of the way of the incoming projectiles. To 
his relief he saw he was almost out of the radius zone of the falling 
debris, he could just see the area beyond him free of any hurtling 
fragments of ship. He limps as fast as he could to escape the barrage 
when something on his HUD stops him. His radar was reporting there 
was movement twelve degrees behind him; a red dot marks a hostile. 

Six was going to forgo it and leave when a realization took over; 
_where was Shress_? 

**Shress POV** 

Shress felt like a Jiralhanae Chieftain was beating on her head with 
its hammer when she finally awoke. Her entire body felt sore, her 
left arm didn't feel right and she felt a sharp pain in her right 
foot. She tries to shift her body to relive herself of some pain, but 
found she couldn't move. Slowly, she opens her eyes, but she was 
still shrouded in darkness. 

She begins to panic and tries to move, but she was pushed against 
something solid while what felt like a large sheet of metal rested on 
top of her. She tries to wriggle through the sides but she was 
pressed too tightly against the objects. Outside she heard heavy 
pounding, as if a giant was walking through the lands, but when she 
felt the ground vibrates nearby she realizes she might be crush by 
whatever it was pounding the ground outside and redoubles her 
efforts. Finally she resorts to brute force; she moves her hands and 
presses her palms on the crushing weight above her. She begins to 
push with every ounce of strength she had. Her limbs were shaking 
violently, but soon the metal on top of her begins to shift so she 
puts more effort into her work. Her muscles were starting to burn, 
her breathing became more labored and her mind was in the midst of 
panicking when she begins to see sunlight streaming through the sides 
of the sheet of metal. She was almost out, she just needed to put 
more effort into her task and- 

Suddenly something slam on top of her, causing the metal to cave in 
and pushes her deeper into the ground as a loud boom rings into her 
ears, causing her to go deaf for a while. She tries to breath in air, 
but whatever was on top of her was squishing her lungs flat, the 
darkness she was in was already getting blacker. She now realizes she 
might die, crushed, or suffocate, either way, she knew her time was 
near . 

Realizing she may die, she felt fear arise within her. She always 
imagines if she was to die it would be death by combat, not by 
suffocation. Soon her fear became horror as the full impact of the 
situation hits her; she might be crush to death, here, in the dark, 
with no one by her side, or even knowing of her passing. With that in 



mind, she tries to get out, but it feels as if she only succeeded in 
tiring herself out once more and adding more weight to her 
chest . 

Her gasps grew weaker and weaker until she couldn't suck in an ounce 
of air. She felt her head growing heavier, her chest was beginning to 
cave in as her ribs bend, possibly being readied to skewer her own 
organs; the end has arrived. She closes her eyes and willed her end 
to be swift; she didn't want to die in pain. 

Suddenly the weight on her chest was gone. She opens her eyes, still 
in darkness, but alive, and so was her fear as uncertainty took over. 
The heavy sheet of metal begins to move, back and forth, until 
finally, bottom up; it was lifted off of her. Bright sunlight glares 
in her face and she lets out a hiss as if the sun was burning into 
her eyes. 

"Come on!" a familiar voice yells. 

It was then she notices a figure holding up the piece of metal, she 
couldn't see who it was since the person was standing in front of the 
bright sunlight, but she was able to see that her savior was in the 
shape of a human. 

"You want to live?! Come on!" the voice cries, more 
urgently . 

Realizing this was her chance, she crawls forward, trying to keep her 
pained whimpers within her. She crawls out of the hole she was stuck 
in and the figure drops the sheet of metal with a grunt. She looks up 
and saw it was Michael, his armor was dirtied, busted in some areas 
and he had a crack on his faceplate. Before she could thank him, a 
large piece of metal fell exactly one foot away from her. She jumped 
to her feet which causes agony to spread all over. She felt herself 
falling, but Michael caught her, they look at each other, her silver 
eyes meeting his blue faceplate. Before they could say anything, more 
shrapnel continues to rain from the sky, pieces of the _Long Night of 
Solace_ she suddenly realizes. 

Michael suddenly shook her, causes her to look to him and he shouts 
in her face, "run!" 

They both turn to sprint out of the way of the falling shards when 
Shress falls again, her foot, her chest; she wasn't sure which one 
hurts more. 

Michael ran back to her and says, "Let's go!" 

She shook her head, "I can't move." 

"Let's go Shress!" he says again. 

"It hurts," she said and immediately hated herself for saying the 
words in a meek, childish like voice. Without a moment of hesitation, 
Michael ran to her side; he drapes one of her arms over his shoulder 
and helps her up. 

She sucks in a pained breath as they started moving. She struggles to 
keep up with the human, but soon she couldn't stand being on her 
damage foot and against her will her foot went limp, but Michael 



didn't say anything and just pushes forward. More and more debris 
continues to fall, forcing them to duck and weave through incoming 
ordinance. Once a piece of the ship the size of an Ungoggy hit 
Michael in the head, she though Michael was stunned and was going to 
drop, instead he lifts himself higher and pushes onward. Soon, 
Shress's whole body was limp and couldn't do anything but feel 
useless and gag, trying to get some oxygen within her deflated lungs 
when they stopped. She thought Michael was finally tired and was 
about to collapse, but then she notices there was no more falling 
shrapnel. She looks behind them and saw that they have exited the 
small area of bombarding steel. 

Gently, Michael lowers her to the ground. She lets out a sigh of 
relief, but she tenses when her battered body lied down on the 
ground. She tries to hide the pain, but she knew Michael was aware of 
her injuries, why else would she have allowed him to carry her like 
that ? 

He bends down in front of her and asks, "Where does it hurt?" 

"It's nothing-" she begins to say when Michael caught her 
of f . 

"Where does it hurt" he says again in a stubborn voice. 

She sighs, annoyed, but secretly glad that Michael cares for her 
well-being, "my left arm aches and there's something wrong with my 
right f oot . " 

Michael nods before bending low over her body and begins inspecting 
her arm. She couldn't help but flinch when her limb was moved and 
lets out a hiss of discomfort. 

Michael lets go before calmly stating, "I don't know much of 
Sangheili anatomy, but from a human's perspective, I'd say you broke 
your arm . " 

Shress nods, suspecting as much and asks, "And my foot?" 

Again, Michael bends down, moves her foot into uncomfortable 
positions until finally deeming, "looks like you just sprained it, " 
he looks up at her, "you're quite lucky you didn't receive more 
severe injuries." 

She nods in thanks before asking, "what about you? How are your 
injuries?" 


He just shrugs, "nothing bad, dislocated shoulder and twisted ankle, 
but I healed them before getting you, now I'm just sore." 

She looks down and says, "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to be a burden to 
you as we ran." 

She felt him touch her shoulder and she looks up into his faceplate, 
"You didn't burden me Shress, believe or not, but I was literally 
bred to do this stuff, trained to do what others cannot." 

With that he looks around before spotting something in the distance, 
he mutters, "I'll be right back," and with that he begins walking 
off. Shress couldn't help but feel ashamed of her injuries since they 



put an extra load on Michael as he slowly limps away, wondering if he 
just said those things to comfort her. 


As she waits for his return, Shress begins taking in her 
surroundings. She was in an area that looks as if it sported rolling 
green hills and was home of a sparse tree populace. Now, those hills 
were flatten by the large wreckage of what was left of the Solace, 
the few tress that was growing in the area was now set ablaze, 
leaving blacken skeletons in their place. The whole land seems to be 
shrouded in greyness, the granite skies were a sad sight to take in 
and the grey ground had a sort of dreariness about it. 

_It ' s almost as if this land is dead_, she thought to herself when 
she suddenly became alert to an approaching sound. She lets her guard 
down when she sees its Michael returning, carrying something in his 
arms . 

He walks up next to her before squatting down and letting the object 
tumble to the ground. There were only two things, one she knows and 
the other was a mystery. The object she recognizes is a human weapon, 
a pistol if she remembers correctly. The other was some strange box 
with a red t painted on it . 

Michael grabs the box and opens it up, Shress felt her mandibles 
crinkle slightly at the pungent smell that escape from it. 

"What is that?" she asks. 

"It's called a med-kit" was Michael's reply, "I found it in the 
remains of a Saber that fell down with us, " seeing her questioning 
gaze, he elaborates, "the Sabers was the ships we used to get on the 
Solace . " 

"And what does thisa€ i med-kit do?" 

"It contains healing devices and medicine," he explains as he pulls 
out a strange rolled up ribbon and another roll of a white cloth, 

"but in your case, I think we need to resort to the old 
ways . " 

Shress didn't like the sound of that and shifts slightly as she asks 
once more, "the old ways?" 

Noticing her weariness, Michael spoke in a reassuring voice as he 
continues to dig around in the smelly container, "I'm just going to 
wrap your arm up with gauze, tell me, how long does it take for a 
Sangheili to heal a broken bone?" 

"Not that long, " Shress replied, "usually they should be healed by 
the end of the day." 

Michael glances at her, and then at the materials he had gathered and 
said, "In that case I'm not sure if I should bind your wounds, we 
could just be wasting supplies but this should cause you a little 
less pain until your arm is fully healed, " he said. 

He shuffles closer to her and orders her to sit up, which she did 
awkwardly due to her injuries. He then took a long piece of wood he 
had found close by, held it against her arm and wraps it with the 
white cloth. She hisses as he twirls the cloth around her arm and 



lifts it until it was at a ninety degree angle position in front of 
her chest and wraps another piece of the cloth around her shoulder to 
keep it in place. She inspects the strange position of her arm and 
the use of the cloth which she has never see before, it was rough and 
somewhat itchy, but when she thought about it, the "gauze" as Michael 
had called it, was preventing more pain from blossoming throughout 
her limb. 

"How's the leg?" he next asks, "Do I need to put a splint on it 
too?" 


Shress had no idea what a "splint" was, but she guesses it was what 
he did to her arm and shook her head, "you don't have to Michael, its 
already getting better." 

He nods before replacing all the equipment in the med kit once more. 
She notices he hadn't really talked much and when he did, it was 
mostly about the task at hand, so unlike his usual self who would 
usually attempts to make light conversations. 

"Michaela€ | are you feeling alright?" she asks. 

"What do you think?" he came back harshly, causing Shress to remain 
silent, unsure what to say next. 

Michael sighs and says, "Sorry Shress, I don't mean to be rude, but I 
think you can see, " here he gestures to the devastation around them, 
"that I, and pretty much everyone else on the planet, is having a 
really, really bad day." 

Shress was again still for a moment before saying, "I am sorry 
Michael, other than my condolences; I don't know what else to 


Michael sighs again and then she notices now he was just moving 
objects around in the med kit, not looking at her again. She knew she 
shouldn't push him, but she was concern, she had never seen her human 
friend like this before and it was slightly frightening 
her . 

"Michael, there is something else wrong, what is it?" 

"Nothing, " he said, still shuffling around in the med kit, not 
looking up. 

Tired of him evading the issue, Shress slowly begins to rise until 
she is in a crouch position, trying to keep weight off of her bad 
foot and attempting to keep her arm in the split. Now Michael looks 
up at her and says, "Shress, you shouldn't be moving, not until-" 

He didn't get to finish, Shress crawls towards him and lowers her 
head until she was almost face to face with him and puts a hand on 
his shoulder, halting whatever he was saying. She stared into his 
blue faceplate once more and repeats her question, "what's 
wrong? " 

Michael tries looking away, but she applies pressure to his shoulder, 
her inhuman strength allowing her to lightly pinch the skin 
underneath the armor, forcing him to look up at her. He was silent 
for what felt like units until finally he lets out a deep breath and 



says in a heavy hearted voice 


"It's Jorge . " 


Shress suspected as much but just nods her head, waiting to see if 
there was anything else he wanted to say. When he hesitates again, 
she says, "Michael, you were there for me when I needed someone to 
talk to, let me return the favor, I swear I will not tell anyone what 
you will speak of if you want your thoughts to remain a secret, " she 
said with sincerity. 

The silence lasts for units again until Michael finally broke down 
and says, "Before we lefta€ i I promised Carter, our commander, that I 
would watch after Jorge, I told him I'd watch his backa€ | and it was 
him who gave up his life when it should have been me." 

"Why you?" asks Shress, slightly surprise by his response. 

"Because I'm a lone wolf," he elaborates, "I work on my own, I don't 
have a lot of friends, Jorge, he had tons of friends, it just seems 
like a waste that this guy everyone likes had to sacrifice himself 
while the one who doesn't contribute much is left alive when it 
should have been him, " he finishes before looking down in what she 
took as shame. 

Shress leans in close and says, "Michael, it wasn't your fault, Jorge 
made the decision himself, he chose you to stay alive, to help fight 
the Covenant, and to protect your people." 

"But I promised-" 

"Michael, when you are a commander, you can't promise you can keep 
your men alive," she sighs before continuing, "I know how you feel, 
the pain, the confusion and the injustice of it all, but what I 
haven't experience, is a soldier dying for another, to save his 
comrade, a great honor among my people." 

The human refuses to look at her, so Shress squeezes his arm, forcing 
him to raise his gaze again, "do not dishonor your friend's sacrifice 
Michael, embrace it, and use it to help those he fought for, as he 
would have wanted you to have done." 

Michael's faceplate gravitates down again, not looking at Shress. She 
lets out a deep breath and made ready to move away when the last 
thing she expected happen; Michael leans forward and rests his head 
on her uninjured shoulder. 

All that Shress could do was just freeze, completely stun by the 
sudden action. She looks down at the human who was leaning on her, 
never before has anyone been in this close of proximity with her, 
making her both nervous and curious at the same time. She witness 
this happening to human soldiers sometimes on the battlefield and 
tries to imitate what she see them do whenever one of their own was 
in this position. Awkwardly, she raises her working arm and gingerly 
wraps it around Michael's broad shoulders. 

She wasn't sure if she was doing it right, but Michael didn't move, 
giving no indication whether he liked the contact or not, so she just 
left her arm there. Units pass and slowly Shress ' s rigid posture 
starts to fade; she slowly begins to relax, now becoming accustom to 
the hardness of the demon armor that Michael was wearing. She was 
starting to wonder what Michael skin would feel like without his 



armor on when he lets out a sigh and pulls away from her. She was 
surprised when she felt disappointment arise from within her when she 
could no longer feel his body pressing into hers, but she gave no 
indication of her feelings. 

Michael sighs once more and says, "Sorry, I didn't mean toa€| " he 
didn't finish as his voice trails off. 

"No, it's alright Michael, I was glad to comfort you," _I think_, she 
thought to herself after speaking. 

He was silent once more before looking her in the eye and says, "in 
that case, thank you." 

She nods in return and soon a silence filled the space between them, 
both unsure what to do or say next. Finally Michael stands up, grabs 
the gun and med kit, pockets them except for the weapon and holds out 
his hand, to which Shress grabs and he pulls her to her feet. 

"I think we landed close to New Alexandria," he said, nodding towards 
a small hill behind him. Before she could ask, he adds, "one of our 
major cities, can you walk?" 

Shress nods, eager to regain her pride, "I can manage." 

She saw Michael hesitate so she pushes by him and says, "I'm fine, 
really, let's go." 

She head him sigh, but not out of depression but semi irritation, 
before walking after her. 

* *Six POV** 

Six had to admit, if Shress was a human, she would have made a good 
Spartan. He could tell her arm and her leg was bothering her, but she 
pushes on, ignoring the pain. That is until they hit the steep hill. 
She tries to climb up the mound, but gravity was against her ankle, 
forcing her to the ground. 

Six reaches out to help her up, but she swats his hand away, "I'm not 
weak," she hisses. 

"There's nothing wrong with accepting help," was Six's reply, 
"everybody needs a friend for a moment like this, to help you back 


She ponders his words for a while before relenting and allowing him 
to put her arm around his shoulder and lifts her up once more. 
Together they trudge up the hill, heading in the direction of smoke 
and what sounds like a battle. 

As they climb Six couldn't help but feel himself become slightly 
flush as he found he was once again within Shress ' s personal space. 

He thought back to what had just happen a few minutes ago. He had no 
idea why he leaned on her, but at that moment he just needed some 
reassurance, needed some time to think, so he just leaned on the 
nearest thing closest to him for support; Shress. He was scared out 
of his mind that she was going to kill him when he remembered how the 
simplest of contact among the Sangheilis are seen as offensive in 
some cases. He was going to pull away from her when she did the last 



thing he expected; she put her arm around him. Six was a Spartan, the 
ultimate killing machine and also one of the best lone wolves to have 
ever been created, he shouldn't rely on the company of others, but at 
that moment, he actually felt content with the world, almost happy 
even. He took that time to calm himself and think before pulling away 
from her, it happen only a few minutes ago, but he already longs for 
the feeling to lie his head on her shoulder once more with her arm 
wrap around him, but he figures that wasn't very professional, 
especially with the whole developing situation at hand. 

_Why do I even feel this way_? He next wonders. _I shouldn't be 
feeling anything, and she's a completely different species, the best 
thing we can ever have is a firm friendship, anything beyond that is 
p 1 a i n_- 

Six thoughts suddenly died as they crest the hill and saw the 
destruction in front of them. New Alexandria was once the pride jewel 
of Reach, now it was ruins. Small Covenant corvettes hung over the 
sprawling metropolis like purple clouds, raining destruction and 
launching pods into the city's center. Six could see the exchanging 
fire, plasma bolts against whirling bullets. With his enhance vision 
he could see small skirmishes all over the city, but most of them 
were with civilians facing the alien invaders. Some people were 
cornered and murdered on the spot, most of their begging ignored by 
the blood hungry Covenant. Some brave souls tried to fight back, but 
they weren't soldiers, they easily fell as the prey they were to the 
aliens . 

Cold fury welled up within Six, the brutal images were now burned 
into his mind, he wanted to kill, to avenge his fallen brother, 
to- 


Suddenly Shress lets out a sharp gasp and Six turns to her. With 
horror he realizes he squeezed her so hard he almost broke her other 
arm. 

He quickly lets go of her and says, "Sorry! So sorry, I didn't mean 
to, I was just, I, I-" 

Shress puts a hand on his arm and says, "it's alright Michael," she 
casts a sad glance to the burning city and said in a mournful voice, 
"I understand." 

Feeling bad for her, he says, "I hate to say it, but we have to go 
down there if we want to reunite with our people." 

She nods and begins walking down the other side of the hill. Six 
notices she was slightly avoiding him now, probably out of guilt and 
shame. He made a note to speak to her later, at the moment he had no 
idea what to say. 

Unknowingly He reaches into one of his pouches and took out Jorge's 
dog tags. He took in a deep breath before wrapping the necklace 
around his knuckles and follows his other worldly friend into the 
burning city. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The two allies weave through the outskirts of the town, which was 
hard for Shress with one leg, but soon she her silent movements 



improved and Six was slightly shocked to learn her arm was already 
feeling a whole lot better. <p> 

_At this rate she'll be able to fight_, he thought to himself before 
another asks, _but if she fights will she fight the humans or the 
Covenant ?_ 

Six shook this wondering out of his mind, it was agreed Shress will 
try and make it to one of the ships and avoid fighting as she resumes 
her spying position. However, for a reason unknown to the Spartan, he 
didn't want the Sangheili to leave his side, not even for a moment, 
what was wrong with him? 

They entered a courtyard and stops in their tracks. Spread out in 
front of them was hundreds of human corpses. Most of them had plasma 
burning into their skin, but some look squashed, mauled and even 
eaten. Men, women, and childrenaC | it was just sick to Six who turns 
away from the carnage and hits a concrete wall with his fist, leaving 
a small crack in the structure. Bloody aliens. 

Shress stares at the massacre before leaning over the body of a child 
that looks like it was gutted. She looks at the deceased boy before 
saying something so low Six couldn't hear before she stood and said, 
"I'm sorryaC | I don't understand." 

"It's not your fault Shress-" he begins once more but was caught 
of f . 

"I know, buta€|its worse." 

This sparks Six's attention and asks, "What's worse?" 

She gestures to the slain child, "there's only one thing that could 
have done this, a Jiralhanae." 

Six instantly felt his blood chill as the words impact him, "brutes, " 
he hisses in a curse like fashion. 

"What?" Shress asks. 

"It's what humans call Jiralhanae," to which Shress snorts, "an 
appropriate name for their species, " was her reply/ 

A sudden roar of blowing wind interrupted them, on instinct they both 
went into a crouch and Six raises his hand gun. Two Falcons flew 
overhead, going too faster for Six to signal in time. He watches as 
they flew to the main skyscrapers in the middle of the 
city . 

"Whenever a Covenant threat is position over a populated city, " Six 
says, quoting from the UNSC manual, "the primary objective is to move 
all civilians to evacuation points, " he finishes and looks to Shress 
who had a blank expression on her face. 

He points up after the Falcons, "those birds are most likely heading 
to an evac point, that's where the UNSC forces are," he looks back to 
her, "if we run most of the way we will be there in no time." 


"We?" she asks. 



Six turns to face her, surprise at what she said. 


"You're not coming?" he asks, he already knows the answer and her 
reasons, but at the moment he wants her to say them so he could look 
for loopholes, something he could use to help him to convince Shress 
to come with him. 

She shakes her head, "Michael I can't, Jorge barley accepted me as an 
ally, and if people see me what will stop them from killing me?" 

"I will-" Six begins to say when she interrupts again. 

"Then they will either kill you or accuse you of being a traitor, " 
she said, "your people are angry at the moment, blinded by rage, only 
you can help them, if they see me with you it'll only cause distrust 
and disorder, making it easier for the Covenant to wipe you 
out . " 

Six didn't want her to leave, but she was making so much sense. The 
people of the city are afraid and needs the reassurance of a Spartan, 
how will they react if he came to the rescue with Shress in 
tow . 

"SoaCiyou're suggesting we depart ways here, now?" Six asks. 

She sighs and nods her head, "it's for the best Michael." 

_The best? What did she mean by that, the best by military standards, 
or something elsea€|_ 

Six sighs and finally speaks his mind, "I don't like it, I don't like 
it you have to spend time with the Covenant, being treated with 
little respect and being forced to murderaC | you don't have to do 
that, you can stay with us, the UNSC can help you." 

Shress just shakes her head, "I can't, besides. I'll be doing a 
greater service giving you information rather than hiding within the 
"safety" of you people." 

Six could tell she made up her mind, but he could tell by her subtle 
movements, the twitching foot, the shaking hand and the constantly 
shifting eyes that she was afraid. He didn't want to see her like 
this, but what can he do if she refuses to come with him? 

Shress takes out one of her saber swords and cuts through the gauze 
holding up her arm. She grimaces a bit but quickly hides the pain 
before looking up at Six. 

They stared at each, separated by a mere span of three feet in 
reality, but by situation it was as if they were standing on the 
opposite sides of a planet. Two different species, now friends, and 
now, maybe more. Six didn't know what to do, what to say, he wanted 
the best for her, she sacrificed so much for them and she's being 
repaid through force and abuse among her people. 

Yet what surprises Six was that he wanted to pull her into another 
hug, to comfort her. He still had no idea how she felt about their 
earlier embrace, she returned it, but it was him who forced it upon 
her, so did she mean it? 



Shress nods at him and says, "Farwell, for now Michael, " she turns 
before he could reply and was already walking away. 

Six watches her retreat before running after her. He grabs her 
shoulder, bringing her to a halt and ran in front of her. He looks up 
into her face and his words froze when he gazes into her eyes, she 
looks away but it was too late, he already saw the tears 
forming . 

Now Six was feeling uncomfortable and unsure what to do next, he 
could barely talk to a person, let alone comfort anyone. She needed 
reassurance, but Six didn't know how to provide it, so he decides to 
speak 

"Shressa€ | I ' 11 be here for you, if you decide to join us. I'll be 
waiting for you." He reaches up to his neck, grabs his dog tags and 
rips them free. He glances at the pieces of metal before handing them 
to Shress, "and I want you to have these, to remember I'm here." 

Her mandibles went slack for a moment before saying, "I can't take 
these Michael-" 

Six just laughs and said, "but you already did, remember?" he asks. 
The question causes Shress to chuckle and to stare down at the 
necklace again. 

"If you decide you are ready to join the UNSC, show these and ask to 
speak to me, or you can just hang on to them until we meet again, 
agreed? " 

Shress stares at the object for a moment longer before reaching out 
and taking them, her claws slightly pinches Michael's suit but he 
didn't mind, now that he thought about it, he liked the 
contact . 

"Agreed, " she simply says before looking up again, her eyes slightly 
drying, but still wet. Six had no idea what happen next, but an 
overwhelming sensation to comfort her took over and before he knew 
what was happening, he rushes forward and traps Shress in an embrace. 
He heard her sharp in-take of breath, which woke him from whatever 
had just possessed him. 

_What am I doing_? He mentally shouts in his mind, _she ' s going to 
kill me for this!_ 

Feeling like an utter idiot. Six begins to pull away, but before he 
could move any farther, Shress grabs him as well, and gives him an 
awkward hug. Six had no idea what to do but continue to hang on to 
her. The awkwardness disappears and soon he was no longer clutched by 
fear but by something else, like a deep pressure in his chest, like 
his heart was going to burst as he holds Shress. She lowers her head 
and to his astonishment, she actually starts nuzzling his neck. He 
wasn't sure which shocked him more, the fact that she was returning 
his show of affection or the fact that he actually enjoys it. 

Soon he closes his eyes and was careful with how much pressure he 
applies to Shress though he doubts she could feel it through her 
armor and strong skin. Shress continues to nuzzle him; he hopes this 
was a sign that she was enjoying it as much as he was starting 
to . 



He was starting to wish that they could remain locked in that 
position forever when a sudden explosion causes them to jump away 
from each other. They turn to see another plume of smoke rising from 
the city's skyline, a dark reminder that they were in a 
war zone . 

Shress reaches to Michael, grasps his hand with both of hers and 
looks down at him. Six actually started to feel annoyed when he 
realizes just how small he was compared to Shress ' s height. The 
discomfort went away at her next words. 

"Perhaps we cana€|talk more under better circumstances," she says in 
a somewhat embarrass voice. 

Six similarly felt embarrass but nods and says, "Yeaha€|that would be 
nice . " 

Before he knew it, Shress wraps him in a hug once more, this time it 
lasted only for a moment before she pulls back and gives him a 
strange smile and says, "farewell Michael, " with that she activates 
her active camouflage and disappears. 

Six soon felt an emptiness replace the tightness in his chest when 
she disappeared and soon his senses when cold, indicating he was 
alone . 

He mentally reviewed his recent memories, trying to piece together 
what just happen. 

_What is wrong with me? What was that feeling in my chest? Why did I 
just hug her? Does she feels the same way about me? What did she mean 
by talk more, was she referring to what had just happen? Is it 
possible what I'm feeling isa€|_ 

He shook his thoughts away. He was a Spartan, a Spartan! A 
professional soldier, he shouldn't be feeling this way towards 
anyone, especially a member of a genocidal species determine to 
destroy humanity. The Spartan augmentation should have suppressed 
those emotions, it should be impossible for him to develop feelings 
for a person especially an alien. Right? 

Another explosion causes the floor to shake, bringing him back to 
reality. He had no idea what was wrong within in him or how to fix 
it, but he did know some ways of fixing some problems outside, in his 
environment. He pulls back the hammer of the pistol and loosens his 
muscles before turning to the fire engulf city where distance cries 
of peril and barks of gunfire can be heard. 

It was time to get back into the war. 


12. Good Byes and Apologies 
**Apologies and Good Byes** 

The Sangheilis were all in a fit of rage, the destruction of the 
_Midnight of Solace_, the death of their brethren due to the work of 
a demon and now the intervention of the Jiralhanaes was the last 
straw. However, slouching in the corner, resting her head against the 



bulkhead of the Phantom was Shress, who had her own battle going on 
in her head. 

_Why_? The question kept asking her mind, _why, why, why, why did you 
do that_! ? She demanded answers but her brain wasn't saying 
anything . 

She was taken completely off guard by Michael's sudden show of 
affection. When he hugged her she felt shocked and impromptu, but 
what made her worry was the strange feeling that rose within her, a 
feeling that made her put her arms around the human and return the 
embrace. Then came the frightening part, she didn't like the hug; she 
loved it . 

For the first time in a long time she had felt safe, she felt safe 
within a human's arms, reassured and even happy. His scent was so 
alien, yet she long for it, the strange aroma of something that 
smells like damp soil and the firm odor that only belongs to a male. 
In that moment she just wanted to hide, to run away from the 
Covenant, to feel safe, so without her realizing it, she buried her 
head into Michael's neck. In that instant, for the first time in 
fact, she relied on the sturdiness of a male. She was sure he would 
have let go of her for nuzzling him, be upset with her, but the fact 
that he didn't just sparked great interest within her. 

_Why didn't he pull away? Or say something? Was it possible that he 
enjoyed it almost as much as I did?_ 

Unknowingly, her hand moves to the small satchel on her belt but soon 
she felt her fingers playing with Michael's necklace. She let this 
continue for a unit before withdrawing her hand. For some reason the 
simple contact with Michael's necklace has made her feel a whole lot 
better . 

Her thinking was interrupted when she heard the pilot speak, 
"_Reviving Faith, _ we are on final approach, are we clear to 
land?" 

"You are clear brother," was the reply from the transmitter. 

Shress tries to calm herself, but panic was taking over. She was 
about to reenter the Covenant, now with a serious act of heresy 
hanging over her head. The Phantom pilot was already suspicious of 
Shress ' s survival; he saw her staying behind on the _Long Night of 
Solace_ and didn't believe her story when she claims she escaped in a 
landing pod when no one else has. To make matters worse they were 
about to dock on _Reviving Faith_, the Prophet of Regret ' s personal 
flag ship. 

She was starting to regret turning down Michael's offer and wish she 
was anywhere but here among the Covenant. As she waits for the ship 
to dock she begins to wonder where her human friend was now. 

* *Six POV** 

Six was envelope in silence as the Pelican flew him to his next 
objection. He tries to take a nap but couldn't, adrenaline have been 
pumping through his vein for what felt like days now, which was true. 
He went from raiding an alien ship in space, to tumbling out of the 
sky, to finally be engaged in brutal warfare with a now fully armed 



and fully equipped Covenant army in less than forty eight hours. The 
fact that Brutes were now involved wasn't helping at all. 

Six lets out a sigh and glances out of the rear porthole of the 
Pelican. It was a sad sight. He was flying well over the skyscrapers 
but that was the scary part; there were only sky scrapers, anything 
less than fifty feet was shrouded in smoke and dust. The dark sky and 
the setting sun added a frightening effect to the land as if the sky 
was now being set on fire. He watches as one large building, a bank 
from the looks of it, shakes before collapsing, causing another cloud 
of destruction to rise. 

For an odd reason. Six felt the scene matched the mood he was feeling 
at the moment . 

The death of Jorge, the failure in stopping the Covenant from 
arriving and the thousands of civilians that are dead and dying 
weighed heavily on him. Yet as he looks to the floor of the Pelican, 
he knew there was something else that was occupying his mind; 

Shress . 

This was the second time they have parted after he has offered her to 
come with him and again she refused. She had her reasons, and they 
were sound by all accounts, but he still didn't like it. Especially 
now, with the Prophet of Regret here, he wonders how long their 
friendship will last and if the Covenant will notice of Shress ' s 
strange activities; will it be possible for the aliens to learn of 
their alliance? 

He was starting to wish more than ever that he gave her his radio 
instead of his tags; he just realized they still haven't created 
method of communicat ing with each other. 

His mind soon turns to the hug they had shared nearly an hour ago. He 
was still freaking out about it, he has yet to learn what made him 
place his arms around the Sangheili and why his insides felt the way 
they did when he was close to her. _I need to get to a doctor_ was 
his primary thinking; he had no idea if this is some sort of 
poisoning or something else entirely. 

"Sir, " the Pelican pilot suddenly called on his comms, "we are 
approaching RV point." 

Six simply said, "Roger, " before standing and shouldering his assault 
rifle . 

Soon they came swooping in over an apartment building, but Six could 
see by the UNSC personal and the army grade equipment that it has 
been converted into an outpost. Without the Pelican stopping. Six 
steps forwards and jumps off the aircraft, landing on the roof top 
with little effort. 

As he stands, he sees a familiar figure walking towards him and for a 
moment Six felt his gut twist with anxiety. Walking towards him was 
Carter, decked out in his MJONIR armor, complete with a rifle on his 
back. The two Spartans assets each other before Carter walks 
forward . 


Six dreaded this moment all day; he has no idea what to say to 
Carter. He promised the commander that he would ensure Jorge would 



survive, what was he going to say, how was Carter going to react when 
he learns Jorge sacrificed himself and Six only watched? 


When Carter was in front of him. Six took a deep breath and was about 
to speak when Carter drapes an arm around him and pulls Six towards a 
ramp, leading to the helipad on the very top of the building. 

"Good to see you Six, " Carter said in a strange voice, as if the 
Spartan couldn't tell whether he was proud or sad, "glad to see that 
OP went wella€|up until the end that is." 

Six could only nod in agreement. Carter knew Jorge was gone, but he 
doesn't know the details. Six took a deep breath and began to say, 
"Sir, I'm sorry, Jorge, he-" 

Carter pats Six on the back and said, "Sorry Six, but there's no time 
for storytelling, " and nods in front of him. 

Six follows his gaze and saw a single Falcon in front of them, with 
two Marines climbing all over it, prepping it for takeoff and 
reloading the weapon systems. 

Six looks to Carter who simply says, "Kat needs your help. Covenant 
has set up jammers all over the city, its preventing us from hailing 
anyone outside of Covenant controlled space, " Six detected a hint of 
disgust at the end of the sentence, "so she's going to provide you 
coordinates to the jammers and you're going to take them out." 

He looks to the Falcon and says, "Sorry Six, but this is all we have, 
all Sparrow Hawks and Hornets are providing CASEVACS and running OPs, 
along with the rest of Noble team and the ODSTs." 

Six nods again, he'll make it work, despite the fact he doesn't feel 
up to being in charge again, he is determine to do all he can to keep 
these troopers alive. 

He was about to walk forward when Carter lays a hand on Six's 
shoulder and spoke quietly even though they are still speaking on a 
private channel, as if he was afraid someone was listening in, "have 
you gotten any more Intel from that informant?" 

Again Six shakes his head, suddenly feeling too miserable to speak, 
and truth be told, he was trying to save some of his pride; it would 
be humiliating to admit to Carter he has forgotten to find a way to 
speak to Shress again. 

Carter responds, "It doesn't matter, at least now we have a little 
more hope now than we did a few years ago, " despite the words. Carter 
didn't sound like he believes in what he was saying. 

Six only nods to this and walks away, suddenly wanting to be back in 
battle, a place where, ironically, he can escape the troubles his 
mind is causing him. 

"It's good to have you back lieutenant," Carter adds as an 
afterthought . 

Six stops, turns to face Carter and says, "Sorry I came 
alone . " 



"Make him proud," Carter said before walking off. 

Six turns to his Falcon and walks forward. Seeing the advancing 
Spartan, the two Marines jump in the back of the vehicle and took up 
positions behind the mounted machine guns hanging on either side of 
the Falcon. Six briefly nods to one Marine position on the right side 
of the Falcon before jumping into the pilot seat of the Falcon and 
starts the rotors. 

The Falcon was of the helicopter family, one of the few vehicles Six 
found easy to pilot. He checks to make sure he had full power, 
everything was fueled up and weapons systems were fully loaded. 
Steadily he begins raising the bird's altitude until they were 
hovering a few feet in the air. Six pushes the stick forward and soon 
they were flying over the decimated city. 

Once he was confident that they can maintain their altitude, he got 
on his comms, "Kat, it's Six, Carter told me there's some jammers you 
need me to destroy." 

"Copy Six," came Rat's voice over the frequency, "sending you the 
coordinates now." 

Almost instantly a blue marker appeared on Six's HUD, "Coordinates 
received, heading to objective." 

"Roger that Lieutenant, good hunting." 

**Shress POV** 

Shress was exhausted by the day's event. Her wounds are now fully 
healed, but an overcoming tiredness is threatening to take her over, 
so she was quick to perform her duties. 

She went to the bridge and made her presence known. She was glad to 
see the Prophet was nowhere in sight and began talking to one of the 
technicians, requesting for information on her legion. She was dismay 
to learn they are still on the human held planet but was reassured 
that they will return soon. As she was finishing her business the 
Shipmaster took notice of her and walks over. 

"Zealot, " he said, though she notice there was a sort of edge to his 
voice, as if it pained him to say the word. 

"Yes Shipmaster, " she returns, trying to hide the tiredness in her 
voice . 

"The Prophet has requested an audience with you, do you not 
remember?" it was obvious that he too, believed females were too dumb 
to serve. 

Shress retains a growl before saying, "I'm much too tired to appear 
before the Prophet, if you could explain this to him-" 

She was interrupted when the shipmaster snarls at her, "just because 
you lack proper sleep female, doesn't mean you can defy the orders of 
a Prophet . " 

Shress felt her own rage boiling and challenges, "I've been fighting 
demons, surviving the destruction of our ships and been fighting on 



the front lines for days, whereas you, shipmaster, have been sitting 
on this ship doing nothing like a coward." 


The Shipmaster lets out a roar and unhooks his energy sword and 
activates it. Shress jumps back and unclipped her twin blades, taking 
one in each hand and activates them as well. The entire deck became 
deathly silent as Sangheilis and Unggoys a like watches in dread 
fascination at what would be a deadly fight. 

Slowly the two combatants begin to circle one another, like the 
predators that inhabit their world. The Shipmaster sported only one 
sword while Shress wielded two, but she knew he was skilled warrior 
to have been able to rise to the rank of Shipmaster. His golden armor 
had the same strength as Shress' s crimson one, they would have to 
batter away at each other in order to do damage to one or the 
other . 

Finally the Shipmaster cease moving and Shress stops as well. They 
stared at one another, daring the other to move. Finally the 
Shipmaster roars and leaps forward. Shress responds in kind. The 
Shipmaster's blade went low to slice Shress ' s belly while her swords 
were criss-crossed to slash open the Shipmaster's armor. 

"Stop, both of you!" a withered yet strong voice commands. 

The two Sangheilis froze, both recognizing the voice. They let their 
weapons drop to the ground before following suit in a bow. All 
throughout the deck, the other occupants lower their heads 
respectfully as the speaker enters the room. 

Floating in a hover chair, rising off the ground by a foot was the 
Prophet of Regret himself. He was old, yet he was still able to hold 
himself up high, proudly supporting the ceremonial crown place on his 
head. His small body was encased in ancient holy garments that were 
rumored to have been based off the Forerunner's design decorating 
High Charity. Flanking the Prophet's hover chair are two of his elite 
Sangheili honor guards, holding up energy spears, with their bodies 
adorn in the highly honored colors of red and gold. 

Slowly, the Prophet guides his miniature hover vehicle forward, using 
his long boney fingers to control it. 

As they approached, Shress feels her body beginning to shiver as she 
realizes the moment she has dreaded has arrived. She, like the other 
warriors of her race, has yearned to seek an audience with one of the 
holy Prophets, but that all changed for Shress. She now knows that 
fighting the humans was wrong, and it was the Prophets who have given 
the order to wage war against humanity. Now she was about to face 
Regret, the military leader of the Covenant himself, the one who was 
the seer of the other Prophets, and the one who is the most notorious 
when it comes to punishing heretics. 

Her cowering increases upon remembering the tales she has grown up 
listening to. She thought of the stories of how the Prophets can see 
into the future. How they can give unimaginable rewards to those most 
faithful to their cause. And how they enjoy butchering any poor fool 
who denies their teachings. She wishes more than ever now that she 
has never returned, but it was too late, for Regret pauses right in 
front of her. 



She keeps her head lower and tries to quell her fear. She has no idea 
how long the silence last before the Prophet finally spoke, "rise, my 
child." 

Out of the corner of her eye, Shress she saw the Shipmaster getting 
back on his feet when Regret spoke again, "not you." 

The Shipmaster froze, most likely out of shock, before bending down 
again. Realizing she was the one that the Prophet wanted to stand, 
Shress gulps before slowly rising to her feet, and was careful to 
keep her eyes focus on her feet. It was custom for a female not to 
look a male in the eye as if they were equals, she was not sure if 
the Prophets follow the same system, but Shress wasn't willing to 
take that risk. 

"What is your name, my child?" Regrets voice was now barley a 
whisper, but it sent chills down her spine jut listening to him. 

She gulps before answering, "Shress La' Vdamee, high Prophet." 

There was a moment of quiet before the voice said, "Raise your 
head . " 

Shress slowly raises her head and looks at the Prophet. They were 
almost eye to eye, but Regret's hover chair gave him more purchase, 
forcing her to look up into his dark eyes. His brown grey skin was 
sagging and his pointed teeth mixed with his dark eyes gave him an 
appearance more threatening then the assurance of a messenger of the 
gods . 

She felt his eyes scanning her, learning everything from her before 
returning his gaze back to her eyes. She represses a shiver as she 
gazes into them; they were like two deep holes in the ground, dark, 
mysterious and deadly. 

Regret breaks eye contact, wheels his chair around and begins to 
float away again, but calls behind him, "walk with me Zealot." Shress 
timidly follows, picking up her fallen weapons as she went and trying 
to keep a reasonable distance between the Prophet and herself. They 
walk (or in Regret's case, float) out of the command deck and begins 
walking down the corridor. 

"Tell me my child," Regret begins talking again, "I've been inform 
you desire nothing more than to prove your worth to the Covenant, is 
that correct?" 

Shress tries her best to keep the tremor out of her voice, "yes sire, 
this has always been my dream since I was young." 

Regret nods before saying, "Is it because you wish to keep your 
family's warrior tradition alive or simply for your own 
self-interest?" 

Shress was slightly unsettle when the questions became personal, but 
she tries her best to answer, "yes and no sire, I wish to keep my 
family heritage alive, but I also wish to be a warrior toa€ | to ensure 
I'm not courted." 

Regret chuckles at this, "you wish to keep your family linage alive 
and yet you refuse to give birth to your future children?" 



Now she was on the verge of letting her cowering show, did he not 
know of her condition? It has been a family secret, there was no way 
he could know, but she tries her best to humor the Prophet. 

"When you say it that way it does seem odd sire, but I wish not to be 
perused at the moment, at least not until I ensure my family name is 
to be remembered for generations to come." Shress tries to keep the 
bitter note out of her voice, with her new alliance with Michael, 
ensuring her family name to be remembered is now just a dream, if she 
is ever discovered for her heresy, then her name will be dishonored 
with no way for her family to ever redeem themselves. 

Regret suddenly glances at Shress, causing her to panic. Does he know 
what she is thinking? Was it true that the Prophets can read the 
minds of mere mortals? 

"I've been told you have had numerous encounters withaC i the demons," 
he hisses in a cursive manner. 

_0h Forerunners_, Shress thought to herself, _does he know_? _Why 
else would he bring that specific subject up_? 

Shress responds in an even voice, "Yes Prophet, the demons have been 
numerous and they have become a nuisance whenever we conduct our 
military operations." 

Regret stops his chair and now turns his full attention to Shress as 
he asks, "And do you believe the demons should all be exterminated 
from this, and every other world?" 

_He knows_, the small voice kept repeating within Shress' s head, _he 
knows about Michael, why else would he be asking these sorts of 
quest ions_? 

"Well, " Shress begins, "to be truthful sire, since the demons are 
allies of the humans, don't you think we could offer them the 
allegiance of the Covenant to them? Having them as allies can be very 
useful . " 

Regret eyes bulge as he says, "most certainly not!" he leans in close 
as he spoke in the same deathly whispery voice again, "my child, you 
do not know what you are asking. It is though the divine power of the 
gods that I was enables to see what lies beneath that accursed armor. 
There is no creature within those suits worth bargaining with, only 
monsters, beasts that humans have created to fight for them, demons 
with no conscious, no souls, and no mercy." His voice took on one of 
an icy cold wraith, "they must all be eliminated, they are too 
dangerous to be alive and that, my child, is why we do not negotiate 
with such monstrosities, do you understand?" 

Shress remains silent as she took in the revelation, what Michael has 
said is true; the Prophets, their supposed link to the godsa€|were 
liars. She had personally seen demons up close and saw them take off 
their armor. There were no monsters, but humans, prepared to defend 
their homeland as readily as any Sangheili would be. Is this why they 
weren't allowed to study the human race, because if they did, the 
Covenant would realize the Prophets are using them? 


Shress felt very exposed at the moment. She wanted to run, to hide 



to leave the Covenant and never return. But for the moment she was 
stuck, with one of the Covenant main leaders standing in front of 
her . 

She then realizes Regret was waiting for her to answer, so she lowers 
her head and says, "Yes Prophet, I understand, the demons must all 
die . " 

She looks up and her fear increases tenfold; Regret was smiling at 
her . 

"Good my child, now follow me, there is one last thing for you to 
do, " with that he begins floating back to the main deck, with a 
terrified Shress following. 

* *Six POV ** 

The plasma turrets fired their volley in one last attempt to defend 
their objective but the powerful cannons of the Falcon literally blew 
them away. With the small landing pad now clear. Noble Six lowers the 
aircraft onto the protruding piece of metal poking from the side of a 
tech design building, the place where the Covenant was protecting 
their last jamming device. 

Six jumps out of the pilot seat and unsling his rifle. Behind him he 
heard the Marines dismounting as well but Six said, "stay and protect 
the Falcon Marines." 

One of the Marines, a woman, groans and said, "But sir, you had us 
sit out on the last two engagements." 

Six turns to face her. Unknown to the Marine, he was smiling 
underneath his helmet; her spunk reminds the Spartan of the same 
determination that Shress possess. With that in mind. Six then said, 
"Sorry Marine, but I need to make this quick, keep our getaway 
vehicle running," he says rather jokingly. 

The Marines just lower their heads and resume their positions behind 
the two mounted guns on the Falcon. Six knew the Marines wanted some 
action, he wasn't trying to be a glory hound, but he was determine 
not to let these Marines fall like the pilots under his command back 
on the _Long Night of Solace_. On that note. Six made his way into 
the skyscraper. 

Six moves slowly into the tower, mindful of his surroundings. There 
were two fountains that created a man-made waterfall on either side 
of a large staircase in front of Six. Station in front of the stairs 
was a large holo-pro jector, showing the latest model of a UNSC 
frigate. Six passes the ghostly green image and made his way to the 
back of the room where two elevators were waiting. 

He was almost to the stairs when the trap was sprung. On either side 
of the Spartan, a wave of destruction was released. Out of nowhere, 
crystal spikes flew towards him, energy beams cuts through the air 
and the bright green bolts of energy rods follow suit. They all hit 
their target at once and Noble Six was consume in an explosive 
display of colors. 


Sure of their victories, the two Jackals, Grunts and Brutes came out 
of their hiding places to see what was left of the Spartan. They all 



let out cries of amazement to see the form of Noble Six still whole, 
crouch in a feeble position. Noticing the attackers were now in the 
open. Six powers off his armor lock system. This caused a large flare 
to erupt, releasing the energy build up the plasma weapons have 
created, stunning and blinding the aliens. 

As they grunt in pain. Six rolls backwards and comes back up throwing 
grenades to either side of the stairwell and blasting his assault 
rifle at the nearest Brute. The grenades erupts and easily consumes 
the Grunts and Jackals, but the Brutes were still standing, save for 
one who Six has injured. 

The Spartan was desperately trying to reload his weapon when the 
Brutes struck out again. The injured ape like alien jumps forward, 
going "berserk." Six waits, anticipates the berserkers movements 
before jumping to the left of the rampaging monster. While in mid-air 
Six quickly removes his magnum and brought it up and fires without 
aiming at the uninjured brute. One bullet disposed of the shields, 
while the remaining five rounds blew their way into the alien's 
brain . 

Six lands, rolls and came up in a kneeling stance, this time taking 
out his rifle and searches for the remaining Brute. It wasn't long 
before the berserk creature made its way back to Six. The Spartan 
took aim and fired full blast at the monster's head until it was 
completely obliterated. The body stumbles and falls to the floor 
skidding to a stop at the Spartans feet. 

Satisfied he pacified the area. Six turns and made his way to the 
elevators. Surprisingly they were in still working order; Six enters 
the clear glass cart, clicks the holographic commands and soon he was 
speeding upwards. As he ascends, music begins to drift from the 
speakers, stunning the Spartan. Reach could be facing the end of its 
days, yet this small elevator in the corner of the world was still 
playing "flip" music. The strange event was unbelievable, which was 
amusing since humanity was under attack by aliens and one of their 
sole saviors was amazed that music was still playing. 

Finally he reaches the top floor, the place where the jammer 
frequencies were being emitted. The doors open and Six quickly steps 
out and scans his surroundings. 

The place has a sort of Asian Zen look to it. There were small 
artificial ponds built in the randomness of places, ramps led to 
upper levels where he can see mats on the floor and paper screens 
like the ones the ancient Japanese use for walls and doors were 
spread out all over the place. 

What ruins the picture was again the evidence of war. There were 
bodies of Marines littered throughout the room Six was in, some on 
the floor, some against the wall and one body was hanging half on and 
half off a nearby ramp. Six shakes his head sadly before pushing 
forward. There was no time to mourn, he has to complete the 
mission . 

His HUD was indicating the jammer was right in front of him, probably 
towards the back of the room. Six checks every nook and cranny, but 
found nothing, no sign of Covenant forces. The lack of hostile aliens 
was just as disturbing as the real things. The Marines sure didn't 
all dropped dead, he knew the brutes didn't do this; they would have 



mauled the bodies. So if they didn't commit the massacre, then who 
did? 

Six didn't think much more of it when he finally reaches his 
objective. Before him sat the jammer; glowing purple with bright 
holographic images floating all around it in an eerie electric blue 
atmosphere. Now familiar with the Covenant device. Six walks forward 
and lays his hand on the primary console. The bright lights instantly 
died and the blue aura fades away. That was when the second ambush 
was sprung. 

It was as if Six switching off the device was the signal, for at that 
moment, an entire swarm of drones dropped from the ceiling. The bug 
like aliens were a menace, they can tear any organic being to pieces 
and what made them worse, is that their talon like hands can easily 
grip and use plasma pistols. They also fights in swarms, easy to pick 
off with a rifle from a distant, but when they were in close quarters 
like right now. Six was glad he had an automatic weapon. 

The Spartan started firing all around as he ran through the cloud of 
bugs. He felt the talons clawing at his armor, the flares every time 
his shields was hit by plasma and the occasional bump as a drone rams 
itself into Six's body. The only way Six could fight back against the 
cloud that has enveloped him was by shooting anywhere and everywhere 
until green bug blood splatters against his armor. He would also 
fight back by taking striking out at the poor creature that got in 
his way, hitting it with either a fist or a foot, whichever was 
closes . 

Six stumbles, trips and ran through paper walls as his vision was 
blinded by the flustering activity of the arachnid aliens. Against 
all odds. Six fell into the elevator car, still surrounded by bugs. 
Six finds the switch and presses the "down" button. The door wouldn't 
close since there was an occasional bug in the way of the closing 
door, forcing Six to swat them out of the way. Finally it was clear 
enough for the door to close and it began its descent back down. 

Six took out his Magnum and shot the remaining drones that had trap 
themselves in the car with Six. Soon, the Spartan was ankle deep in 
alien corpses. As Six struggles to catch his breath, he heard the 
flip music was still playing. For some reason, sudden agitation fuels 
Six and he shoots the speaker, ceasing the music. He had enough 
surprises for one day. 

The door opens and again. Six was slow as he steps out of the 
elevator, once sure that there was no more hostiles. Six sprints out 
of the building. He didn't stop until he was back on the helipad and 
jumps in the cot pit of the Falcon. 

"Good shooting in there?" asks one of the Marines. 

Six shakes his head and said, "you have no idea." 

He restarts the rotors and soon, they are back in the air. Once Six 
was sure they are as safe as they were going to get, he got on comms 
and radios in, "Kat, this is Six, last jammer neutralize, 
over . " 

"Roger that Six, RV back at Olympus-" there was a sudden explosion 
and Kat let out a sharp cry. 



"Kat ! " Six calls, "Kat, what's happening?" 

He heard Noble Two cough before saying, "Six, we got an entire 
squadron of airborne Covenant assaulting Olympus Tower, we could 
really use some help." 

Six punches the accelerators and quickly says, "On our 
way . " 

**Shress POV** 

Shress nervously waits by the Prophet's side as the Shipmaster 
repositions the ship as Regret has instructed him to do. Shress 
glances nervously at the honor guards flanking her, their battle 
ready stance did little to reassure her that she wasn't in 
trouble . 

Finally the Shipmaster steps away from the main console, bows to 
Regret and said, "It is done sire, we are now position over the human 
city . " 

_Human city_? Wonders Shress, _is Regret planning on sending more 
troops to the ground_? 

"Excellence work Shipmaster Voro, " the Prophet said, "now power the 
cleansing beam. " 

At this everyone in the room look to the Prophet in confusion. It was 
Voro who voiced their question. 

"Now sire?" he asks in genuine confusion, "shouldn't we wait until 
the other ships are in position?" 

Regret shook his head, "this in no ordinary planet Shipmaster, 
remember, the Navigator is buried on this world, we must be careful 
not to damage it. Which means this will have to be a precise 
cleansing maneuver." 

Voro nods his head in understanding before turning back to the 
console and begins prepping the beam while barking orders to command 
the ground troops to evacuate the city. 

The Prophet of Regret chuckles and turns to Shress, "New Alexandria, " 
he says lightly, "can you believe how primitive these humans name 
their cities Zealot?" 

Shress opens and closes her mandibles, trying to speak, but couldn't. 
New Alexandria; the place where she last saw Michael. Was this all a 
coincidence as Michael would call it, or could the Prophet really 
read minds and exploit the thinkers thoughts? As much as she wants to 
deny it, it just seems too much to accept. Regret wants to glass a 
city, yet out of all of them he randomly chooses the one where 
Michael was in; it just seems impossible. 

Soon fear and anxiety begins to build as she realizes her human 
friend was in danger and was about to feel the true power of the 
Covenant, something few beings could ever survive. Her heart was 
beating faster than normal and her throat suddenly felt dry as she 
realizes she was about to witness Michael's death. 



Voro turns to the Prophet and says, "We are now directly over the 
city sire, and the beam has been prepared, shall we commence?" 

Then, to everyone's astonishment. Regret shook his head, "I'm sorry 
Shipmaster, I know you enjoy destroying the heretics, but today, I've 
decided to have the Zealot here, " he gestures to Shress, "to destroy 
our enemies." 

Shress feels as if her whole world was collapsing around her. Not 
only was she going to lose Michael, she was to be the one to kill 
him . 

She looks to the Prophet and saw that he was smiling at her again. 

_He knows_ she thought, _somehow he knows and now he's going to make 
me suffer for it by having me kill my friend. _ 

"Prophet, " she says in what she hopes was a confident voice, "you 
honor me with your words, but I cannot possibly deprived the 
shipmaster from the glory he rightful deserves." 

Out of the corner of her eye, Shress saw Shipmaster Voro ' s eyes 
widen, he didn't expect the woman he almost dueled to offer him an 
opportunity for glory that she would most likely never receive 
again . 

Regret shakes his head, "No my child, you shall be the one to cleanse 
this land, " he leans close to her again and says, "you did say you 
are willingly to wipe out the demons, did you not?" 

_So he does know Michel is in the city_. Shress was now feeling as if 
she was about to gut out her own heart as she slowly nods. 

Regret gestures to the console, "then take your place and ensure your 
family name will be remembered for generations to come." 

* *Six POV** 

Six blasts away at the Phantom until it finally explodes while the 
Marines fire at the incoming Banshees trying to flank them. The 
Spartan pulls hard on the stick and twirls the Falcon around until 
they are at a better angle and continues shooting down the enemy 
aircraft . 

But there were simply too many, dozens of Phantoms and twice as many 
Banshees have surrounded Olympus Tower and were now laying siege to 
it . 

The Falcon has already taken a beating, plasma burns into the steel 
of the helicopter as the humans put up a valiant fight, but they were 
simply getting overwhelmed. As Six was thinking this, a line of 
plasma shot out of nowhere and hits the blast shields of the cot pit, 
burning away the glass. 

"Carter!" Six desperately calls, "we aren't going to last much longer 
out here, we need support, now!" 

"Sorry Six," Carter reply, "but we've got no more birds to spare, we 
can ' t-" 



Suddenly the shooting stops. Six looks around and saw that the 
Covenant forces are now retreating; the Phantoms and the Banshees are 
flying away from the tower at a rather fast speed. Behind him. Six 
could hear the two Marines have stop shooting as well, probably to 
gawk at the sight of the withdrawing Covenant forces. 

First one, then two, then what seems like every human being on Reach 
begins cheering, "We're alive!" "We've won," "look at them run!" 
"oorah! " . However Six nor the rest of Noble team didn't join in, they 
were all thinking the same thing. 

The Covenant had them; they were done for, so why did they 
retreat ? 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Six lands the Falcon on Olympus tower and hops out. He glances 
behind him and saw the Marines follow suit, both still grinning ear 
to ear.<p> 

"Find your original squads and report in, " he orders them. 

The two Marines snap a salute, replies with "yes sir" before taking 
of f . 

Six shakes his head and walks down the hallway of the temporarily 
field office of Naval Intelligence. He should be happy; he completed 
his personal goal and kept his two Marines alive and got the mission 
done. Yet what stops him from celebrating was the age old question 
he's been asking himself over and over again; what was the Covenant 
up to? 

He enters a room that was designated as "pent house" and was welcome 
with a familiar sight. Inside was Noble Team. Jun was playing sniper 
as usual, his helmet was off and he was looking through binoculars. 
Emile sat near the back of the room, sharpening his knife; his ritual 
whenever he got bored. Carter and Kat meanwhile were by an old 
console, with Kat working on it and Carter staring out the 
window . 

Almost immediately Six notices the absent of Jorge and felt a lump in 
his chest. Noble Five was a big part of Noble team (no pun intended) 

his strong stoic yet reassuring self was like the conscious and 

spirit of Noble team. Now it was gone, as if the only thing that 
could be counted as a soul in the Spartan group was now and forever 
more missing. 

"Man it's getting bad out there," Six turns to see Jun still gazing 
out the window, he wasn't sure if he made a noise or just stood 
there, but suddenly Jun turns around and says, "hey, you made 

it . " 

Six reaches into his pocket and retrieves Jorge's dog tags. He was 
about to toss them to Carter when Emile said, "Naw, keep it, " Six 

glances at Noble Four who just said, "He gave it to you, best if you 

hung on to them, right?" 


This must be some sort of Noble team ritual Six wasn't told about so 
he just pockets the tags again. 



Carter looks up and says, "Great job Six, I'm glad things went well 
todayaC | and that you did your best yesterday." 

Before Six could comment, somebody lets out a laugh, a foreign sound 
in their depress environment. The team all look to stare at Emile who 
was still laughing, "Yeah, big man always did say he was willing to 
give his life for the UNSC." 

Carter then steps forward, his confident voice returning, "He gave 
his life believing he was saving the planet, an example we all should 
look upon . " 

"So that's it then," Kat asks, "just give up our lives here and 
now? " 


Carter turns to her, "Is that a strange way asking if we're 
losing? " 

"I know we're losing," defended Kat, "I just want to know if we 
lost . " 

Carter didn't answer, but before anyone could say anything else there 
was sudden static and a male's voice could be heard. 

"Who is that?" Carter suddenly demanded. 

"It's Colonel Holland," replies Kat, looking confused herself, 

"what's he doing on an open channel?" 

Kat cleans up the signal and this time Six was able to hear the 
Colonel, "Noble Team, this is an Alpha priority message, please 
respond if you're listening." 

Carter walks up to Kat and asks, "Can they trace this signal?" 

Kat looks to his, shrugs and says, "I could." 

"Noble, " Holland voice cracks over the radio waves again, "this is an 
alpha priority message, please respond." 

Kat held up a small comms ear piece and simply said, "Make it 
brief . " 

Carter took the piece and started talking to the colonel. Six and the 
rest of Noble team watches, waiting, trying to listen in on the 
message . 

Suddenly Kat calls, "I've got massive readings!" 

Carter turns to her and says, "I've just lost Holland, what 
happen? " 

"Radiation spike, " response Kat as she types in her data pad, 

"close . " 

"How close?" demands Carter. 


Suddenly a large beam of crimson power came crashing to the surface 
easily visible to everyone within the city. The pressure was too 
great as it blasts the window to pieces and blows Noble team to the 



ground. Six's helmet began to polarize to cope with the bright light 
but it was too bright for any of his settings. 

"That Close!" cries Kat as the Spartans all got on their feet and ran 
to the back of the room. Their emergency escape route was a pair of 
elevators that led back down to the surface. Emile, Jun, and Carter 
ran into one while Six and Kat ran into the other. 

Kat closes the door and looks to Six. She couldn't see his face but 
must be feeling the same rush she was experiencing as well, "first 
glassing?" before he responds she says, "me too," as she replaces her 
helmet . 

As they made their way downwards, Emile began talking on Noble Team's 
private channel, "So where are we going now?" 

"Command is sending us back to Sword base, " was Carters 
answer . 

"Sword!?" asks a dumbfounded Jun, "Covenant owns it now!" 

Their elevator hits the ground first and they ran out, running to a 
UNSC emergency fall out bunker that was establish in case of 
glassing, it has yet to be tested but now right now it was their only 
hope . 

As they ran. Carter explains, "which is why Holland is sending us 
back in, we are to torch any and all critical data, anything that is 
deemed too valuable to fall into Covenant hands." 

Six and Kat ' s elevator finally made it down, they sprinted after the 
guys bringing up the rear as Kat said, "You would have thought they 
would have send us in earli-" She didn't finish her sentence and 
never will . 

There was a sudden blast of crystal. Six felt a weight drop on top of 
him, forcing him down to the ground. With horror he realizes the dead 
weight was Kat, in the middle of her faceplate was a smoky hole where 
the projectile had exit her head. 

Six's body reacted, he grabs Kat ' s Magnum points it in the direction 
where he triangulated where the shot came from and fires. In the air 
right over his head was a Covenant phantom, the sniper still standing 
in the door way. Noble Team joins in, firing their rifles, forcing 
the ship away. The guys fell back into the bunker and Carter shouts, 
"Come on, get in here, now!" 

With that Six grabs Kat ' s body and drags her over the threshold of 
the bunker, just as the blast doors moved horizontally towards each 
other and sealed the team off from the destruction that was now 
engulfing the world. 

**Shress POV** 

Shress felt her hands shaking as she removes them from the console 
and forces herself to look up at the screen. 

The city was now a smoky ruin. Almost all the tall towers had 
crumbled and large expanse of glass covers the land. For a brief 
moment, night turned into day as pure energy rained from the 



_Reviving Faith_ and incinerated the city. The dark clouds that 
hovered over the city departed before the blast and were now being 
blown away by the wind. The surface was still red hot and carved onto 
the land was a large circle with three slashes running through the 
middle; the hieroglyph for the Vdamee family. 

The entire bridge crew stands and cheers, praising Shress, praising 
the first female to ever glass a planet, a proud moment for anyone 
within the Covenant . 

And she feels absolutely miserable. 

Shress bows her head and made her way to the Prophet who was grinning 
quite broadly at her. She kept her eyes down, hoping he won't see her 
despair . 

"Can I get some rest now Prophet?" she asks in a genuine tired 
voice . 

She heard Regret say, "Of course my child, your room is in the 
officer's corridor, third door on the left." 

Shress only nods, not trusting herself to speak for fear of what will 
come out of her mouth. She walks to the portal and just as it 
unravels itself to permit her to enter. Regret calls out 
"Vdamee . " 

She turns, still not meeting the Prophets gaze, "I hope you know any 
allegiance formed without the consent of the Covenant is often met 
with death, but in my experience some exceptions can be madeaC | as 
long as the person learns their lesson, wouldn't you agree?" 

Shress could only nod before leaving the room. She lets out her held 
breath and walks quickly to her assign room. 

Once there, she enters and locks the portal behind her. She didn't 
inspect her room as she walks towards the bed, only unclips her belt 
of weapons and puts it on the table beside the cot before collapsing 
onto the bed. Absent mindedly she reaches for her belt and retrieves 
one object from her pouch; Michael's necklace. 

She glances at it once, causing the silent tears to fall. She places 
the metallic necklace against her shivering form, as she tries to 
breath in the remnants of Michael's scent. 

She whispers "I'm sorry" as if Michael could hear her through the 
necklace . 

* *Six POV** 

The dawn brought orange light upon the burnt land, causing the 
light's reflections to shine off of the now glassed lands. The city 
lays in ruins, nothing but ruble and a few remaining bones of now 
deceased peopled remained. 

Suddenly from a collapsed building, a small pile of housing material 
begins to shake. Slowly but eventually, the ruble was shifted aside 
and out crawls a Spartan. Soon another follows suit, then a third, 
finally a fourth, carrying a limp body with him. 



The four Spartans all stood tall and turn their eyes to the destroyed 
city as the sun reveals the newly formed glass. As they stared at the 
destruction one of them notices an aircraft in the distance and 
casually pops a red smoke grenade and flung it down the hill. The 
aircraft, a Pelican zeroed in on the smoke and lands, slowly, the 
Spartan walks forward to escape the horror of the glassing. 

Six pauses at the ramp and looks back at the raze city. This was 
where he lost his second teammate. Filled with determination, he 
looks to his remaining squad; resolve not to lose another friend. 

He glances up towards space; not a single one. 

* * Just to let you know, the next few chapters will be just as long, 
that plus the work I have to do in school and at home, it may take a 
while for me to update, but I will eventually. Thanks for 
reading . * * 


13. Where It All Began 
**Where It All Began** 

**I apologize in advance if I get any dialogue from the game wrong 

and for any grammar mistake I may have made, thanks for your patience 
* * 


The ice caps of Reach use to litter the northern hemisphere of the 
planet, now there is nothing but dry rock. Six watches as the skies 
turn into a crimson hue as the Covenant ships position all over the 
globe start their glassing campaign. 

Something is definitely off. The Covenant would usually position 
their ships into a long line and slowly work their way over the 
planet's surface, blasting every centimeter of the land with intense 
heat. Yet here, the Covenant ships are station over specific areas, 
burning them carefully so the glassing process doesn't spread too 
far. Why are they suddenly sentimental of how they destroy a 
planet ? 

Six's attention is suddenly drawn to the sound of rotor wings; he 
turns just in time to see a Falcon speed by. He watches as it goes, 
heading in the direction of Sword Base. 

The outpost was occupied by an army of Marines when Six had left. Now 
it's in ruins. The gates have been torn down, blood is splattered 
over the ground and there iss still smoke rising from Sword's tower. 
Nearly a month ago. Six and his team had defended the base with their 
lives; now they are playing the part of being the 
infiltrators . 

"Six, this is Carter, report in, over," the commander's voice buzz 
over the radio. 

Six raises two his fingers and responds, "Noble One, this is Six, 
enroute to hook up with the ODSTs, over." 

"Copy Six, Noble team will be standing by, destroy the AA guns and 
we'll move in, over." 



"Wilco, Commander, I'll get it done," with that Six jumps from the 
boulder outcropping near the surface and begins making his way to the 
rendezvous point. He jumps over the crags of the once frozen north 
until he reaches the end, where three ODST ' s are waiting for 
him . 

The ODSTs are startled when Six lands in their midst, but they 
quickly recover their pride and one of them walks forward and says, 
"Staff Sergeant Joe Gonzales reporting for duty lieutenant." 

Noble Six gives the sergeant a nod before observing the Marines more 
carefully. They are all prepared for a fight, grenades adore their 
combat vests, extra pouches for ammunition have been added and the 
dirty armor suggests they are battle harden veterans. At the moment, 
they are the few remaining military Special Forces on the planet; 
they are literally the best human soldiers in the world, save the 
Spartans who are in a whole different class entirely. 

Six turns to the speaking ODST and says, "You've been brief about the 
mission Sergeant?" 

Gonzales nods and responds, "Yes sir, we are to ensure you get into 
the base while we pull rear security." 

At this the other two ODSTs begins to groans to themselves. The 
Marines were trained to be the best soldiers on the field, having 
their roles taken by the Navy's "super soldiers" have sparked 
hostilities dating all the way back since, even before the Covenant 
war. Gonzales, however, is a reasonable man, he turns to his men and 
simply said, "Shut it!" with that the troopers falls silent. Six 
hopes that the ODST leader will keep his boys in line, the last thing 
he needed is discrimination to ruin the mission at hand. 

Six unshoulders his DMR and said, "alright troopers, follow me, " with 
that he leads the way to their objective without casting a backwards 
glance to see if the troops are following him. 

They negotiate their way over the rocky obstacles, carefully marching 
in line with the Spartan leading the way. They are at least a mile 
away from the base, but they have to avoid the roaming Covenant 
patrols which are circulating around the base. 

Six's part in the operation is to discreetly make his way to the 
cliffs overlooking the seashore close to the base, where a pair of 
Tyrant anti-air cannons has been erected. The massive guns are 
keeping the UNSC and the Spartans out of the airspace, making it near 
impossible for Noble Team to get in. Six was given four packages of 
C-12 that can easily do the job, but that would mean clearing out the 
Covenant defenders and having the ODST protect him as he set up the 
charges. This will cost the team time and their very lives where 
speed and maneuverability is essential. Which is why Six decided to 
change it up a bit if he ever finds an alternative. 

They are a few yards away from their target when one of the ODST ' s 
slip on a boulder and falls between a crack in the rocky foundation. 
He didn't scream or cry, but what got Six's attention is the splash. 
The team looks down into the crevice and watches as the Marine 
steadily returns to his feet, almost waist deep in water. 

"This is no time for a bath Dering, " Gonzales calls to the fallen 



Marine in a low voice, "gets your sorry behind back up 
here . " 

"Wait, " Six commands as he kneels down and peeks into the ravine and 
see light streaming out from an outcropping rock. 

"Trooper," Six says and nods to the light, "go check that out." 

The trooper grumbles but wades his way over to the source of the 
light, careful not to splash too much. 

He disappears behind the fissure for a moment before reappearing and 
says, "LT, it comes out to one of the main roads leading to the base 
and there's something here I think you should see." 

Six isn't sure if it was a good idea to divert from the rout the team 
is on, but curiosity got the best of him. He nods to the Marines and 
the remaining troopers drop into the ravine, with Six following them. 
They walk through the water, wedge their way through the crack in the 
wall and find themselves out in the open. 

Six feels a sickening sensation take over as he identifies the place. 
It is, or was. Sword Base's relay post, the same one where he and Kat 
had to fight their way through alien forces to reactivate the base's 
communications channel. 

The last time he has seen this place it was nothing more than a pair 
of wooden buildings hooked up to a satellite tower. Now only pieces 
of the buildings are intact, the few remaining boards are black as if 
they were all shot by plasma. Another thing different about the 
landscape is the water, the melted ice caps have flooded the roads 
and now covers the land in near waist deep water. Yet the most 
distinguishing new feature of the place is the emplacement of 
Covenant troops. 

There is a sniper tower floating on top of a nearby hill with Jackals 
manning their posts. Next to the tower are squads of Grunts pushing 
each other around as they lift and carry a variety of glowing boxes 
and position them near the newly form river that's flowing through 
the comms relay post. 

Six counts at least twenty five Grunts and two Jackals, all armed to 
the teeth. The Spartan continues to scan the area, trying to see what 
interested Dering when he sees it. Behind the Covenant forces is a 
Scorpion Tank, in what appears to be working condition. 

Upon seeing the vehicle, the whole group soon feels a thrill rising 
up within them. A tank is the most used and mostly required piece of 
equipment in the war, to find one when they need it the most was 
almost too good to be true. They can use it to easily destroy the 
light Covenant guards around the base and with it they can destroy 
the Tyrant weapons without wasting time or lives. It is literally an 
answer to Six's prayers. 

Six glance at the ODSTs who look as if they are ready to rush forward 
and fight their way to the tank. However the Spartan has a different 
plan in mind. 


He clears his throat to make sure he has their attention before he 
begins speaking, "I need you three to flank right while I take on the 



Covenant . " 


"Now wait moment-" one of the Marines started but his sergeant 
interrupts with a "Yes sir." 

"But Sarge-" The other ODST begins but is silence when Gonzales looks 
at him and said, "Trooper, are you telling me you don't want to get 
the pleasure of blowing the Covenant to pieces with the tank?" 

That shut the Marines up. Gonzales turn to Six and says, "We'll get 
in position sir, " with that he turns and takes the lead as he and the 
other troopers silently goes around the Covenant soldiers. 

Six lets out some withheld air and loosens his muscles. He pulls back 
on the chamber of the rifle and checks the ammo count. He has exactly 
fifteen rounds; he can probably take down five Grunts before they can 
reach for their weapons, but the main thing he is concern about is 
the Jackals. They are usually the commanding officers of the squads 
of Grunts, and since they have a bird's eye view at the moment that 
makes them a dangerous foe. 

Six unhooks one of his grenades and pulls the pin. He pulls it back 
before hurling it towards the Grunts. His targets are fifty yards 
away, easily within reach of a Spartan's throwing arm. The grenade 
hits one of the waddling aliens in the head who lets out a surprise 
snort. The small group looks down at the petite rolling orb; upon 
recognizing the object they all let out squeaks of alarm as they run 
for cover, just as the explosive detonates. Four of the miniature 
soldiers perish, leaving eleven left to be dealt with. 

The survivors let out sighs of relief but as soon as their heart 
rates begin to go down, they spike upon hearing the screams. During 
the confusion. Six has run forward, slicing with his knife in hand 
and shooting grunts with the other hand as he runs through. Six is 
almost to the tower when the Jackals begin firing. Purple needles 
smash against the Spartan's armor, but despite the apparent 
harmlessness of the breaking crystals, they are actually draining 
Six's shields, forcing him to find cover. 

Six dives behind a boulder, hunkers down and tries to stay low as 
sniper rounds continues to fly overhead. The Grunts regain their 
courage and tries to advance forward to deliver a killing shot, but 
every time they get close Six would either shoot sat their feet or if 
the opportunity presents itself, deliver a headshot . 

Six can easily overpower the Grunts and maybe the Jackals if he 
sacrifices some of his shields, but he needs to provide some time for 
the Marines to- 

Suddenly there is a burst of automatic fire that fills the air. The 
Grunts are all huddle together in the open as they try to get at Six, 
making them easy targets for the machine gun. Six has an idea who is 
firing and glances over the boulder to confirm his theory. 

Firing from the turret of the Scorpion is one of the ODSTs, letting 
loose a devastating six hundred rounds a minute shots while his 
comrades stands next to the tank cheering him on. The Jackals are 
taken off guard by the new threat, giving Six the time he needed. 
Trusting the ODST will keep the Grunts busy, the Spartan runs 
forward . 



With their focus on the tank, the Jackals didn't even see Six as he 
runs forward and jumps into the grav lift at the bottom of the tower. 
When Six reaches the top of the sniper nest, the bird like creatures 
are firing their rifles at the tank; not taking notice of the Spartan 
until it is too late. Six grabs the first Jackal and flings it over 
the side of the railing, listening to its cries of fear until it came 
to an abrupt end. The last Jackal fires at point blank range, but Six 
simply steps out of the way, grabs his knife and in one swift 
movement, buries the blade into the creature's neck and twists. The 
alien lets out a strangle gurgle before losing the light in its eyes 
and going limp. 

Six yanks his knife out and the creature crumbles to the floor. The 
Spartan walks to the side of the pad and looks down; the tank is 
still working as the ODSTs use the machine gun to mow down the 
remaining Grunts. Six steps on the guard rail surrounding the pad and 
jumps off from the tower. He tucks into a ball as he lands on the 
ground before rolling into a kneeling position and holds out his DMR, 
ensuring the area is clear before standing. 

He calmly walks over to the tank just as the ODST on the gun let out 
a final burst that tore the last Grunt to pieces. 

The Trooper is obviously grinning under his helmet as he says, "I 
haven't had that much fun in forever!" 

Six ignores this before saying, "All right people, no doubt somebody 
heard the commotion we just made, so let's get moving before they 
send out a patrol, you two, " he points to the sergeant and the other 
ODST, "hop on the side of the tank. I'll drive." 

The second ODST looks like he is going to protest, but Gonzales gives 
him a shove and the Trooper complainingly obliges and hops on top of 
the tank, with the Sergeant sitting on the other side. The Marine 
known as Dering stays behind the machine gun position in front of the 
main cannon, no doubt still grinning from the recent shoot out. With 
the Marines in position. Six opens the hatch near the base of the 
primary gun and climbs in. 

The quarters of the tank is smug, just like every vehicle, they 
weren't made to accommodate the average Spartan. Six's head is 
banging against the roof and he has to pull his legs up to his chest 
so his feet can reach the petals. He has to be careful for his large 
fingers may press two buttons instead of the one he wants. It's in 
conditions like these that make the Spartans feel like giants in the 
land of midgets. 

Six is glad to find the keys in the ignition, most likely whoever it 
was that last drove the tank left in a hurry, probably leaving before 
being of any help since the Covenant didn't destroy the Great War 
machine . 

Six switches the tank on and it rumbles to life. The Marine start to 
whoop when they feel the shaking of gears beneath them, signaling 
that the thing still works. The Spartan checks his gauges, he has 
enough fuel, a lot of ammunition, and readings detect a lot of 
contacts in front of him. Six presses the tank forward and they begin 
to advance. 



The four tread vehicle soon picks up speed as Six adds more pressure 
to the engine. As they travel, memories begin to surface and without 
Six realizing it, he is swept away within the folds of his mind. He 
thought of the last time he traveled on the road they are on, he was 
with Kat and Gunter at the time, turning back on the relay outpost 
and activating an anti-air craft cannon. 

That day was viewed as a great victory, but it was also significant 
to Six for another reason; on that day, he met Shress again, on that 
day, they first began to talk to one another. Soon their neutral 
phase shifted into the friendly stage they are currently in. That was 
one good thing the Covenant did; bringing Shress and Six together, 
presenting him with hope that if Shress is able to turn on the 
Prophets, then so will the others of her species. 

He sighs at the thoughts of his outer worldly friends and hopes she 
is alright wherever she is. He misses her so much already it is 
starting to scare him a bit. He never felt this much anxiety about 
anything or anyone before, what could it possibly mean? 

His thinking is interrupted when something sped within sight of his 
monitor. It is a Grunt on a Ghost speeding their way. Upon seeing the 
moving tank however, the Grunt stops and turns around, trying to 
speed off to safety. Six didn't let that happen. Years of training 
took over, as if he done it hundreds of times already. Six twists the 
turret of the tank, sights his target and fires. The tanks shudders 
as a slug the size of a Spartan is shot out of the end of the cannon 
and whizzes towards the Ghost. The Grunt is just making the turn when 
the round slams into the purple machine, blowing it to pieces, along 
with the unfortunate creature within. 

The back of the Scorpion opens as it pops out the used cannon shell, 
the clang it emits mingles with the ODSTs who are cheering 
again . 

Six responds by pressing the Scorpion forward faster, if the Covenant 
wasn't aware of their presence before, they are now. Just as he 
thought that, they turn the corner and are presented a horrifying 
sight . 

They are face to face with their objectives, twin Tyrant turret, both 
of their muzzles up and shooting at a faraway dog fight between human 
and Covenant space craft. While in front of the Scorpion is an entire 
company of Grunts, Jackals, Elites and even Hunters. The two groups 
froze at the sight of the other, both unable to believe what they are 
seeing . 

Dering broke the silence first, "Oh sh-" 

The trooper didn't finish as the Covenant opens fire. With a combine 
shout, Gonzales and the fellow ODST jumps from where they were 
sitting and retreats to the safety behind the Scorpion. Dering 
remains where he is, the small blast shield offers him limited 
protection as he blindly fires into the crowd of aliens before them. 
Six helps as well, blasting away with the cannon, at point blank rage 
there was no way the Spartan could miss. The machine gun, cannon and 
the grenades the ODSTs behind the tank are popping are thinning out 
the alien's ranks, but they are taking damage as well. 


The plasma and needles are starting to take effect on the tank. The 



plasma is molding the tank armor as the molten heat ate away at the 
steel. The needles stuck to the side of the tank and as they 
detonate, the small explosions would cause havoc to erupt on the 
Scorpion's weapons system. The powerful blasts from the Hunter's fuel 
rods aren't helping either. Both sides are link in a brutal back and 
forth tug a war, like two guys taking punches at each 
other . 

Eventually the firing begins to die down as the Covenant begins to 
take massive casualties. Six has no idea how long they battered 
against one another, but finally after the fall of the last Hunter 
and a golden armored Elite, the remaining alien forces retreat within 
the safety of the Tyrant gun's fortifications. There are so many 
bodies on the ground that Six has no idea how many the human's 
killed, more than half that's for sure. 

Six switches on his radio and says, "Sergeant, you and your man 
alive? " 

There is a moment of silence before somebody begins speaking, "Sir, 
its Parker, " Six deduces that Parker is the unnamed Marine, who 
continues to talk, "The Sarge is hit, nothing serious, but he's 
having trouble using his arm at the moment." 

Six slowly nods to himself before asking, "Can he still shoot a 
weapon? " 

There is another pause before the Marine answers, "Yes sir, but he's 
only able to hold up a SMG." 

"Good enough, " Six replies before opening the channel so Dering can 
hear his plan, "alright people, here's what we're going to do, I'm 
going to blow the turret out of the way, you three cover me, cause I 
have a feeling the Covenant aren't going to like me for remodeling 
their fort, understood?" 

He was answered with three people saying, "yes sir." 

Six exhales and simply says, "Ok, here we go, " with that he 
repositions the cannon and starts firing. 

No sooner did he start the bombardment do the remaining Covenant 
soldiers return to the field to retaliate. The ODSTs responds in 
kind, either forcing the Covenant back into hiding or slaughtering 
the poor beings standing out in the open. Six barely registers this 
as he continues firing at the enlarge cannon resting on top of the 
fortification. The tough Covenant metal proves its worth as it 
continues to hold against continues firing from the tank. Six 
continues counting as round after round shot at the massive gun. Six 
current counting marks the next slug as being the twenty third when 
the Tyrant finally surrenders. Slowly the gun begins to sway and 
without another warning, it falls to its side, taking half of the 
fortification with it as it tumbles to the ground, causing a small 
earthquake to occur. 

With the first gun destroyed Six turns to face the second. He's 
disappointed at the amount of ammunition he had to use to depose of 
the first one, the giant rounds are almost gone; he needs to dispose 
of the second one without using as many shells. The Spartan tries to 
think, but the remaining Covenant forces continue to fire at him with 



everything they have left. The Troopers tries to hold them back, but 
they are quickly getting overwhelm. 


"LT!" shouts Dering, "hurry up and do something! It's bad enough the 
Covies are attacking, but I think if we don't move soon, the ground 
will go out right beneath us." 

Six is confuse by the Trooper's words until he positions his camera 
downwards and sees what the ODST meant. There are dozens of cracks in 
the ground; no doubt appearing right after the first turret has 
fallen, making the surface unstable. 

Six has a sudden idea, it's crazy, but it just might work. He 
repositions the cannon once more, but this time with it aiming 
down . 

Before the ODSTs could ask. Six presses the trigger and releases a 
single shell that slams into the ground. That is all it took. The 
ground begins to shake again, but at the spot where Six had fired, 
close to the base of the Tyrant. Soon the crevices grow wider and 
wider, pot holes begin to bloom all around the gun. The Covenant 
realizes the danger they are in and tries to flee but it's too late. 
Crumbling bits and pieces of the cliff begins to tumble to the 
seashore, the cliff soon become unstable. Finally with a humongous 
crack, the ground beneath the turret disappears, causing the Tyrant 
and the unlucky aliens close to it to fall to the rocky sea shore 
beneath them. 

There is a moment of silence as the humans stare at where the massive 
canon once stood, now gone in less than a minute. It's Dering who 
breaks the silence again, "Awesome, " he mutters the word yet loud 
enough for the whole team to hear. 

Six shakes his head to clear his mind before touching his radio, 
"Noble Team, you are clear to enter Sword Base's airspace, 
over . " 

There is a heartbeat of silence before Carter responds, "Copy that 
Six, we are already in bound." 

Six glances to the air in the direction of the air fight and sure 
enough, one Falcon breaks free of the scuffle and is heading their 
way . 

Six turns the tank back online, waits for Gonzales and Parker to 
mount back up and slowly they rumble off in the direction of the 
base. The entrance of the base isn't too far, just a mere two hundred 
yards, and between the humans and the door are only a few Covenant 
resistances. With the tank in tow, nothing is able to stand in their 
way . 

Just as the humans made it to the gates, the Falcon passes overhead 
and Six hears Emile playfully saying, "see you inside Six." 

The Spartan shakes his head as he opens the hatch above him and 
climbs out. He jumps from the tank and walks over to the computer 
console resting to the side of the main road. He switches it on and 
enters the code Auntie Dot has given him, hoping all the way that it 
still works. No sooner did he press enter, the gates open and he 
feels like whooping himself. 



Instead he turns somberly to the ODSTs who stare back at him. This is 
where they separate, while Six and his fellow Spartans complete their 
mission, the Marines will remain at the gate, holding off any other 
Covenant forces that will try and get in. They all knew the ODSTs 
chances of survival are slim; this is most likely a suicide 
mission . 

Six feels like saying something, anything that can comfort the men, 
but instead the sergeant calmly says, "go ahead Spartan, we'll hold 
here, we know what they're asking of us." 

Six stares at Gonzales before Parker walks forward and says, "Don't 
worry Spartan, Marine don't die, we just regroup on the other 
side . " 

Six doubts these words but at the moment he just nods to them and 
they nod back. Six tosses the keys to Dering who caught them and the 
Spartan says, "It's all yours." 

Dering pumps his fist and says, "Yes!" 

Six simply shakes his head before passing through the gates to 
regroup with Noble team. 

**Shress POV ** 

Shress awoke irritable and in pain. 

She is angry with herself for many things. For using her very hands 
to destroy a city, murdering thousands and destroying her friend 
Michael. For crying like the weak female her male counterparts takes 
her to be. For falling asleep without removing her amour, which 
caused her whole body to cramp during the night and now her body 
painfully aches as she rises from her bed. 

She curses her sore form before forcing herself up and paces her 
room, trying to work out the kinks. Soon the physical pain went away 
but the emotional remains. 

_No_ she tells herself sternly, _don't you dare shed a tear, you're a 
Zealot! Zealots don't cry, they don't break down; theya€ | don't murder 
their friends. _ 

That did it; she feels the prickling sensation beginning to build as 
she starts to rub her eyes. She never thought she would cry during 
the war or any other time for that matter. The only time she has ever 
cried was when a healer inspected her before she joined the Covenant 
military and they made the startling discovery about her condition. 
She cried then, showing weakness, it was there she vowed never to be 
weak again. But all that changed after she met Michael. 

He was so wonderful. Never before has she ever had a friend, even as 
a child she was lonely for it was at her early age she was determine 
to become a warrior, a path hardly any other female would take. She 
was always shunned by others in her young life and soon her adult 
life as well, and then he came. 


He was the first male to have ever looked at her without the urge to 
make her his mate, the first male to accept her odd ways, and the 



first male to generally care for her well-being, something that even 
her father has deprived her of. 

She remembers when they had first met, how she watched in horror as 
he literally gutted her fellow Zealot brothers. How she ambushed him 
and was ready to kill him when he reminds her of her honor, reminds 
her that she was a warrior, not a murder, or so she thought at the 
time. Then they met once again, arranging for future meetings and 
through those meetings they have formed their friendship. It wasn't 
until later on did she realize how much she needed the support of 
another person. 

She remembers the horror, the sadness and the depression that took 
over her as she realizes all this time she has been slaughtering 
innocent men, women and children. She actually charged at Michael 
hoping to provoke him into killing her, but even then he was still 
loyal and spared her, he even gave her a purpose to live; to help 
mend her wrongs by aiding humanity. 

After that she relied on the human more. She soon found herself 
longing for his presence, to feel his hand on hers, to hear his 
encouraging voice and to feel his presence. Finally, he relied on her 
for once and she was there to provide him the comfort that he has 
always given her. It was after that did things seem to change, when 
she soon wish to hold him in her arms, to bury her head into his neck 
and just to smell his scenta€ i making her wish they have done that 
more than the occasional hand holding. 

She shivers slightly at this thought. Is she wishing to be more than 
socially involved with this human? Why? They are different species, 
they are at war with each other and what sort of male could possibly 
want a female who wishes to be treated like an equal? 

Through her tears she let out a growl and slams her fist against the 
wall. _Why am I even thinking like this? He's gone! He's gonea€ | and 
it ' s my fault ._ 

She allows her tears to fall just for a few more units, allowing them 
to fall in a small remembrance of the human she has always thought of 
as a demon. She allows the pain to show, to allow the world to see 
she does care for the human, the only person to have ever treated her 
like a friend, like an equal. She thought of his face one more time, 
the green eyes, short black hair and the assurance of his hand 
touching hers, how she wishes she could see and feel those things 
again, just one more time. 

She sighs and wipes her moist eyes. There's no time for crying, now 
she needs to figure out what to do. Should she leave? The Prophet 
obviously knows of her betrayal yet didn't expose her, why? Should 
she stay or leave the Covenant? Take the "tags" that Michael has 
given her and try to join the humans? She shakes this thought away; 
they'll sooner kill her rather than listen to her say that she was 
Michael's friend, who would even believe her? 

The frustration returns, making her want to lash out at something 
once more when there is a heavy thumping on her portal. She makes 
sure her eyes are truly clear of moisture before saying, 

"enter . " 

The portal warps open and in steps Kova . KovaaC | could she consider 



him a friend? Shress waves the thought away and focuses on the task 
at hand, "What is it Ranger?" she asks. 


The Sangheili male gave her an odd look before saying, "Are you 
alright Commander?" 

This puzzles Shress as she replies, "Yesa€|why do you ask?" 

"Your voice soundsaC | rough, are you ill?" 

Shress thought of a quick lie before saying, "WellaC | I was feeling a 
little unwell last night, but I'm better now." 

"Unwell?" the old Ranger asks, "That's unfortunate, especially after 
all the glory you have obtained the other night, which was expertly 
done Zealot." 

_Expertly? I killed thousands_! It took all of Shress ' s restraints 
not to say the words as she asks in a calm voice, "Indeeda€|is there 
something you wish to tell me?" 

Kova bows his head and says, "The High Prophet Regret wants all 
Zealots to prepare to be deploy to the human structure obscuring the 
way to the Navigator, " at these words the old male actually looks 
giddy, "we are almost there Commander, soon we will find the weapons 
of the gods, soon we will wipe the galaxy clean of this human 
filth." 

Shress actually feels sicken at the glee presented in Kova ' s voice 
and even more so as she makes her voice mimics the same happiness as 
she replies, "Yes Kova, " here she looks to her bedside table and the 
weapons presented on it, "soona€|this will all be over." 

* *Six POV ** 

The doors slide open revealing a desolate sight. Bodies of human 
soldiers are thrown askew throughout the room, blood splatters the 
floors and walls, and every single one of them are no longer 
breathing . 

The Spartans walk inside, taking note of the badly constructed 
fortifications that the Marines had quickly created in their final 
moments . 

"This was either a futile attempt to stop the Covenant from getting 
to something important, " Carter states, "or these Marines were simply 
cornered . " 

Emile walks to the back of the room only to discover another body of 
a Marine; slump against the wall. 

"I'm going to go with cornered," Emile says, "there's nothing 
here . " 

"Sir, are you sure we're in the right place?" Six asks, "All we have 
are C-12s, that's not enough fireworks to blow this part of the 
facility, " 

"I agree," Jun says, "this room is too far to the right, we should 
detonate the explosives in the center of the structure, " he turns to 



Carter and says, "Sir, if we're to demo the building, this isn't the 
place to do it . " 

Carter didn't say anything for a while before touching his comms and 
says, "Auntie Dot, are you sure we're at the correct 
coordinates ? " 

For the first time in Six's career, an AI didn't instantly respond. 
The silence drew on for seconds, which would have been hours by AI 
standards, was Dot still operating or did the Covenant destroy her 
along with the remaining UNSC officers? 

"Dot?" Carter asks again; another heartbeat passes before the AI 
answers . 

"Noble Team," the smooth female voice says, "you're current objective 
have been rectified, please look to your HUDs to find your new 
objective . " 

"Rectified?" asks a dumbstruck Carter. Noble Team, every Spartan for 
that matter, has never had their orders changed during a fight. 

Better yet what does she mean by rectified? Have they been going 
about the situation all wrong? 

Jun checks his HUD and says, "well sir, the objective is about ten 
kilometers away and about two hundred kilometers_ down, he said in 
an implausible tone, "sir, I suggest we go AI free on this 
one . " 

Carter holds up a finger and says, "Dot, what you mean by rectified? 
Have we been given the wrong orders?" 

Another pause before Dot responds, "Apologies Noble One but the 
orders come from an AI much more elevated than my stander 
processing . " 

"Oh terrific, " Emile mutters to himself and everyone just about 
agrees with him. If there was any AI with a greater intellect than 
Dot, then it belongs to ONI; which means this just became a spook 
mission . 

"Dot, " Carter tries again, "who gave the order? Who are we operating 
under now?" 

Again silence. 

Emile chuckles, "Hey Carter, looks like you have a talent of 
repelling women, organic and non-organic alike." 

Noble One looks to Emile but before he could say anything, they all 
hear a loud clang. With fluid motion, the Spartans raise their rifles 
in the direction of the sound. The back wall shudders before it pulls 
itself to the side, allowing the body if the Marine to fall within 
the now revealed hallway. 

Six gazes inside, it looks like a tunnel in the middle of 
construction, it has visible wires, tubes and on occasion, steam is 
being puffed out every so often along the pipe line. 

Jun presses some buttons on the side of his helmet and reports, "this 



isn't on the map," he looks to Carter, "I have no idea where this 
goes . " 

Carter was back on the radio as he says, "Dot what is this?" 

"Your new objective Noble Team, " she said, "please follow the 
corridor to the tram and you'll be brief as you go." 

"The tram?" asks Carter but this time Dot didn't answer as the 
frequency went dead, leaving nothing, not even static, for the team 
to hear. 

"Anyone else feeling a little creep out at the moment?" Six asks 
while keeping his rifle pointed down the corridor. 

"Now you're feeling creep out Six?" Emile asks as he leads the way 
down the corridor, with Noble Team following him close behind. 

As soon as they step over the threshold, the door closes behind them. 
The Spartan were shrouded in darkness for a while before they switch 
on their helmet's flashlights. 

"Okay," Emile says, "Now I'm official creep out." 

"Lock it up Noble," Carter orders and point's two fingers in front of 
them, "move out, " there is a deep rumble above them that causes dust 
to fall from the ceiling, "on the double," Noble One finishes. 

The team moves forward as fast and as cautiously as they could go. So 
far there's nothing but the endless darkness that fills the hallway, 
and with their flash light's limited range they have trouble keeping 
their eye open for any hostiles, in front and behind. They travel for 
what feels like miles until at last they saw light at the end of the 
tunnel . 

Though they are glad to reach the end, they still move carefully so 
they wouldn't walk into an ambush. When they reach the end of the 
hall there is a small bare room, the light that they saw earlier is 
originating from a large box connected to rails on the ceiling; the 
tram . 

Slowly, the team enters one by one. Carter first with Jun being the 
last to enter. As soon as they are all in, the door closes and before 
they could bust the door down, they are push backwards as the tram 
takes off at a speedy pace. Six glances outside a window and watches 
as they past large walls of rocks, with the tram being the only 
source of light in the cave. 

The team is still taking in their baring when there is a sound of 
static, it was then did the team notice the monitor above them. At 
first there's nothing but interference, however when it clears, the 
Spartans all feel astonishment arise as they stare at someone they 
thought they would never see again. 

The woman on the screen is currently looking at a data pad in her 
hand but the Spartans could still easily identify her. Her small 
status, the greying short hair and the all familiar know-it-all voice 
as she says, "Hello Commander." 


Noble One is quite for a few minutes before he finally responds 



"Doctor Halsey, " he said it more to confirm it was her rather than a 
greeting, and Six couldn't blame him. They had to fight through what 
had to be a battalion of Covenant soldiers to enter Sword Base, how 
could she, a civilian that supposedly died days ago, still be 
alive? 

"Doctor Halsey, " Carter says again, this time more confidently, "the 
UNSC marked you as KIA-" 

"I am aware of the exaggerations concerning my "death," commander," 
she said and looks up, staring Carter right in the faceplate, "I only 
wish the same can be said about the rest of Noble team." 

"We all do madam, " Carter says, to which she responds with, 

"indeed . " 

The tram came to a stop in the middle of nowhere. Before anyone in 
Noble Team could comment, the tram suddenly shoots down an unseen 
shaft, falling at what feels like break neck speed. 

"Madam," Carter continues, "I have no idea where we are going, but we 
have a mission, we need to return to sword base and-" 

"I am aware of your mission Commander, and if it comforts you, we 
ordered the ODST that Noble Six came with to destroy the base." 

This didn't comfort the Spartans at all. They are trained to believe 
that any force other than a Spartan's is considered unreliable in a 
crucial mission. Halsey should know this; it was her rule book that 
their instructor. Lieutenant Ambrose, installed within the Spartans 
during their training. She obviously said that in part to annoy and 
frustrate the Spartans; talk about holding grudges. 

The tram exits the cave that they were in and now the Spartans found 
themselves in what appears to be a large underground cavern beneath a 
huge glacier. The cavern opens up to a vast area, filled with small 
glaciers and large particles of ice. At the bottom where the tram is 
heading they could see what appears to be a quickly established human 
base, built right within the folds of a wall of rock. The skies are 
block with a giant ice ceiling, as the team gaze at it, a large chuck 
of it, the size of a building, falls from within the folds. The team 
watches it fall and that is when they saw it. 

It's huge, grey and definitely not human. There's something buried in 
the ice, and they are looking at only what could be a small side of 
it. It's twice the size of a Covenant carrier yet that's what made 
the Spartans weary; it is alien, but the designs weren't the same as 
those of the Covenant. 

"Madam, what are we looking at?" Carter asks. 

"You are looking at a piece of technology that is older and more 
advance then our species, even the Covenant, " Halsey says, slightly 
awing the Spartans. Advance technology that isn't Covenant and a lot 
older too? This is starting to get too weird. 

"What is it exactly madam?" Carter asks again. 

"Quite possible our salvation Commander, " 


was her reply. 



The team looks to one another at this. Six thinks Emile put it best 
when he put a finger close to his head and twirl it in circles, to 
which everyone except Carter nods with approval. 

"Madam," Carter begins to say, "If this is delicate equipment, then 
we have orders sanction by HIGHCOM to bury any critical-" 

"If you bury this Spartan," Halsey response with emotion evident in 
her voice, "then you bury humanity's best chance of survival." 

This got the team's attention, they look to each other now with 
evident determination, the protection and security of Humanity is the 
Spartan's primary job. 

Finally the tram reaches the bottom and releases the Spartans. They 
fan out and makes sure the area is clear before Carter radios Halsey 
again, "alright madam, what you need us to do?" 

Six hears Halsey let out a held breath as if she is relieved before 
saying, "head to the base, there's a weapons armory where your team 
can prepare themselves." 

Carter asks, "Prepare ourselves for what?" 

"A Covenant flagship is inbound to our position, " Halsey says rather 
calmly, "I need you and your team to fortify the base until I can 
ready a critical package for exfil, Halsey out." 

Carter nods to himself before looking to his team, "You all heard 
that ? " 

Emile asks, "So basically we have to hold off an entire army while 
the mad Doc packs her bags?" 

"Pretty much Four, " Carter says before pointing in the direction of 
the base, "Alright Spartans, move out." 

**Shress POV** 

Shress walks out of the armory fully ready for war. Her armor has 
been rebuffed, the shields have been charged to full power and she 
has a Carbine as her primary weapon. Plasma Rifle holstered on her 
belt along with her twin energy blades. 

She keeps her face devoid of emotion as she walks through the 
hallway, for once she is alone. Her entire legion has been called to 
arms as well, but the Zealots are to wait while the Regulars are sent 
in first to clear any human resistance that is still in place. 

She has again left Dinjit in command, who looks happy with being in 
charge with being in charge this time. She hopes she was right about 
the Ranger and that his ignorance won't get most of her troopers 
killed in her absence. However, she has been told (anonymously of 
course) that Kova pretty much watches over her legion and sometimes 
contradicts some of Dinjit's orders. This doesn't worry her a bit, 
truth be told she is glad there is another who views Dinjit ways as 
being dangerous and cocky, it is one of the smallest of assurance 
that she isn't alone. 


She reaches the hanger and finds it in an organize manner for once. 



The troops are lined up, Unggoys at the front and Mgalekgolos last, 
all waiting to board an aircraft that will take them to the surface. 
She's displeased however when she sees that the Sangheilis are placed 
right in front of the Jiralhanaes and sure enough, more than one 
scuffle is emerging. She's glad she didn't have to stand with the 
legion and instead heads to the back to wait to be deploy with her 
Zealot brothers . 

She is taller than two of the other crimson clad warriors and just as 
heavily armed, but it ss obvious she is different from them for her 
form is more slender then theirs. As she stands beside them, some of 
the Zealots steps away from her as if to be close to her is consider 
shameful; she tries her best to ignore them. Only four or five of 
them gives her a glance before silently returning back to grumbling 
with one another and leaving her out of the conversation; this is 
about as friendly as they can get. 

Shress sighs and begins to inspect her weapons as she waits to board 
her own craft. It's in instance like this that she wish she has a 
true comrade in arms, someone she can talk to so she can steady her 
nerves, instead she is left to herself to ponder and worry what will 
come next . 

The line is steadily moving as more and more Phantoms and Spirits are 
deployed along with the first legion within them. 

Shress is happy to see the line moving more steadily but then she 
feels a chill forming on the back of her neck, causing her to turn 
and search for the source. In the back of the room, flank by his 
guards, is the Prophet of Regret, who is staring right at her. She 
couldn't tell what he is thinking or what he is feeling but the look 
he is giving her is enough to make her want to run and hide 
somewhere . 

She suppresses that urge and looks down as she continues to check her 
weapons, wishing that they can hurry and board a ship so she can be 
away from the Prophet. 

For a holy being, there is something about him that makes him 
seemaC i evil . 

* *Six POV** 

Six loads his DMR and lets out a steady sigh once more as he and 
Carter stands side by side. 

In less than fifteen minute, the Spartans have fortified the 
surrounding area, it isn't the best of defenses, but it'll have to 
do. There are three main paths which the Covenant can take to advance 
on to the base, one to the right where the tram is, one to the left 
that heads to a small cliff and a middle lane that is backed up 
against an abandon facility. Separating the lanes are naturally 
formed mini mountains that'll keep the Covenant from banding together 
before they make it to the front of the base. 

The middle and right roads both have bridges to cover a gap between 
the walkways, the Spartans use some of their C-12's to booby trap the 
bridges, waiting for the right number of troops to be on it before 
triggering detonation. Another defense that the Spartans have created 
is setting up three ADS (automated defense systems) Wolf Spider 



turrets, each statistically position at key points along the road 
where they can do real damage to any approaching infantry 
soldiers . 

Those are the only defenses that the Spartans could make in such 
short time, leaving their ultimate weapons as the first and last line 
of resistance; themselves. 

The small armory outside of the base had just about every weapon 
imaginable, including some sort of laser weapon that no Spartan has 
ever seen before. It didn't take them long before they pool their 
resources together and came out as fully equipped soldiers prepared 
for a one-man-war. 

All the Spartans are decked out with the same weapons, more or less. 
Nearly a dozen grenades are strapped to their chests. Assault Rifles 
and Grenade Launchers are strap to their backs and in Carter and 
Six's hands are DMRs while Jun wields a Sniper Rifle. Emile on the 
other hand is like the dark red Grim Reaper, he has two SMGs on his 
belt, a Jack Hammer rocket launcher and Assault rifle on his back, 
his shot gun in one hand and the strange laser weapon in the 
other . 

Six and Carter stands in the small courtyard in front of the base 
while Jun and Emile hung back close to the door. The two Spartans up 
front are position behind concrete cover that forms a U shape, 
covering all three lanes. Leaning against the small concrete walls 
are five loaded Assault rifles, so the Spartans can reach down and 
start firing, being able to shoot off one hundred and fifty rounds 
without reloading. Jun and Emile crouches behind the cover of some 
ammo crates, Jun will pick off important high value targets with his 
sniper rifle and Emile will take out any Covie who got too close or 
destroy any war vehicle the alien's will send in. 

They all stood at their designated areas and waited. Minutes pass but 
the team remains as still as stone. They were trained to never relax 
before a fight, never show fear, and never compromise. This will be 
the most brutal fighting they'll ever be engaged in. For once, there 
are no little Marines they have to watch; now it's just them and the 
Covenant, something that all four Spartans have been waiting for ever 
since finishing training. This was the moment they have been trained 
for . 

Six uneasily shifts his weight from foot to foot, it was in 
situations like these that he wish he could take a sip of water, but 
taking off his helmet now with the enemy so close would be a bad 
mistake. The only time he has ever taken off his helmet with the 
Covenant close by was during his meetings with Shressa€| 

Six shakes his head. As much as he likes to think about happier 
times, this isn't the moment, he has to have a clear head, take a 
breath, be ready to sight in on his targets and be ready to pull the 
trigger . 

Suddenly a loud shattering noise fills the cavern, and about a few 
hundred meters away from the Spartans, large chunks of ice falls from 
the glacier above in sky scraper size proportions. Moving painstaking 
slow, the giant mounds of ice slams to the bottom of the cavern and 
sends up white powdery snow that raises all the way back up to the 
newly created hole. 



That's when Six sees them, emerging from the white screen is a purple 
Phantom, flying straight towards them. There's another flash of light 
and soon another Phantom follows the first, then a Spirit, another 
Phantom, and by this time, the white screen finally disappears; 
revealing what appears to be over hundreds of Covenant drop ships 
inbound on the Spartan's position. 

The defenders of humanity didn't winch, they didn't shiver, instead 
they simply breath, strengthen their stances, and raises their rifles 
to their shoulders. This is their moment, this is their destiny; 
protecting humanity to the last. 

The alien ships drift lazily over to the field of battle, making no 
sudden movements. The ships could easily blow Noble Team away, but 
Six guesses the Sangheilis inside would want a crack at gaining honor 
on the battlefield first before they terminate the Spartans. A costly 
mistake . 

There isn't enough room for all the ships to land, so instead, six 
airships move in first, dispersing into pairs, with each heading to 
one of the designated paths that leads to Noble Team. The Spartans 
tense a little as the ships draw in close, but instead of firing on 
them, the ships heads to the end of the paths and came to a hover. It 
wasn't long before the sides of the aircrafts opens wide and out 
jumps the attackers; squads of Grunts, teams of Jackals, and the 
single commanding Elite. The ships then lifts back off into the air 
leaving what must have looks like a one sided fight; won't they be 
surprised . 

Six looks all around him and counts the number of Covenant forces to 
be about three dozen, with one at the end of each path. Noble Team 
didn't say a word, they all knew what to do, and they are just 
waiting for their enemy to make the move first, which didn't take 
long . 

An Elite at one trail lifts its head and lets out a roar, other 
Elites position on the other paths lets out similar war cries and 
with that, the small armed group of aliens begin to advance. The 
steady walk soon turns into a trot, until finally the Covenant forces 
are sprinting towards the humans. They are closing in on the Spartans 
who still hasn't moved a muscle, an action that for some reason just 
enrage the aliens even more. 

The Covenant troops on all three paths are now a hundred yards away, 
within DMR rifle range. That's when Carter turns around and shouts, 
"Now!" 

Behind him, Jun raises the small data pad in his hand and presses a 
switch . 

Along all three paths, mounds of rocks suddenly shoot skywards as the 
Wolf Spiders rises from the hiding places that the team has hid them 
in. Upon seeing the turrets, the aliens all try to slow down but it's 
too late. The Wolf Spider locks in on the nearest heat signature and 
starts firing short control bursts of fifty caliber rounds. 

The Grunts all squeal in fright and desperately tries to run away, 
forcing the Elites to break ranks as they try to rein order over the 
panic stricken troops while firing their weapons at the Wolf 



Spiders . 


It is when they are in disarray did the lead Spartans react. 
Simultaneously, the Spartans raise their rifles and sight downrange . 
Six found his first target, one of the commanding Elites, a minor in 
blue armor but a leader never the less. He shifts his rifle to the 
right, trying to anticipate the wind speed, aims his rifle and 
squeeze off two shots. The first bullet took out the Elite's shields; 
the following round buries itself deep within the skull, causing the 
head to implode with blue blood. 

Six breathes slowly as he lines up his rifle with the next target, an 
unlucky Grunt and takes another shot. The two veteran's fires only 
five shots before the Wolf Spiders finish off the remaining forces. 
The platoon size attack force has been neutralized. 

"That was too easy," comments Carter. 

"Yeah, just like always," comments Emile. 

"No, he's right," Jun interrupts, "it's just like New Alexandria, 
they send in the light stuff in first to test us, the next round will 
bring the bigger guns . " 

Just as he finishes speaking Six hears the whine of Plasma rounds and 
instantly crouches under his concrete cover. The other Spartans do 
the same as the Phantoms, Spirits and Banshees fire on their 
position . 

"You just had to say it!" complains Emile as he hides behind the ammo 
crate . 

"Not now Emile!" shouts Carter, "see what that ray gun can 

do ! " 

"Gladly!" responds Emile, "give me cover!" 

Six has no idea if it will help, but he lifts his rifle above his 
cover and starts spraying bullets in the direction where he pinpoints 
the enemy shooters. The other Spartans does the same, save Emile who 
shoulder's his shotgun and takes out the Jackhammer missile 
launcher . 

Six has no idea how many clips he spent until Emile jumps, rolls out 
of cover and comes up in a crouch. With the Jackhammer in one hand 
and the laser in the other, he ignores the plasma being shot around 
him as he raises both heavy weapons. He fires both projectiles in the 
Jackhammer and fires a red arch of light from the laser. Six didn't 
see where they went but he heard the explosion and the sound of 
shattered pieces falling to the ground. Emile couldn't reload the 
launcher so he drops it and continues firing the laser weapon which, 
by the sound of it, continues to have a devastating effect on the 
Covenant . 

Soon Emile came under fire, but this time it's from infantry weapons, 
not the powerful guns of an aircraft. Emile picks up the dropped 
launcher and retreats back to cover and yell, "You guys might want to 
see this ! " 


Six looks over the concrete and feels his stomach drop. The Covenant 



is no longer playing games, now all three lanes are being filled with 
troopers as the transport ships crowd over the paths and drops their 
charge. Soon an army of Grunts are on the ground, squads of Jackals 
armed with shields and sniper rifles file behind them while platoons 
of Elites orders their troops to move forward. With so many troopers, 
the Covenant is forced to slowly move their advancement so their mass 
numbers won't get stuck in the limited space. 

"Open fire Spartans!" Carter commands, "don't let them destroy the 
Wolf Spiders, those are the only things keeping them back!" 

"Sir!" calls out Jun as he holds up the data pad again, "the charges 
under the bridge?" 

"Not yet, " replies Carter, "save it for when we need it the 
most ! " 


"We don't need it now?" questions Six as he watches the drop ships 
deliver more troops. 

"Just wait until I give the go ahead Spartan, now fire!" roars their 
commander . 

Six starts shooting into the middle lane, taking out the Grunts up 
front so that their bodies will pile up and falter the Covenant 
advance. Carter fires to the right, following the same strategy that 
Six is using. Jun starts taking out anything that he sees as 
important, field leaders, enemy snipers, and any Covenant trooper who 
is carrying a heavy payload. Emile puts the laser to the side, 
reloads the missile launcher and takes out the grenade launcher; he 
soon begins firing missiles and grenades into the crowds that he 
deems too populated. 

The Covenant responds by firing their weapons, trying to shoot the 
Spartans, but they are too close together. They are bumping into one 
another, messing up shots and being accidently push into the field of 
fire. The few plasma shots that makes it out of the crowd mostly goes 
wide and misses the human defenders completely. Things got more 
chaotic as soon as the advancing aliens got within range of the 
Spider turrets; the short bursts that are fired are just enough to 
tear any unprotected being to pieces. This causes the Grunts to 
become panic stricken as they try to turn and run, causing more 
casualties as they shove one another in the way of incoming fire. 

It didn't take a genius to see the Covenant is getting more and more 
frustrated, the Elites howl their blood lust. Jackals screech in 
agitation and the alarm toots and squeaks emitting from the Grunts 
weren't helping the senior alien's moods. Soon Banshees came back 
into the fight, firing plasma rounds and bombarding them with mortar 
f ire . 

Noble Team is force into cover again, waiting for Emile to take out 
the enemy birds. As they wait. Six crawls backwards to the ammo dump 
and begins reloading. The fight may have started ten minutes ago, but 
he already spent close to two hundred rounds already. Carter and Jun 
joins him as they stuff more magazines into every pocket they could 
find, especially Jun who is charged with retrieving ammunition for 
Emile. Once they are reloaded, the team heads back into position, 
just as Emile lets out a curse. 



"Carter!" he shouts, "I'm out or whatever it is that happen, the 
laser is no longer firing!" 

As if to confirm Noble Four's words, the Phantoms and Spirits start 
spitting out plasma from their on board turrets. Six watches as 
Banshee flies overhead, flips in midair and circles back around for 
another pass. 

"What about your missiles?" questions Carter. 

"I'm out of those too!" replies Emile, "should I try my grenade 
launcher?" Six couldn't tell if he is joking or not, by the looks of 
their situation, they are getting desperate. 

It only got worse when there is a beep from Jun . He checks the data 
pad, curses and yell, "the Spider Wolf on the right path is down, 
nothing is stopping them now!" 

Carter curses as well and yells, "No choice team, we got to fight 
back, Emile, Jun, see what you can do about the fighters. Six, you 
and I are going to concentrate fire to the right lane, ready?" 

Noble team could only nod as the grim reality turns dimmer as Carter 
shouts , "Go ! " 

Six grabs one of the loaded Assault rifles and rises to face the 
tidal wave of the enemy. Carter and Six has to rely on the other 
automated turrets to keep the enemy on the other paths off their 
backs while Emile and Jun clears the skies. To their right is a horde 
of aliens. Six feels his gut sinks as he sees that leading the 
Covenant's advance are Brutes, all of them pushing over the remains 
of the Wolf Spider, determine to tear the humans apart. 

Despite the dread inside. Six didn't reveal it, he keeps it inside, 
keeps his movement steady as he raises the rifle and fires nonstop 
rounds at the ape like combatants. The Brutes let out howls of fury 
and agony as they are pelted with bullets as they try to push 
forward, but the bodies of their dead soon hinders their movements. 
When Carter or Six runs out ammunition, they drop their rifles, reach 
down and picks up the next and continues to fire. 

Six is starting on his fourth rifle when the Covenant airships swoops 
in and starts firing again. The plasma bites away the Spartan's 
shields as they try to lower themselves into cover while trying to 
keep on fighting at the same time. A Banshee flies in from overhead; 
Six sees the energy ball at the last second and drops to the ground. 
No sooner did he lands on the floor did he hear the mortar pass by 
overhead and feels the intense heat wash over him as the plasma 
incinerates whatever was behind the Spartan. 

Suddenly he hears someone shout, "Now!" and turns his head to see 
what is happening. 

Sprinting from cover, is Emile and Jun, running into the open. The 
Banshee that almost hit Six turns its attention to the two exposed 
Spartans and starts firing again. The two Spartans brave the fire 
however until Jun drops to the floor in a stable crouch. The Banshee 
was passing over him when Emile runs forward, steps on Jun and uses 
his body for leverage, pushes himself off the floor and soars into 
the air. 



Six watches in stun amazement as Emile grabs the wing of the Banshee 
and lightly causes it to turn. As it is off balance, Emile reaches 
into the cot pit of the alien ship and pulls out a squirming Elite. 
Emile lets the alien drop, its shouts of protest going silent when it 
hits the ground, and flips himself into the now vacant vehicle. 

Now in control of the fighter; Emile flips it around until the 
commandeered Banshee is bearing down on the Covenant on their right 
flank. The aliens are unaware of the danger until it is too late; 
when Emile starts firing everything. Plasma bolts singes its way 
through the armored foes and powerful mortar blasts the enemy 
backwards. Emile didn't eliminate the entire enemy garrison, but he 
did leave them in bloody ruins before turning fighter around and 
engages a nearby Spirit. 

Six grins with renewed strength as he rises and continues to fight. 
The intervention of the turned Banshee confuses the Covenant troops 
and causes distrust to erupt among them, particularly between the 
different species. This only adds more chaos as Noble Team fires away 
at the enemy. 

"Carter!" shouts Jun, "We've got Phantoms carrying heavy-ground 
vehicles inbound!" 

Noble One nods to himself and asks coolly, "Where?" 

"They're being dropped off on the central path!" 

Carter nods before saying, "activate those charges when they get 
close Three . " 

"Sir," replies Jun as he returns to firing his sniper rifle. 

Six finally used up all the stored ammunition in the Assault Rifle, 
forcing him reload. As he open fires again, only this time aiming his 
gun at the advancing aliens to the left, he hears an explosion, feels 
a thump pound the ground and sees the billowing smoke. It didn't take 
a genius to tell from the dying screams and faltering troops that the 
bridge has been destroyed and it took a good amount of Covenant 
troops with the. 

Failing shields and depleting ammunition finally forces Six to take 
cover as he tries to recover a micro amount of his lost strength. 
Things are getting intense. Despite the newly acquired air support 
and assistance form the Wolf Spiders, they are still outmatched. The 
Spartans are now taking fire from every direction, if it wasn't for 
the panic stricken Grunts who are causing the bulk of the chaos. 

Noble Team would have been overrun by now. 

Six lets out a heavy sigh and wishes he can take off his helmet to 
wipe the sweat from his eyes. He has his AC on to max power but that 
isn't doing any good aside from giving him a head cold. The Spartans 
wishes he can take a real break, take a swig of water, eat an energy 
bar, maybe sit just for a minute, but the grueling conflict calls him 
back to the fight. 

Six and Carter are now slowly being forced back to the front of the 
base, trying to lay down suppressing fire for each other as they go. 
There is another thump, more screams, and more smoke begins to rise 



from the right. However this isn't doing any good for the drop ships 
are now dropping their loads of soldiers closer to the 
base . 

Something to the left caught Six's eyes and he feels his heart rate 
accelerate. Approaching them is the purple hull of a Wraith, with two 
Hunters flanking it; all three had their plasma weapons charging. 
Six's first instinct is to duck behind a nearby pillar for cover, 
until he realizes the energy weapons aren't aimed at them; they are 
pointed up into the skies. 

Six quickly reaches for his radio and shouts, "Emile, bail!" while he 
looks upward trying to find his friend's Banshee. 

He spots the Banshee just as the Covenant forces release their deadly 
arsenal. Six thought Emile is done for as the blue and green 
projectiles slice through the air to their target. Then the hatch 
opens and Emile jumps out of the aircraft just as the plasma hits the 
aircraft and explodes. 

Emile dives head first into the crowd of Covenant fighters and 
disappears from view. The rest of Noble Team are pin down by enemy 
fire, if they try to venture out of the limited cover they have, they 
would be killed before they can even make it to Emile's location. The 
Spartans could only fight back the best they could as they helplessly 
though of their comrade who literally fell into the middle of the 
enemy ranks . 

The Wraith and Hunters slowly advance forward, forcing Noble Team to 
shed their heavy gear and release their explosives. Grenades fly and 
detonate on target while Jun tries to shoot the soft abdomen of the 
Hunters with his rifle. The Hunters responds by placing their shields 
in front of them and continue marching forward while the grenades 
harmlessly explode on the exteriors of the alien tank. So far it is 
the Spartan's pride that is being devastated and not the enemy. 

Six is unclipping another grenade when he hears the cries coming from 
the central path. He glances over and has trouble believing what he 
is seeing. Emile is alive, he has the two SMGs in both of his hands 
and he isa€| running on top of the Covenant fighters? Six continues to 
stare until he knows he isn't hallucinating. Emile, a near two ton 
Spartan, is stepping on the heads of the Covenant, mostly Brutes, 
Elites, and Jackals as he rushes to Noble Team's position, firing off 
multiple rounds as he went. Finally he makes it to the front, where 
the Grunts are. He tries to step on them like he did with the other 
Aliens but the small creature's skull couldn't take his weight and 
they both crash to the ground. Emile rolls onto his feet and with a 
single swipe of his arm, releases five grenades into the crowd of 
enemy fighters. Panic erupts again as the Grunts tries to scurry away 
while Emile turns on his heels and sprint back to cover. Hundreds of 
plasma weapons open fire on Emile as Noble Team tries to back him up 
with covering fire until the Spartan makes it back to cover. 

Emile virtually collapses behind an ammo crate, a first for any 
Spartan, but Six guesses no Spartan had ever have to fly, bail and 
fight his way through a horde of aliens before. 

Concern for his team mate. Carter tries to take a look at Emile, but 
he waves Carter away, slowly rises back to his feet and takes his 
shot gun off his back and begins firing at the enemy again. 



Six also returns to his newly designated spot and his eyes widen with 
the scene. There must be over a hundred aliens, and they are now 
practically at the foot of the base. The Spartans begin shooting 
everything they have; trying to gun down their enemy, but plasma 
rounds, crystal shards and grenades begins taking their toll on the 
Spartans shields. 

The entire team has switch to assault rifles and firing blindly into 
the fray but it is becoming too much. A Brute launches itself at Six 
and tries to smash him with its fists. Six easily sidesteps, slides 
his pistol out of his holster in one fluid movement and shoots the 
Brute point blank in the head. 

Upon seeing this. Carter gets back on the radio and yell, "Halsey! We 
can't hold them off any longer! What's your status?!" 

"The package is ready Commander, " replies the calm doctor, "have your 
team report in." 

"You heard her Spartans!" Carter yell, "get inside, GO!" 

**Shress POV** 

The Sangheilis are all ready to spill blood. They relax their 
muscles, check their weapons and occasionally mutter to each other. 
The Zealots are all linked together by brotherhood, but their 
pre-battle rituals excluded a certain female from the ranks; this 
left Shress on her own as she leans against the hull, arms cross, 
head down and deep in thought as the Spirit they are riding on 
continues it's descent to the human planet. 

Shress has no idea how this is going to play out. Should she do as 
the Prophet of Regret told her to do, forget about Michael and rejoin 
the Covenant whole heartedly? Or should she try and side with the 
humans, considering that they won't kill her first. 

She sighs as she clenches and unclenches her talons, unsure who is 
her enemy and who is her foe. For now she'll shoot and kill whoever 
it is trying to kill her first, until she knows otherwise that's her 
plan . 

The whispering among her Sangheili brothers falls silent as their 
leader steps forward, a proud Ship master who has volunteered to lead 
the Zealots into battle; Thel 'Vadamee. Shress was just beginning her 
own journey in the Covenant when the young shipmaster started making 
a name for himself. He has glass five human worlds, slaughtered 
thousands of humans and razes destruction upon the enemy of the 
Prophets. Shress couldn't restrain a sliver of fear, if Regret hadn't 
secretly pardoned her, would he have ordered Thel to assassinate her? 
If the rumors are true, it wouldn't be the first time the Shipmaster 
has taken orders directly given by the prophets themselves. 

The shuttle lurches, causing Shress to fall forward. With quick 
reflexes she gracefully roll and flips herself back onto her feet as 
the Spirit goes into a nose dive. Not knowing what else to do, she 
leans back slightly and crouches, her hooves acting as friction as 
she slides towards the front of the hull. Just as she is about to 
make contact with the wall the Spirit levels out; ceasing her 
descent . 



Shress looks behind her and couldn't refrain the chuckle that escapes 
her. All of her male companions are lying on the floor in a hilarious 
heap, all cursing and swatting at each other as they try to get back 
on their feet. Then she notices there is another Sangheili standing 
upright and looking at her. It's Thel, seeming to have kept on his 
feet the same as she did. 

The shipmaster looks at her and she thought she saw him smile. She 
quickly glances away, _oh no_, she thought, _not again_. 

The Spirit shudders again, forcing the two standing Sangheilis to 
hang on to the walls as Thel shouts, "Pilot! What is happening?" 

"I don't know shipmaster," is the reply, "one of our own Banshee's is 
attacking us ! " 

Shress tilts her head in confusion. Why would a pilot go rouge now 
and why is the person attacking them? 

Thel didn't ask these questions nor did he seem to care as he reaches 
for his communicator, "Ater, where are you?" 

"Shipmaster," answers a gruff voice, "we are on the ground." 

"Do you have your Wraith with you?" Thel inquires. 

"Yes and an addition pair of Mgalekgolos as well, " he 
replies . 

"Target the rouge Banshee and destroy it, " orders Thel in a cold 
voice, "death to all heretics," he says afterwards. 

Shress couldn't help but shudder at his words as she and the other 
Zealots wait. Only a few units pass when Ater calls back, 

"Shipmaster, the rouge has been destroyed." 

Thel seems to grin to this as he orders, "Pilot, are we there?" 

"Yes Shipmaster," the pilot said, "I'm landing the craft 
now . " 

Shress breaths steadily as she lifts the Carbine Rifle and prepares 
her mind for whatever will face them. Around her the other males 
takes out their weapons as well, which ranges from plasma rifles to 
Needle Rifles, their past silent conversations long gone as they wait 
for the doors to open. They all feel the ship slows its speed, the 
lowering of its height and they knew it is time. The panels in front 
of them open upwards, showering them in bright light. Partially 
blind, Shress leads the way as she jumps out of the Spirit alongside 
four other Zealots. She lands on her feet, causing a slight shock 
wave to erupt upon the floor as she rises and scans the area. 

The scene is a nightmare. Bodies of Sangheilis, Kig-Yars, Unggoys and 
even Jiralhanaes litter the ground they are standing on. The surface 
is blacken by fire, boiled by plasma and torn by hundreds of marching 
feet. Shress could see that the cavern they are in was once a wonder, 
but the fighting has crumbled many rock formations, the constant 
firing has melted some giant ice structures and the multiple bloods 
from the varying aliens species is no doubt destroying the soil. She 



could hear the sound of combat, whines of rifles, hisses of needles 
and rattles of human bullets echoes along the cavern walls, making it 
near impossible for her to pinpoint where the sounds are originating 
from . 

One of her brothers lets out a gasp, making Shress weary as she 
glances at the male. He is staring at something to their right with 
his maw open. When Shress glances in that direction, she too feels 
her mandibles part in surprise. 

Soon almost all the Zealots are bowing and praying as they gaze at 
the sight before them. Sticking out of the ice is a Forerunner 
artifact. Truth be told, Shress didn't see much to marvel at, only a 
portion of the structure is visible, but years of praying and 
worshipping at the sight of a Forerunner artifact forces her to bow 
as well, even though now she is starting to question the teachings of 
the High Prophets. 

She notices only one other person isn't bowing and looks up to see 
Thel. He gives an angry snort as he gazes at the Zealots who are no 
doubt easy kills in their current positions. Shress picks herself up 
and walks forward, acting as if nothing has happen. She feels Thel ' s 
eyes following her, making her wish that she could turn the rifle on 
him but figure that's a price too high to pay just for a simple 
pleasure . 

She walks before coming to a stop. She has turns a corner of one of 
the high rock formation and sees the battle in progress. Hundreds of 
Covenant forces are pushing forward, trying to rush a human base that 
is built into the base of the cavern wall. She couldn't see the 
defenders of the base, but she sees the muzzle blasts and knows that 
there are still humans within. 

She breaths steadily as she raises her rifle and zooms in, preparing 
to kill the first target that'll appear in her scope. However the 
defenders aren't leaving their cover, they're just sticking their 
weapons out and firing, making it harder for her to see them. 

She is considering trying and helping the other troopers in rushing 
the base when a Jiralhanae breaks ranks and rushes forward. The human 
defenders fire upon the oversized savage creature, but he burrows in 
a loud roar and races for something behind a pillar. That is when 
Shress sees movement and aims her rifle. At first she watches as the 
hairy Covenant solider slams into the pillar before the moving target 
holds a small human gun at its skull and fires. She winches at the 
violate explosion of red blood as the Jiralhanae head's explodes and 
slumps against the pillar. Shress follows the arm of the gun holder, 
getting ready to pull the trigger when she reaches the shooters head 
though she lets out an audible gasp. 

Her mind couldn't accept what she is seeing, but somewhere within her 
she knows it's true, standing a couple of yards away from her is 
Michael. It is him, she zooms out and sees his azure color body 
armor, the familiar helmet and if she as to guess, the familiar 
height. Somehow, against all odds, her friend has survived the 
glassing . 

She feels her form shudder as she watches. He is alive and for some 
reason she is fill with a sudden joy. She suddenly feel her legs 
urging her forward, wanting to be close with the demon, to be with 



her friend again, but she stops herself. They are in the middle of a 
warzone, if she ventures out into the open then she would be killed 
as a heretic. 


Behind Michael she sees another demon, a shade darker than Michael's 
blue color and seems to be issuing orders. Michael slowly backs away 
from the fight, firing off rounds from the miniature gun as he went. 
Behind him Shress can see a large black mass appearing and realizes 
that it's a door and her friend is inching towards it. 

Suddenly, Michael stops firing and Shress is shock with what she is 
seeing; he is staring right back at her. She could not see his green 
eyes, nor can he see hers, but something within her is telling her 
that they can see each other. Their momentary connection is broken 
when a green demon runs to Michael and begins to pull him 
away . 

Shress suddenly feels panic and a sense of protectiveness take over. 
She suddenly wants to sprint forward, more than ever now, and to 
touch Michael, just to make contact with him to see if he is truly 
real and this whole thing is not in her head. 

Michael wrestle out of the green demon's grip and runs alongside him 
as they run into the base. She watches through the scope as the door 
begins to close, but before it shuts completely, Michael turns, makes 
what seems to be eye contact with her again before raising his hand 
and moving it side to side. Shress suddenly feels emotional for some 
reason at the gesture; she continues looking into Michael's blue face 
place before the door closes completely, cutting them off from one 
another . 

The Covenant troops let out howls of anger and frustration as they 
run towards the base. They start to hammer their fists against the 
exterior but the door continues to hold them back. 

Shress sighs as she lowers her rifle, that s when she feels a 
presence nearby and looks over her shoulder. Standing close to her is 
Thel and he doesn't look happy. 

He gives her a look that she could not read before asking, "Why 
didn't you fire?" 

Shress feels panic take over as she tries to think of an answer 
before simply saying, "I was waiting for the wind to change." 

Thel gives her another odd look before asking, "What wind?" 

Shress tries not to shudder as she realizes her mistake, but before 
she could further defend herself, Thel leans in close and growls, "Do 
not hesitate again female, or else you'll have more than demons to 
worry about," he says in a deadly voice. 

Shress lowers he gaze fearfully as she thought, _so true_. 

* *Six POV** 

Noble Team sprints as fast as they could down the dark corridor that 
they are in, trying to be stealthy yet fast at the same time. Behind 
them. Six can still hear the pounding of the Covenant trying to get 
in, but for some reason he wanted to go back, go back and kill them 



all, for standing behind them is a familiar Sangheili. As he runs. 

Six couldn't help but feel torn, knowing with each step he is 
separating himself further from Shress, but what can he do? If he 
goes back he'll be killed and may get her killed as well if the 
Covenant sees them together. 

Six almost trips when Jun nudges his shoulder as they ran. Six shoots 
the green clad Spartan a glare even if Jun couldn't see it. 

"So what was that?" Noble Three finally ask. 

"What was what?" asks Six though he knows perfectly well what it is 
Jun is asking. 

"Why did you freeze out there? I swear I thought I needed to slap you 
when I went back for you." 

Six is silent until he replies, "I just thought I saw 
something . " 

Before Noble Three could respond, the small hall they are in suddenly 
begins to brighten as they near a door at the end. Greenish light 
flows from the doorway as the team finally slows and enters. At first 
none of the Spartan could tell what they are looking at. 

To Six it looks like a large brightly green colored sphere that is 
attached to a squid. The object hangs above them with what looks like 
thousands of glowing cable attached to it. It was encircle by 
miniature rings which admits a steady pulse like a heartbeat. Six 
couldn't see what is holding it up, but then he realizes something 
just as disturbing, there is no floor, only a quickly erected 
platform, below them is darkness. What concerns Six though it that 
the light is fading, on and off in a steady pattern, it's as if the 
piece of machinery above them is truly alive. 

As soon as they are finish inspecting the strange tech, they look at 
the platform and sees it's crowded with machinery, from laptops to 
what looks like a flash cloning kit. Styrofoam cups litter the floor 
while a pot of coffee sits on top of a miniature heating 
device . 

"What is this stuff?" Emile asks to no one in 
particular . 

"Knowledge," a voice suddenly rings out. The team looks back down 
towards the platform and sees Doctor Halsey working on what appears 
to be a holographic tank as she continues, "a birthright from an 
ancient civilization." 

This sparks some interest as the team looks to one another. An 
ancient civilization? Is she referring to the Covenant? 

The team looks back to the doctor who still hasn't turn to face them. 
This slightly annoys Six, the whole world is literally burning away 
and here she is working on some pointless machinery. 

Her next words took them by surprise, "this AI unit is its custodian, 
and it has chosen you as its couriers, " she says in what Six believes 
to be a disgust like voice. 



"Chosen," Emile asks again skeptically, "by an AI?" 

Six has to agree with his team mate. He has some experience with the 
so called "smart" AI, but Halsey is talking like this piece of 
equipment is making its own choices as if it is alive. 

"By this AI," continues Halsey and this time she looks up at them, 
"yes, her measure of view carries about as much weight as my 
owna€ | and perhaps more." 

That's when she steps away from the tank, allowing Noble Team to see 
what lies within. Inside a small sphere was a miniature woman, a 
purple AI, sitting cross-legged and looking like she is 
concentrating. She glances backwards and Six feels astonishment 
blossom inside; the AI looks like a carbon copy of Halsey. 

_How did she_- Six started to wonder about the AI origins when he 
stops in mid-thought. He glances at the flash cloning machine on the 
table and back at the AI, slowly shaking his head, unable to believe 
Halsey is crazy enough to do such a thing. 

Halsey starts talking again, "You are to take her to the UNSC ship 
wrecking yard not far from here, and there you'll find a Cruiser 
class ship waiting to get her off planet." 

An ordinary milk run? This sounds too impossibly easy but Carter 
spoke for all of them when he said, "I understand." 

"Do you?" asks Halsey in a doubtful voice as she turns her back on 
them once more, "mankind is out match, " she says as she walks among 
the various equipment on the table and begins to shut them down, 

"when Reach fall, and it _will_ fall, our annihilation is all but 
certain . " 

_Nice pep talk_. Six thought as they continue to watch the doctor 
walk around her "lab." 

"Unless, " Halsey says with a new tone of voice, "we can gleam from 
this artifact, " here she waves at the machinery above them, "and use 
its information as a defense against the Covenant, a game changer, " 
she sums up before moving along, "we can make a discovery far greater 
than the discovery of speed of light or the evolution of man." 

Six could hardly believe Darwin's theory at the moment, but Carter 
spoke the dreaded question not far off of Six's mind, "and what if we 
can't?" 


"A reasonable question if there was somewhere else we can place our 
hope, " she says as she turns off the protective hub over the AI unit, 
allowing the holographic woman to stand, and they both look at each 
other, like a parent and a child as Halsey finishes, "and there is 
not . " 

With that she switches the holo-pad off and suddenly the room seems 
to dim. Six glances up at the so called artifact, its lights fading 
as if it really is dying. 

Halsey reaches for the base of the pad, grabs a handle, twists, and 
pulls out an odd container that Six often see small exotic plants and 
animals be place in for safety, but the object within is far from 



organic. Inside is an enlarge computer chip, slightly glowing in a 
blue hue that resembles the color of the AI . 

Cradling it like it is a baby; Halsey walks towards the Spartans, not 
appearing to be intimidated by their large size or the alien blood 
that covers them. She walks in front of them as if she is their drill 
instructor, inspecting them as if she is I charge before coming to a 
complete halt in front of Six. 

He is confuse but before he could ask a question, he is shock when 
Halsey offers him the container. 

"Take it Lieutenant, " she simply says, "she has made her 
choice . " 

Six stares at her before looking to Carter, to see if his Commander 
agrees that Six should hold what could quite possibly be the 
salvation of humanity. 

Carter simply nods, reassuring Six as he reaches out to take the 
object. He is surprise again as Halsey continues to hang on with a 
death grip. 

"Do you have it?" she asks. 

"Yes, " Six says trying to pull it away, but the doctor continues to 
hang on. 

"Say the wordsaC | please, " she finally says in a regret filled 
voice . 

"I have it," Six says in a slightly annoyed voice, even then, she is 
reluctant to let go. As Six holds the package in his hands he 
suddenly feels his hair stands on end as he looks down at the glowing 
chip. It's almost as if it's radiating life. Whatever is inside, it 
is definitely not a normal AI . 

Halsey turns to Carter and says, "The emergency exit is this way, " 
she says and gestures towards a set of door behind her. 

Carter nods before saying, "move out Spartans, " he says as he and 
Noble Team lead the way, leaving Six and Halsey in the back. 

Halsey stoops and picks up a small duffel bag and is about to follow 
the others when Six says, "Doctor, " she pauses and glance at Six who 
is silent for a moment before asking, "why me? I thought you hated 


Halsey sighs and says, "Thata€|is something you're going to have to 
ask her if you ever get the chance, " she gestures towards the package 
in his hands before lifting her bag and follows the other 
Spartans . 

Six stares after her before looking down as the strange object in his 
hands. Is she actual saying that this thing is alive, that it really 
did choose him? _Maybe the doctor has been underground for far too 
long_, he thought. Suddenly the chip inside sparks a bright blue, as 
if it heard Six's thoughts and it made the AI angry. Still confused. 
Six places the container onto a small clip on the small of his back 
and hurries after the rest of his team. 



**Shress POV** 


Shress is silent as she sits on a rock as the rest of the Covenant 
army mill around in anger and confusion. The Sangheilis set the 
Unggogys to work by ordering them to pile their dead as they await 
future instructions. Shress glances at her Zealot brothers, who are 
restlessly pacing around, agitated to have miss the entire battle and 
now left behind as Thel and a small team of Spec Ops infiltrates the 
human base by discreetly entering through a hole a Jiralhanae had 
made early. Now the entire Covenant army has to wait and see what 
will happen next. 

Shress says nothing as she mulls over the brief encounter she has had 
with Michael earlier. What are they to do? For his sake, she hopes 
there's a way he can slip away from all this bloodshed without them 
having to chase him and his brothers down. 

_Doesn't he understand yet_? She wonders, "_he and his brothers need 
to leave, now, while they still have a-_ 

She lets out a surprise yelp as someone roars across the Covenants 
communications waves, startling all who is listening. 

"Soldiers!" shouts a voice she identifies as Thel's, "we have been 
deceived! The humans have stolen the holy relic from us!" 

Shress tilts her head in confusion, she, and everyone else for that 
matter, looks at the giant structure in the ice. Sure enough, it is 
still there, how could anyone, let alone a human, be able to steal a 
relic of that proportion? 

Thel continues, "The interior of the artifact has been stripped 
clean, including the coordinate to the Holy Ring!" 

That got their attention. The Sangheilis roar in outrage, Jiralhanaes 
growls, Unggogys squeaks and Kig-Yars screeches. Even Shress is 
wheeling from his words. The Holy Ring? The very thing the Covenant 
has been searching for since its formation nearly a millennia ago? 

The idea is so vast that Shress could hardly believe it. 

"Return to the ships at once!" Thel orders, "We shall chase these 
pieces of filth until our feet bleed and their blood waters this 
pitiful dirt of a planet! We shall reclaim what is rightfully ours 
and bask in the glory of the gods forever!" The Covenant troopers 
roars their approval as they turn and hurries back to the waiting 
Phantoms and Spirits, with Shress trailing behind, suddenly feeling 
sick again. 

* *Six POV** 

The sun is starting to set as Noble Team exits the cave and came into 
the light. They are on a helipad with two Pelicans waiting for their 
arrival, each position in a different direction. 

Halsey heads for one ship facing South, but before she boards. Carter 
says, "Ma'am, I'm assigning Noble Three to escort you to Castle 
Base . " 


Halsey huffs and stats 


"I don't require an escort 



Commander . " 


Carter ignores her and turns to Jun, "make sure no critical data 
falls into Covenant hand's Spartan" 

"I'll do what necessary sir," Jun then looks over what remains of 
Noble team who stares back as well. They aren't speaking of meeting 
up at some rally point later on, or exchanging codes for secure 
frequency channels. Six wasn't so sure about Jun ' s mission, but 
something inside of Six tells him that there is something different 
about this mission, as if it's a one way trip. 

Jun nods his head and simply says, "Good luck guys, " before turning 
around and follows Halsey into her Pelican. 

"Good luck marksman, " Carter says silently before he and the small 
remainder of Noble Team turns and enters the other Pelican. Carter 
sits up front in the pilot's seat and says, "I need a heading 
Dot" 

Soon the AI unit responds, "Noble One, follow the coordinates on your 
HUD, it'll take you straight to the Cruiser the Pillar of 
Autumn . " 

The Pillar of Autumn?" asks Emile as he sits on the ramp of the 
Pelican as it takes off, "who names these ships now a days?" 

Six just shakes his head and gaze out the back with Emile. The 
landscape is now barren, red rocks now litter the surface of the 
world, only leaving a single giant glacier as the only thing with a 
different color, the one covering the secret cavern which remains 
untouched. The two Spartans watch as the Pelican carrying Halsey and 
Jun takes a turn and flies off towards the southern hemisphere, they 
kept watch over it until it is nothing more than a receding dot 
flying in the distance. 

Suddenly there is an explosion that sent shock waves into the air. 

The Pelican jerks before leveling itself out. Both Six and Emile 
scans their surroundings, trying to detect the source of the 
disturbance until they look towards the ground and see what is 
happening . 

The giant glacier has been hit by a high concentration of plasma from 
below and now it's crumbling in on itself. Rising from the wreckage 
are hundreds of Covenant aircrafts. Phantoms, Spirits, and Banshees, 
they all turn in their Pelican's direction and with a mighty 
thunderclap, they all take off, racing towards them, a giant violet 
cloud of destruction shadowing the Spartan's ship. 

Emile jumps to his feet and Six yells up front to his Commander, 
"Carter, we need to go, now!" 

**Just as a reminder it may take me a while to upload the next 
chapter. Thanks for bearing with me and for all your support, I'm 
glad all of you readers like my story.** 


14. No Greater Love 


**No Greater Love** 



* *Six POV** 


The planet is slowly dying as the purple ships float lazily over the 
surface, raining flaming hot molten energy upon it. Reach is falling, 
yet the Spartans are still being hunted, still fighting. 

The Spartan's Pelican rockets through the crimson air with Covenant 
forces right on their tail. They are less than twenty miles away from 
the _Pillar of Autumn_, but they are under heavy fire and taking 
damage. They lost most of their pursuers as they pushed the Pelican 
to go faster, but a Phantom and five Banshees still follows from 
close behind. 

Six and Emile stands in the back, shooting and ducking behind what 
little cover the lowered ramp doors could provide. Six fires bursts 
from his Assault rifle while Emile fires a grenade launcher. A 
barrage of plasma bolts shoots through the back opening and Six hears 
a grunt of pain emerging from the front of the Pelican. 

Fearing the worse. Six runs towards the cot pit, firing his rifle in 
one hand as he moves. He reaches the front just in time to see the 
helmet drop from Carter's head. The sight isn't good; the bolts tore 
through the pilot's seat, rip through Carter's body and splatter his 
blood on the forward dashboard. The Spartan Commander is losing a lot 
of blood, the red matter is already leaking from his mouth and eyes. 
Six could see his eye lids drooping, yet there's still a light of 
determination still aflame within them. 

Before Six could further examine or help him. Carter says, "I'm not 
sure how much more she can take Lieutenant, you're going to have to 
get off here . " 

Six has an idea what his Commander is going to say, but to make sure 
he asks, "Sir?" 

"You don't want to know," Carter says in a slightly pain voice before 
turning towards the back and shout, "Emile, go with him! It's a 
ground game now!" 

Emile fires out the door with the grenade launcher and watches in 
pleasure as the Banshee he hit slams into another flying close to it 
causing both of them to explode in midair; buying them some breathing 
space . 

Emile checks for another grenade before making a dissatisfy sound and 
throws the launcher to the side, he then places a fist over his 
chest, bows his head slightly and says, "It's been an honor 
sir. " 

"Likewise, " Carter says as he turns back to look where he is going, 
"I'll draw their fire off you boys as long as I can." 

Six nods before turning and starts walking back to the rear of the 
ship. Carter is going to lead the Covenant away from them, nobody 
wants to voice it, but they all knew the chances of Carter getting 
out alive are a small one. 

"Six, " Carter calls out, causing the Spartan to turn and look to his 
commander, "That AI chose youa€ | she made the right choice." Six tries 



to look Carter in the eye, but the Commander keeps his gaze on the 
skies, no longer looking at him. 

Feeling a heavy weight suddenly falling on his chest. Six lifts 
himself higher and walks to the back, determine more than ever now to 
succeed. As he moves towards the back he feels the ship lowers its 
altitude as it dives between natural rock formations, he can see the 
bulky Phantom trying to follow them, but is force to pull off due to 
the tight spaces the rocks offer, leaving only the Banshees to follow 
in pursuit . 

Emile kneels next to the opening of the ramp and Six joins him. Both 
Spartans have to grab the floor so they wouldn't be bumped off the 
ship too soon. They wait for the right moment to jump, all the while 
ducking whenever a plasma shot comes in too close for comfort. The 
ship lurches to the right after a mortar round strikes against the 
side of the ship. Six almost falls off the Pelican but Emile's hand 
shoots out, grabs his arm and pulls him back into the 
aircraft . 

"Thanks," Six says before asking franticly, "Is the package still 
there? " 

"Yeah," Emile says as he pats Six's back, "you're good bro . " 

The ship levels itself; signaling that the time is here. The two 
Spartans rises slightly as they wait for their Commander's 
orders . 

"On my mark," Carter orders a he holds up three fingers. Six and 
Emile watches the hand, waiting as their leader count. One by one, 
the fingers went down, when the last digit is gone, he pumps his fist 
and shouts, "floor it!" 

They didn't have time to say good bye or anything like that, they 
follow his final command, and they both jump. As they fall. Six folds 
his arms against his chest and snaps his legs together in an attempt 
to prevent himself from sustaining broken limbs when they hit the 
ground. He has no idea how long they drop or how high up they were to 
begin with, but it was only seconds after they jump did they land and 
slid across the surface. As they impact and slide on the rocky 
terrain, their shields activates and flares before coming they came 
to a stop. 

Despite the shields. Six knows he's going to find bruises in the 
morning. As he rises, he hears the whine of plasma and crouches, 
waiting for a hail of fire to rain down, instead he hears the impact 
of plasma bolts on metal and looks up just in time to see the 
Pelican, covered in flames, and practically limping away as the 
Covenant ships chases it down. 

Six wishes he hadn't left the Commander, he and Emile could have 
continued giving cover fire, but out here, the mission came 
first . 

At the thought of his current objective. Six reaches behind him and 
pulls out the container. There are no fractures on it and the chip is 
still glowing, he hopes this means it's still working. 


"You ok miss?" Six asks sarcastically. 



Suddenly the chip sparks a bright indigo, surprising the Spartan. Was 
that a response? 


_Maybe Halsey isn't as crazy as I thought she was_. Six thinks to 
himself before replacing the container on his back and observes his 
surroundings . 

They are in a canyon, spiraling upwards towards the darken skies. Six 
frowns slightly at this, its barley evening, the sun shouldn't have 
gone down yet. He feels cold fury well up within when he realizes 
that the sky isn't transforming into evening; the heavens have been 
block by plumes of smoke. 

"Six," Emile calls. The Spartan turns and sees Emile, shotgun in 
hand, waiting by an opening in the wall of rock and motions for Six 
to join him. The Lieutenant walks up next to his fellow teammate and 
look out from the gap in the canyon wall. 

Approximately ten miles away. Six can see the outline of a human 
Cruiser resting on the ground. 

"Is thata€ | " Six asks before Emile answers, "Yes it is Six, the 
_Pillar of Autumn_. " 

They both stare at the ship as the evening sun slowly dips behind it, 
further outlining the space shuttle. Six then hears scuffling 
originating from below them and looks down. 

Position below them is a squad of Elites, Jackals, and Grunts, 
roaming and patrolling the grounds between the Spartans and the 
ship . 

"Only one way pass them," Emile says as he loads his gun. 

Six nods grimly, removes his rifle from his back, and pulls back on 
the hammer until he hears a round being chambered. This time, the 
fight they are about to enter will indeed determine the fate of 
mankind . 

**Shress POV** 

Shress's world is in chaos; she is being ordered to hunt down her 
friend, the Hierarch is growing impatient, the males of her race are 
taking out their pent up agitation against one another and the Zealot 
brother she is standing next to just won't stay quiet. 

"How is it that the humans even know how to steal the holy relic's 
secrets?" the young Zealot asks, "I would have thought they would be 
too stupid to be able to steal anything, let alone a holy 
artifact . " 

"Silence," Shress responds. 

The Zealot keeps talking, "they are like the Kig-Yars, nothing but 
thieves with no respect, values or honor." 

"Silence, " Shress says again, this time making it sound like an 
order . 



The Sangheili keeps talking, "The vermin all deserve to be burn 
alive, especially their pet demons, and they should all rot in the 
blackest, deepest pits of-" 

Feeling suddenly defensive for her human ally, Shress growls 
"Silence ! " 

The Zealot winches, then looking angry with himself as he stood 
straighter and demands, "Who are you to command me female?" 

"I'm a Zealot just like you brother," she says in a disgust voice, 

"or are you? You're acting with the impatience of a youngling who has 
yet to open his arum." 

The Zealot growls and positions himself closer to Shress, "Is that an 
insult? " 

"If you don't know, I'm not telling you." 

The Zealot is now shaking with rage when the pilot's voice echoes 
through the Phantom, "Brothersa€ | and sister," he said in a reluctant 
voice, "we have arrived." 

"Arrived?" the male in front of Shress asks, "arrived where?" 

Shress groans, earning her the Zealot's attention again, "We are back 
on _Reviving Faith_, do you need me to remind you why we are 
here? " 

The male says firmly, "I do not need the help of a female." 

They are both silent for a heartbeat before Shress says in a 
matter-of-fact voice, "you don't know why we're here do you?" 

The male snarls but doesn't say anything. 

"We're here to resupply anda€ | prepare to chase down the demons if 
needs to be," Shress says, hoping the Zealot didn't notice the catch 
in her voice. The male did give her a strange look, but before he 
could say anything, the doors open and without thinking, Shress is 
the first one out, not wanting to be question further. 

However as soon as she steps off the Phantom, her eyes widen in 
surprise and she steps back. Standing in front of her is the Prophet 
of Regret, with a smug look as he asks, "did you have a nice trip 
Zealot ? " 

Shress wheels in her mind, trying to come up with something to say, 
but before she could say anything, the Prophet turns his chair around 
and simply says, "Follow me my child." 

_Not again_, Shress thought and desperately hopes that he won't make 
her do another glassing process. 

The Prophet leads Shress in silence until they reach the corridor, 
then he begins the conversation. 

"I hear that there was another encounter with the demons," 
to her and asks, "Is this true?" 


he looks 



Shress gulps in anxiety but calms herself, _he must have received a 
transmission from the planet, that's what happen_, she thought 
confidently . 

After reasoning with herself she says, "Yes, it 
wasa€ i unexpected. " 

"Indeed," the Hierarch replies insignificantly, "which is quite a 
surprise, considering they were supposedly killed some time 


"Really me liege?" Shress asks interestedly, how was it that he knew 
Michael and his team were in that city she glassed that night? 

"I envisioned their destruction upon seeing the cleansing beam 
striking their world, I was most disappointed to have been told 
otherwise," he says in a dull voice. 

_That ' s not it_, she thought, she knows for a fact that his so called 
visions are false now, so how is it he was able to know of Michael's 
location and her secret friendship with him? 

"Tell me Zealot, do you still believe our cause to be just and 
noble?" Regret asks. 

Shress glances at him and thinks. Does she think the purge of 
thousands of innocent beings for the sake of a faulty belief system 
is noble? 

"You hesitate Zealot," the Prophet comments. 

Shress instantly shakes his head, "Of course HierarchaC i please 
forgive mea€ | I ' m just weary from the day's battle." 

"I thought you and your Zealot brothers have not engaged with the 
demons yet," Regret notes. 

Shress curses lightly in her mind before saying, "What I meant to say 
sire is that-" 

"No matter, " Regret says and gestures in front of them. It is then 
did Shress notice that they are standing in front of the portal to 
the deck. Checking her motions, Shress reaches out, presses the 
controls and the doorway unravels, revealing the control deck of 
_Reviving Faith_. Sangheili crew members' bows at the arrival of the 
Prophet but soon after returns back to work. Standing along the path 
that leads to the central podium is a legion of Sangheili honor 
guards, standing at the ready with their energy spikes held high. 
Following Regret's lead, Shress walks forward and glances towards the 
"ultimate" warriors flanking her, not moving, not speaking and 
appearing to not even be breathing. Shress follows slowly, trying not 
to wonder what it is that the Hierarch has planned for her. 

They came to a stop in front of the projector which begins to hum and 
activates. Shress is startle at what she is looking at. The orb 
floating in the middle of the air is hideous; its barren landscape is 
marked by rolling deserts, the skies are choking with smoke and she 
could clearly see what appears to be the atmosphere outline against 
the hazy destruction of the planet. Red hot rocks boil and broth on 
the surface as well, making it into a cauldron of destruction. The 



planet that she once looked upon is gone, nowhere to be seen are the 
vast expanse of grasslands and silver oceans; nothing but desolate 
wastelands remains. 

Regret tsk slightly before saying, "well at least it will no longer 
be used to house heretics." 

Shress is filling with outrage that is cursing the Prophet for 
destroying the planet merely because of the people that lives on it. 
She keeps her mandibles close however, trying hard not to let any 
emotion show. 

Regret presses some controls on his chair, soon after, the miniature 
planet in front of them enlarges until one portion of the surface is 
shown, and according to the diagnostics, it's the only region left on 
the entire planet that's displaying life. 

She can see something that doesn't appear to be naturally made, it's 
big and slightly causing a reflection, it didn't take her long to 
realize that it's a human ship. All around the space craft small 
firefight rages as Covenant troops close in on the human defenders. 

As she watches, Shress then spots something of interest, another 
battle is being wage not far from the human ship, but what surprises 
her is that it appears a large Covenant force is assaulting what 
appears to be a relatively small sized human group. 

She figures the fight wouldn't last long, but it did, the battle 
slowly shifts towards the human ship while leaving behind corpses of 
various alien races of the Covenant. She only has to wonder who the 
fighting force is for only a minute before she realizes who it is at 
the same time as Regret did. 

His eyes narrow and he calls out, "Shipmaster Voro, send a 
transmission to the planet, inform all ground warriors that the demon 
that possess the ancient knowledge is making its way to the human 
ship . " 

Shress feels her stomach wrench as Voro follows the Prophets 
commands; he pauses though, looks up and asks, "Sire, does the demon 
have to be taken alive to reclaim the knowledge?" 

Regret shakes his head, "No, in fact, obliterate it." 

The Shipmasters then says, "There is a Scarab close to the demons 
location sire, if you wish we can have it destroy them." 

Regret nods his head in affirmation. 

Feeling helpless Shress asks, "Hierarch is appears that I am no 
longer needed, may I return to the hanger and prepare to reenter the 
battle?" 

"No Zealot," the Prophet says and looks at her. Shress feels fear 
wash over her as Regret smiles, "I wouldn't want you to miss seeing 
the destruction of the demons first hand." 

* *Six POV** 

The wraith fires another mortar at the Spartan, but Emile outruns the 
large projectile easily. The Brute behind the plasma turret lets out 



a roar of frustration and fires a burst. This is what Six is waiting 
for, the Brute is now focus on Emile, unaware of the second 
Spartan . 

Six rushes forward from his hiding place behind a boulder and jumps 
on top of the Wraith. The Brute turns only to be shot a mouthful of 
lead from a shotgun blast. The Spartan crawls upwards like a spider 
until he is position over the hatch to the Wraith. Years of 
experience has taught him that the lever used for opening the top is 
located just behind a small fold in the machinery. When the door 
opens, the Brute operator inside barley looks up when Six drops three 
grenades inside; all with the pins pulled. 

Six slams the hatch shut and jumps off the alien tank. The door 
barley open when the grenades went off, the thumping muffles the 
cries of the Brute and causes multi colored mist to rise from the 
Wraith's interior. 

The Spartan takes a deep breath, loads the gun and scans the area. 

The small portion of the old highway to New Alexandria is now 
completely deserted, save for the corpses of Grunts and 
Brutes . 

Emile walks out of the cover of a burnt out car and heads towards 
Six . 

The Spartan pumps the shot gun and says, "This is a great 
gun . " 

"Yeah it is, " Emile says in a light voice before holding out his hand 
and says darkly, "now give it back." 

Six chuckles but hands the gun back to Emile. He then pulls his DMR 
off his back and checks his HUD before reporting, "there's a small 
crevice a little off the highway road, it should lead to the _Autumn_ 
which is now two miles away." 

Emile looks around before pointing towards the rocky wall to their 
right and says, "Well let's go." Six nods and together the Spartans 
trot towards the wall of stone. As they near, they soon see the hole 
within the sedimentary formation, leading to a trail of sorts, which 
slightly unsettles the two soldiers. 

Six crouches down and examines the trail, "Looks like men with boots. 
Marines maybe, went this way, judging by the imprint and how deep the 
tracks are, I guess they are carrying heavy loads and were in a 
hurry . " 

"How you know all that?" demands Emile as he tries to read the prints 
himself . 

"Years of being a lone wolf, " Six says as he starts to walk on the 
path, "I can't tell you how many times I had to read footprints in my 
line of work . " 

Emile shakes his head and catches up to Six, both with their weapons 
level and their eyes constantly scanning the area. 

"Whatever," Emile finally said, "I'm not one for looking at the 
ground, I'm the type of guy who prefers-" 



"Spartans," A voice calls and they identify it as Carter's, "You've 
got a roadblock on your path, I'm enroute to assist." 

Noticing his tired voice, Emile replies, "Sir, I'm sure whatever it 
is, we can-" 

The Spartans stop walking as a deep rumble shakes the ground and 
thunders in the air interrupts Emile. They walk forward cautiously 
until they peek behind the corner of a bend and have a look at what 
lies ahead of them. 

Position right on their path is a Scarab, resting on top of a nearby 
mesa, its deadly emerald eye blazing as it readies to fire. The 
purple plating glares at the Spartan, its ten story height giving it 
a bird's eye view as it scans for targets. The cannon on it's back 
rotates at three-sixty angles and the primary cannon in the front 
looks left and right, searching for prey. 

The Spartans pause in their advance and stare at the challenge before 
them. The massive machine is blocking their quickest path to the 
_Autumn_. 

"MotheraC | " Emile begins to growl before getting back on the comms, 
"we can get pass this sir." 

"No you can't," comes back Carter, "a€|not without help." 

The Scarab must have locked in on their position, it begins to move 
forward, trying to get off the ledge it is on and makes its way to 
the Spartans location. Six trains his rifle on the massive target 
while Emile continues to talk. 

"Commander, you don't have the firepower," he tries to reason with 
Noble One. 

The Scarab's eye begins to charge and Six knew they weren't going to 
make it when a loud screeching fills the air. Four tiny warheads slam 
against the side of the Scarab, not destroying it, but gaining its 
attention. The Scarab tries to turn and look for the attacker when a 
Pelican, Carter's Pelican, swoops down and flies around it. 

"I've got your back," was all that the commanding Spartan 
said . 

"Solid copy," Emile says in a strong but respectful voice, "hit 'em 
hard for us . " 

Six realizes what is about to happen and tries to say something but 
Carter beats him to it, "You're on your own Noble," the Commander 
says as he brings the Pelican back around, barring down on the 
Scarab. "Carter out," are his final words as the Pelican rams into 
the side of the Scarab. 

The Spartans watch the sudden fireworks of flames and light, transfix 
by the spectacle and the bravery they just witness. The Pelican burst 
into a raging explosion, large enough for it to actually lift the 
thousand ton titan off its feet and fall to the ground hard. It tries 
to get back onto its feet, but a line of explosion unfolds, soon its 
legs, head, and back is sprouting flames as a massive chain reaction 



effect takes palace. Finally, the busted legs could no longer support 
the weight of the super mechanical marvel. The left forefront leg 
collapses and the whole Scarab falls to its side, but it doesn't stop 
there as the machine rolls and falls off the side off the cliff, 
landing with a crash that shakes the ground beneath the Spartans 
feet . 

The remaining Noble Team members, the remaining Spartans of Reach, 
stand in shock. Their Commander has just given his life for them, the 
man they thought that the Covenant could never kill, just gave his 
own to protect Noble team. His selfless act, the same as Jorge's, 
just saved his brothers, his friends, as well as the rest of 
humanity . 

Emile speaks first, with an edge to his voice, "It's clear to the 
east," he hefts his shot gun, "let's go." 

Six didn't say anything as he follows Emile further down the trail, 
getting closer to their objective by the second. 

Soon the improvise road leads the Spartans to a cave, slightly dark, 
but with their night vision settings they are able to see and makes 
their way inside. As they walk. Six minds begin to wonder. 

_Almost everyone in Noble Team is gone except for me and Emile, maybe 
Jun, but with the whole world falling apart, who knows_? An even more 
chilling thought enters his mind, _could they do it? Save humanity 
before their time is up?_ 

Suddenly Emile holds up a fist and Six raises his DMR rifle, but 
lowers it when he sees what Emile is looking at. Lying in front of 
them are bodies of Marines, all slain, all viciously torn apart. 

Six lowers himself and examines them closely. Some looks like they 
died from plasma shots, but they are all torn to shreds, literally. 
Six thought it's the work of Brutes but discards the idea almost 
immediately, remembering they tear their victims' limb from limb; 
here it looks like the poor souls went through a shredder. 

Before Six could ponder on the subject some more, Emile gently nudges 
Six and says, "let's keep going Six." 

Together the Spartans push deeper into the cave before coming out 
into a cavern. The dipping sun is casting a multitude of colors to be 
displayed on the wave like patterns on the wall, but the Spartans 
paid them no heed as they drop to the bottom. Their feet splash as 
they land in water, causing them both to freeze and listen. For a few 
moments there is no sound, but with the rushing of the wind came the 
threat . 

Flying from around the corner is a swarm of Drones, bug like alien 
insects with wicked claws capable of shredding a being to pieces and 
intelligent enough to knows how to use small fire arms. No doubt this 
is the alien force that killed the Marines. They start firing on 
sight, but the Spartans are quick to respond as well. 

The two comrades' takes aim and let out semi firing shots, each 
attempting to take out the Drone's body mass. Acting like the insects 
they are, the green aliens flew in circles, all firing their plasma 
pistols. The pistols wouldn't usually critically damage a Spartan's 



armor, but when there's so many being used then it can get 
dangerous . 


Six fires almost mechanically, easily taking down a drone with a 
single shot, scoring headshots every second; thinning out the hive. 
Finally the last drone is drop, leaving the Spartans standing alone 
in the cavern as they reload. 

Suddenly the enclose area is filled with light and sound once more as 
unknown hostiles open fires. Reacting quickly the Spartans evade the 
energy weapon projectiles and scan for targets. Standing at the end 
of the cavern are three Jackal snipers, standing in the open with 
apparently no care, fine by the Spartans standards. 

Within a minute, the trio of Jackals is drop and the two super 
soldiers proceed down the passageway. When they exit the end of the 
cavern, they are met with a chaotic sight. 

The Pillar of Autumn is lying right in front of them, separated by a 
small mineral excavation facility. They can see muzzle and plasma 
fire within and knew they are in for another fight. Despite this. Six 
keeps his eyes on the ship, just a few more meters and this mission 
will be accomplished. He will make sure this mission is 
accomplished . 

**Shress POV** 

The entire bridge crew watches as the human aircraft slams into the 
side of the Scarab and witnesses its tumble into the chasm. Shress 
winches when she thinks about the poor troopers within and wonders if 
the human who was piloting the ship was one of Michael's brothers. 

She has witness the sacrifice of the one called Jorge, she has no 
doubt in her mind that the other so called 'demons' are just as 
willing to give their lives for one another and for their 
species . 

She is brought out of her thinking when Regrets bangs his frail hand 
against the arm rest of his chair and releases a cry of anger. She 
steps away from the Prophet as everyone else nervously observes the 
Hierarch, never before have they witness one of their holy leaders 
lose their control before. 

Regret is breathing hard when he points a boney finger at Shress and 
says, "You, " he hisses angrily as his dark eyes bore into hers, 
"youa€|will go down there, and kill this demon, this Michael, once 
and for all ! " 

The on-lookers glance at one another in confusion while Shress feels 
her eyes widening in shock at what she just heard. 

She waits until Regret's breathing calms down before asking, 
"Hierarch, who is this Michael you are referring to-" 

"Don't play games Female!" Regret shouts, "you know perfectly well 
whoa€ | " Regret stops, closes his eyes, and lets out a deep breath. He 
keeps his eyes close before speaking again, "Vdamee, " he says 
carefully, "you will goa€ | to the surface, and kill these remaining 
demons once and for all, " he opens his eyes, "do you 
understand? " 



Shress suppresses a shudder as she bows and says, "completely me 
liege . " 

She turns and starts walking out of the control room, thinking of 
what to do, when Regret calls out to her, "Vdamee." 

She looks over her shoulder as the Prophet speaks, "I will know if 
you fail or succeed, I have eyes and ears everywhere." 

_Wait_, she thought to herself, _is it possible, could hea€|_ 

Shress turns and bows to the Prophet before turning and heads out of 
the deck, feeling excitement taking over. She may have just thought 
of how Regret knows the truth, she can go to Michael's aid without 
giving him an advance warning about it, that is if her theory and 
newly erected plan works. 

With that she turns and starts walking down the corridor at a fast 
pace, she needs to organize a strike force soon to give the 
impression she is readying to deploy to the planet, but first she 
needs to find Kova . 

* *Six POV** 

Six and Emile fires at the same time, the blast from the shotgun and 
repetition of the DMR rifle causes the Brutes head to explode in a 
spray of blood and gore. 

With that threat out of the way, the Spartans rushes forward until 
they come to split in their path. One corridor leads to the platform 
where a Pelican is to rendezvous with them and to exfil them. The 
other corridor leads upwards towards the rooftops; a small sign also 
indicates that a Mass Accelerator Cannon is also set on top. 

The two team members look at each other before Emile speaks, "the air 
boys are going to need some help clearing the skies." 

"But the Pelican is to pick us up," Six protests. 

"You clear the deck, and I'll clear the skies, there should be a way 
back to the platform from the gun," Emile replies. 

Six hesitates before asking, "You'll be there, right?" 

Emile simply said, "I got your back," before turning and runs down 
the right path. Six watches Noble Four disappear behind a corner 
before turning himself and sprints to the left. As he moves through 
the hallway he keeps his rifle level, yet so far there is nothing. 
Finally he reaches the pressure doors leading to the outside; he 
opens it and steps out into what can only be describe as a 
nightmare . 

He is on the platform attached to the facility, about five hundred 
feet from the ground and a couple of yards away from the _Pillar of 
Autumn_, but it is a gruesome sight. Blood, human blood, is splash on 
the floor and on the walls of the building. A stairwell leads to a 
small plot of land to the side of the facility where the bodies of 
Marines are laid out. The few trees that shade them are losing their 
leaves as massive heat waves tore them from the branches and the 
trees themselves are dying as the moister in the ground is 



obliterated. Above Six, human and Covenant aircraft engage in a 
devastating dog fight, heat seeking missiles streak through the air, 
plasma torpedoes scream as they shoot through the skies and the cries 
of the dying echoes all around the Spartan as he watches the world 
fall into anarchy. 

Six suddenly hears a gruff and looks to his left. Position over a 
pile of prone Marines are five Brutes, four minors armed with spike 
rifles while their leader, a chieftain, wields a gravity hammer in 
its hand. The two species stared at each other, daring the other to 
move. Finally the head Brute gave a roar and the Minors charges at 
Six, semi-conscious of their projectile weapons they are holding in 
their hands. 

Six knows he should back away, keep his distance and take out the 
Brutes from a far, but all he can feel is pure rage as the world 
burns around him. Deciding that if the world burns, then so will he, 
with that thought he charges the oncoming Brutes. 

Six raises his rifle, firing full blast at the closest Brute, the 
shields fell after Six empties half his clip before emptying the rest 
into the Brute's face. A Brute within grabbing distance reaches for 
Six, but the Spartan leaps to the side, twirls in a circle as he 
flips his rifle around and clubs the alien with it. Stun, the Brute 
takes a step back, unaware of how close it is to the edge. Six 
finishes it by leaping into the air, twists his body and round house 
kick the savage alien, pushing it over the edge. It's enrage roars 
could be heard for a moment before it hits the bottom. 

Six turns to face the final two adversaries but they are already upon 
him. One went for his legs while the other swung at his upper torso. 
With the grace of a dancer. Six jumps again, and twists his body so 
both alien's meaty hands miss him. As he falls back to the ground. 

Six lashes out, he kicks one Brute in the knee while palm hitting the 
elbow of the other, causing a spray of blood to erupt as it's bone is 
pushed outwards. Both creatures howl in agony, but before they could 
recover. Six hands shot forward and garbs their Spike rifles that 
they had clipped to their belts. He takes one rifle in both his hands 
and fires point blank once more as yellow crystals buries themselves 
into the Brute's hides. The two bodies are still smoking as they fell 
to the ground. 

Six is still breathing hard when he hears the bellow and looks up to 
see the advancing Chieftain. Its golden armor casts a menacing gleam 
as it approaches Six, hammer raise and snarling what sounds like a 
challenge. Six lets the two empty guns fall to the floor as he face 
down the monster that is almost twice the size of an average 
Jiralhanae. This time there is no hesitation as they both sprint 
towards each other. 

The Chieftain roars and takes a side way swing at Six, but the 
Spartan drops to the floor and slides beneath it. As he goes between 
its legs. Six slams a fist against the creatures knee, hoping to 
shatter it but the Brute only growls in response. The Spartan jumps 
back to his feet once he is on the other side and turns to the Brute 
again, but this time he has to jump backwards as the Chieftain slams 
the one ton hammer on the spot where the Spartan had been standing 
only moments before. While the hammer is down. Six takes out his 
knife and rushes forward. The Chieftain takes a swipe at him with its 
paw but Six jumps over its head and with all his strength, he plunges 



the knife deep into the back of the Brute's neck. It howls but it 
doesn't die, far from it, it only became angrier. It re;eases it's 
hammer and turns to face Six and begins throwing punches. Six answers 
the call instead of backing away; he got closer to the monster and 
begins jumping in and out of it's blind spots. Every time the Brute 
throws a punch and misses its face would be brought closer to Six who 
will send a Spartan powered fist against it's skull. Six lands nearly 
a dozen successful strikes before the Brute roars and jumps up in an 
attempt to squash Six once and for all. The Spartan rolls out of the 
way, but not before dropping a primed grenade in his place. The Brute 
lands on top of the grenade, seeming unaware of the threat until it 
detonates. A flash of lighting and thunder explodes against the 
monsters chest, pushing it backwards, exposing its destroyed chest. 

It looks and gawks at it's wound, as if unable to comprehend that it 
has been hurt. Seeing that it isn't going down Six looks around and 
sees he landed close to the forgotten energy hammer. Bracing his 
body. Six bends down, grunts and picks up the massive blunt weapon. 
Six could barely hold it at hip high, but without further ado, he 
begins twirling around in circles, gaining more and more speed until 
he finally lets the hammer go, allowing it to fly away. He watches as 
the weapon slams against the stun Brute's chest, the energy powered 
weapon sends a blast against the creature, thrusting it from its 
place. The Chieftain is knock off its feet and flew off the end of 
the platform, it is then did it begins to scream its blood lust, but 
just like the last minor alien before, the roar is caught off when it 
hits ground zero. 

Six breathes a bit, gaining control of his body and begins searching 
around for his rifle. As he searches he hears the shriek, the only 
warning he received. Six jumps and rolls across the platform as 
energy bolts begin striking the area. Six crouches behind some left 
over ammunition crates and stays low as some Covenant aircraft fires 
its pay load at him. Six is tempted to run back into the open and 
look for a weapon to fight back with when he hears the boom. The 
sound is so close and so loud that it made Six's heart quiver, as if 
a thunder bolt just struck close to him. That seems to be the case 
when he hears an explosion and the plasma fire halts. 

Risking a peak. Six looks up and is met with a gratifying sight. 
Phantoms, Spirits and Banshees are being blown out of the air as a 
strange force rivets across the skies and causes whatever it touches 
to explode. Six is slightly confused before it dawns on him what is 
happening and turns to look at the rooftop of the facility. 

On the very top Six could see it, a large MAC gun is set up on the 
roof, spanning over a hundred feet, with its barrel pointing towards 
the skies. Covenant ships peel off to destroy it, but they barely 
gets off a shot before the MAC gun cleaves the ships. Six watches in 
awe as Covenant fighters are blown to smithereens before looking 
around once more and retrieve his rifle. 

He is just loading it when Emile gets on the comms, "Captain, Package 
is ready to be picked up and the platform is clear, over." 

There is a heartbeat of silence before a strong and rather age voice 
responds, "Noble Four this is Captain Keyes, nice work, I am 
currently enroute to personally retrieve the package, stand by." 


Six squints at the Cruiser, seeing if he can spy any movement. A 
flash of light catches his attention and he looks upward just in time 



to see a Banshee explode. 


Then a realization strikes Six, he reaches for his radio and says, 
"Emile, there's still enemy fighters in the sky." 

"Yeah," replies Emile, "I kind of notice," he finishes by sending 
another blast into the air. 

Six waits a moment before stating rather than asking, "You're not 
coming . " 

There is silence on the frequency, long enough for Emile to fire off 
a few more shots before saying, "Pelican is inbound Six, " in a 
lukewarm voice. 

The Spartan turns in the direction of the _Autumn_ and sure enough he 
can see two green dots approaching, growing larger by the 
second . 

Unsure what to think, what to say. Six just said, "Emile." 

"It's alright Six," for the first time since he met him. Six is 
hearing Emile speak in a reassuring voice, "I've got your back." 

Six didn't know what to think as he watches the Pelicans approach. He 
did it; they did it. The package has been delivered, but at the cost 
of his team. His team. Six realizes he has long since stopped 
thinking of himself as a lone wolf, he was a part of a team; he had 
friends . 

He moves his hand to his neck and feels the absent of his tags: more 
friends than he thought he had. 

Six moves his hands to his back and removes the container and once 
more gaze at the chip being held within. 

"You've better be worth it," he says to it. 

This time, he isn't surprise when the chip sparks, there is something 
lively about it alright, and it definitely has what appears to be a 
fighting spirit. 

Six looks up just in time to see the first Pelican set down while the 
other continues to hover in the air, protecting the one on the 
ground. The hatch of the grounded Pelican opens and out files out 
ODSTs in their black suits, rifles raise as they scan the area. 

In the Pelican, out steps a figure that Six instantly identifies. The 
person is wearing the official suit of a Captain, white uniform with 
his badges attached. The star and strip insignia shines brightly off 
the man's coat as he walks forward towards the Spartan in a confident 
walk. His hair is salt and pepper, his skin looks like leather and 
his eyes shows hurt yet power at the same kind. Six often see this 
kind of look in fellow Spartans Ills, people who have been through 
pain, yet were able to live through it by sheer will power. 

Six nods his head, unable to salute while in combat and says 
respectfully, "Captain Keyes sir." 

"Lieutenant, " Keyes says as he walks forward and takes the package 



from Six's hand. As the container changed hands. Six notices that the 
chip sparks brighter than ever, almost as if it's in protest. 

"Nice job Lieutenant, " Keyes continues, "your actions should be 
commended . " 

"Not just mine sir," Six replies. 

Keyes places a hand on Six's arm, slightly startling him. People are 
usually afraid of Spartans, most don't want to be near them, and yet 
Captain Keyes, _the_ Captain Keyes, is treating him as if he is an 
equal . 

_This must be how Shress feels_. Six thought before suddenly feeling 

his heart ache, more painfully than before. What's wrong with 

him? 

"They will be remembered son, " Six barley heard Keyes before he 
removes his hand and looks to his right and the Spartan follows his 
gaze. Gliding towards them is an enormous Covenant Cruiser, nearly 
blocking out the sky. Six can see it tilting slightly upwards, trying 
to rise higher as it powers the cleaning beam, meaning there's only 
one thing its planning of doing. 

Keyes must have had the same thoughts as he shouts into his comms, 
"Cruiser! Bridge crew, get ready to launch," Keyes look to the 
Spartan and gestures to the Pelican, "Lieutenant, " he simply says 
before getting on himself, clutching the container tightly. 

Six pauses for a moment before getting on the radio one more time and 
says , "Emile . " 

"I've got your back Six," Emile repeats, this time his voice is 
solid; he is ready for the inevitable. 

Six sighs and turns to board the Pelican himself when someone on the 
radio shouts, "Watch out!" 

Six hardly registers the words when the second Pelican burst into 
flames as a Phantom comes up from beneath it and releases its salvo 
of Plasma rounds. The Pelican soon catches on fire, causing 
explosions to spread along its side as it begins to spin out of 
control. The Pelican on the ground jerks to the left to avoid being 
hit by the falling bird. Seeing the falling aircraft angling towards 
him. Six leaps out of the way just as the Pelican crashes not far 
from him. 

Six grabs his rifle and aims it at the Phantom but before he could do 
anything, he watches as the side doors open and out jumps two 
Zealots, landing right on top of the MAC operating station. The glass 
hatch keeps Emile safe from the Zealot as it tries to slice its way 
in using its energy sword, but it also prevents Emile from 
escaping . 

Just as Six thought that, he hears a loud bang over the frequency and 
using his scope, he watches as the top of the hatch shatters as 
bullets strikes the Zealot. The Elite falls to the ground, squirming 
around in pain as Emile emerges from the destroyed cot pit and fires 
his shot gun into the Sangheili's head. 



"Who's next?" The Spartan demands, and before Six's very eyes an 
invisible Zealot switches off its active camouflage and runs Emile 
through with its sword. 

Six could only watch in horror as Emile, Noble Four, his teammate, 
his friend, goes limp on the energy sword. The Elite is starting to 
pull the blade out of the Spartan's body when Emile came back to 
life. He frees himself from the sword and shouts, "I'm ready!" he 
twists around and in that single motion; he pulls out his Kukri 
knife, "How about you?" The Elite tries to subdue Emile again, but 
the Spartan is too fast, he pulls himself closer to the alien and 
plunges the knife into the Zealot's neck. The Sangheili stumbles and 
begins to fall off the operating station, but not before reactivating 
its sword and plunges it back into Emile as they fall. Six didn't see 
them land, but he hears Emile wheeze before going silent, filling the 
radio with emptiness. 

_Gone_, Six suddenly feels numb, _theya€ | are all gone_. Six feels a 
mixture of emotions take over, fury, sorrow, regret and pride. Fury 
at the attacking aliens; sorrow for the death of his comrades; regret 
for all of his private wishes he made to go back to being a lone wolf 
and pride, for the Spartans went out the way they would have wanted; 
fighting for humanity. 

Six continues to look up at the now unoccupied MAC turret when the 
Pelican repositions itself in the air and came back slowly to the 
platform . 

"Lieutenant!" A marine from the Pelican shouts, "Come on! We got to 
get out of here!" he yells holding out a hand to Six. 

"Negative," Six replies, "I've got to gun," Six takes a deep breath. 
This is his moment now. If his friends were brave enough to go down 
that path, then so can he. 

Six makes brief eye contact with Keyes, looking grim, but nods to 
Six. With that the Spartan, turns and heads to the MAC. As he goes he 
hears Keyes voice over the frequency one last time, "Good luck 
Spartan . " 

Six wastes no time, he no longer cares if he runs into danger, he 
begins to sprint forward. True to Emile's earlier claim before they 
split up, there is a stairwell that leads upwards towards the roof. 
Six takes it and begins making his way upwards. 

As he went he glances over his shoulder at what is left of Reach. The 
planet is in its spring season, but nowa€ | now everything is dead. The 
trees are nothing but wither skeletons, the rivers are bone dry and 
the grass is now gone, replace by sun baked sand. They have lost 
Reach, no point denying it now, but they can still fight. 

"Never surrender, " his old DI used to tell him, "even in the face of 
Armageddon." Six use to think he was kidding about Armageddon, but 
now with the world looking like a desolate waste land still burning, 
he wishes he paid better attention. 

Six finally makes it to the rooftop; he is still sprinting when he 
sees the flash of green light. He slides just in time; the Fuel Rod 
misses his head by centimeters. He glances right and sees his 
targets, two Zealots, one with a Fuel Rod and the other with an 



energy sword. The one with the sword stands back while it's comrade 
with the cannon continues to fire at the Spartan. 


Six knows he didn't have time for this, so taking the direct 
approach. Six rushes them. The Elite with the cannon continues firing 
but Six dodges and fires his rifle, trying to dismantle the alien's 
shield. Seeing Six getting closer, the Zealot with the sword 
positions itself closer to its comrade ad makes ready to cleave the 
Spartan. Six then changes tactics, he stops a few feet away from the 
aliens and throws his grenades. Human and Covenant alike. The Zealots 
throw themselves out of the way, splitting them up just as Six 
wants . 

He leaps forward and attacks the one with the sword. Its barley 
standing when Six slams into it. He starts to pound his fist against 
the Elites skull and kicking its legs, trying to keep it down. When 
his scanner starts beeping like mad, he jumps out of the way just as 
the Green bolt flew by. It misses Six and instead strikes the 
semi-stun alien, blowing it to pieces. 

Six glances upwards at his remaining target, no longer wanting to 
waste time. Six aims his rifle with one arm and takes out his pistol 
with the other. The Sangheili tries to fire off another shot but the 
Spartan pulls the triggers and releases the bullets from the two 
guns. The Zealot's shields are already weak; it drops after the first 
few rounds before it fail entirely; allowing its body to be hit by 
the multitude of bullets. 

Six fires one more bullet into its brain before turning and 
continuing on with his new missionaC | his last mission. He turns the 
corner that leads to the MAC gun and comes to a halt. Slumped against 
the railing is Emile, the grinning skull design staring at him, but 
Six knew that Emile is gone, he's getting no reading from his suit, 
no heartbeat . 

Six sighs before looking to the ladder that leads to the controls of 
the gun and climbs upwards. The command system is a little box set 
next to the gun, with multiple controls that are easy to operate, 
what unnerves Six though is that the buttons and switches are now 
douse in Emile's and the Zealot's blood. Six ignores this as he 
squishes himself into the small box and begins pressing 
buttons . 

"Lieutenant!" Keyes calls out on the radio, "The Carrier is right on 
top of us ! " 

Six glances up and sure enough, rising through the clouds like a 
specter; the ghostly figure of the large ship breaks the cloud 
coverage as it positions itself over the ship. Six now works as fast 
as he could, aligning the shot, powering the magnetic coils, and 
making sure he isn't touching the wrong buttons. 

The underside of the ship begins to turn blood red, the laser is 
powering up. 

"Lieutenant!" calls out Keyes again. 

"I've got your back sir," with that. Six types in the firing code and 
leans back. The main conductor begins spinning to full power, the 
barrel lights a pathway with blue electricity as the gun begins to 



shake and with the familiar flash of thunder, the round is flown 
away. Straight and pure as an arrow, the fifty ton slug hits the 
Carrier right in the center of the beam, first there's the 
anticipated explosion, but suddenly secondary's soon follow 
afterwards. Plasma begins to burbles and bursts from the side of the 
ship as it slowly begins to fall out of the heavens. 

Satisfy, Six begins to crawl out of the command box when he pauses ad 
looks to the Human Cruiser. Booster rockets came alive, washing the 
ground in extreme heat as they try to push the megaton vessel off the 
ground. The electric hooks that hold the ship steady releases it as 
the vessel begins to move. The booster rockets lift the ship from the 
planet surface pushing it upwards until they achieved one hundred 
thousand feet. The booster rockets were then release, the canisters 
falls to the ground as the primary engines of the Autumn turns on, a 
bright blue, burning lightly until it turns into a blaze that hurts 
Six's eye despite the polarize vision his helmet provides. With a 
final push, the ship blasts away, angling upwards and takes off over 
a hundred thousand miles an hour. 

Six watches as the grey giant flies higher and higher until it 
finally disappears into the grey ash filled skies. 

The radio chatter died, the gun firing has cease and Six is a alone, 
alone on a planet full of Covenant forces. 

Six looks down, takes a deep breath and turns to Emile. He walks to 
his fallen comrade; rest a hand on his shoulder before kneeling and 
takes his dog tags. Six doesn't know why he does this, there's no one 
to turn them over to, no higher rank, just him. 

Six sighs again before jerking his head up at the sound of 
approaching drop ships. Sure enough, what looks like hundreds of 
Covenant ships are heading to his position, at a fast speed no doubt. 
They lost, they know it, but it's apparent they want revenge. 

Six looks around before his eyes settle on what looks like an abandon 
military facility to the right of his position. A sandstorm is 
starting to close in on the region but he can make out sturdy walls, 
convenient cover, and what looks like a crow's nest. 

That's it, his hard pointa€|his last stand. 

**Shress POV** 

"You sure it'll work?" Shress asks as she stares at the strange 
object in her hand; it looks like a regular plasma grenade to 
her . 

Kova nods his head, "Yes Commander, all you need to do is prime it 
and make sure the target is within the explosive area." 

Shress isn't very confident in this piece of technology but Kova has 
yet to let her down so she nods her head anyway as she pockets the 
device . 

"Thank you Kova, you are a wonderful assistant, " she says 
truthfully . 


Kova seems to be caught off guard by the high praise and bows his 



head, "you are welcome CommanderaC i but do you mind me asking, why is 
it you need this device?" 

Shress considers the elderly technician before speaking, "I think I 
found a weakness in the Demons," at this Kova looks up at her, "I'm 
hoping that this device is able to help me slay them once and for 
all." 

Kova bows again, "You have nothing to fear Commander, tonight we 
shall celebrate this victory over the humans." 

It takes all of Shress' s being not to balk at this as she becomes 
truthful and says, "Actually Kova..." she pauses for a bit, wondering 
how to proceed before finally saying, "I do not believe I'll be 
returning from this mission." 

Kova ' s eyes widen as he says, "But Commander, I'm sure you're be 
victorious, you survived such encounters before-" 

"No Kova," Shress interrupts, "this timea€|the Prophet Regret himself 
told me of a vision he had of my future," she doesn't like to lie to 
Kova but she sadly knew that if he knows the truth then he wouldn't 
hesitate to call her a heretic. 

She sighs before continuing, "I will be victoriousaC | but my time 
among the Covenant is at an end, " she looks Kova in the eye as she 
finishes, "you've been a wonderful companion Kova, a warrior that any 
Commander would be honored to serve with." 

Kova couldn't help but swell with pride before he says, "thank you 
mistress . " 

Shress sighs before saying, "farewell Kova, " and turns as she walks 
out of the engineering room. 

"Farewell Commander, " Kova answers back before the portal closes 
behind Shress. 

Once outside the Zealot sighs before walking down the corridor, 
needing to make one last stop before heading to the hanger bay. As 
she walks, she passes the near panic stricken crew as they rush back 
and forth, answering calls, delivering messages and other such 
choirs. Shress hardly pays them any mind as she walks, still trying 
to think through her newly formed plan. 

She stops and enters the room she is looking for; her room. She 
glances around sadly, knowing this may be the last time she'll ever 
see it. It's not as if this has always been her sleeping quarters, 
but it represents what had been her goal all her life, to move up in 
the ranks and become one of the greatest female warriors to have ever 
lived. Now she's going to leave it all behind, her title, her people; 
her very identity is about to change. 

She walks in slowly and looks through her belongings, there weren't 
that many. A small bag that she had made in her youth, a gem stone 
that she has found on one of the human colonies, a sling that she 
used to hunt small vermin on her planet for sport and finally a 
family relic; a necklace supposedly blessed by the Prophets. 

She sighs as she holds the necklace in her hand; a small stone held 



by wire, the heirloom was given by a Prophet to an old warrior of her 
family's past. Her mother gave it to her, hoping the blessing will 
keep her, a lone female, safe during the war. Now Shress knows that's 
it's just another useless ornament, even less sufficient than the 
tags the human warriors wear. 

She carefully wraps her things in a bundle and lays it on the bed. 

She can't take them, not without sparking suspicion, she has to leave 
it herea€ | along with her old life. 

She gently touches the bag containing her old belongings once more 
before turning and goes out the door, not looking back. 

She only feels hollowness within her as she walks down the corridor 
once more, this time heading to the hanger bay. She is deep in her 
thoughts when she arrives in the hanger and stops short at what 
greets her. Regret sits in his anti-gravity chair in front of her 
while his twin guards' flank him. She tries to keep her nerves as she 
walks forward, noting that Regrets face is contour in that of one 
enrage . 

Shress bows her head, "Hierarch, " she begins but the Prophet cuts her 
of f . 

"Zealot," he hisses, "I know everything," Shress opens her mouth to 
defend herself when the Prophet cuts her off again, "I know about 
this Michael, your alliance and about this so called 'friendship.'" 
Shress feels her insides starting to churn faster than ever as the 
Prophet speaks. She feels her entire being on the verge of shaking as 
Regret leans in and says, "you will bring me the head of the demon 
Michael, or your entire line will be wiped out and disgraced for all 
eternitya€ | and you entire family will be left behind upon the eve of 
the Great Journey." 

Shress wants to cry out that the Journey is a lie but keeps her mouth 
shut as she nods her head and mutters, "I understand." 

"Do you?" demands Regret. 

Shress keeps her head bow as she replies, "yes." 

Regret continues staring at her formed before moving his chair to the 
side and gestures to the phantom behind him, "then finish 

it . " 

Shress bows again and walks onto the ship. She turns her head and 
looks to the face of Regret before the door closes sealing her off. 
From her old world. 

* *Six POV** 

Desert sands moves in on what once was a prairie. A blazing sun bakes 
the carcasses of fallen men and aliens alike. The wind blows smoke 
and decay into the air; the scent of death. 

Six observes all of this from his crows' nest, set up at least 
fifteen feet in the air over an overrun base. The buildings are all 
ruble, filled with holes still smoking from the recent carnage and 
hidden by the cloud of sand. Spread out across the area is what 
remains of the fighting men. Six was surprised when he first arrived 



and found that they aren't men, they are Spartans. 


He examines each one thoroughly and finds that they are not Ill's, 
they are all II's. Six was surprised to find them, he didn't know any 
of the original Spartans were on Reach, but here they area€ | after 
making the ultimate sacrifice. 

Six shivers, all around him their bodies lie, like glaring omens 
foretelling the future. If a large number of Spartans can be slayed, 
then how long does humanity have left before facing the very 
end? 

The Spartan's thinking is interrupted as he hears the unmistakable 
sound of a low flying Phantom. He turns in a complete circle and sees 
that he is surrounded. Phantoms and Spirits close in on him, not 
firing their turrets but swooping in, skimming close to the ground. 
The map in his HUD indicates massive troop movement as the drop ships 
releases their hordes of aliens. 

Six breathes steadily, just like his teammates, his time has arrived. 
The Spartan, no, the Lone Wolf, reloads his rifle, checks his 
grenades and stands tall. When he falls, he wishes to take as many 
Covenant troopers down with him. 

First he hears the excited squeaks and toots of Grunts approaching. 
Following them is the sound of heavy footsteps mix with the casual 
command in alien. Elites. He hears shrill screeches and shrieks of 
nearby Jackals as well. Not far off he can hear the somewhat muffled 
roars of Hunters. Noble Team has poked a hornet's nest, and Six isn't 
annoy at all with the fact that it is up to him to clean up as much 
of the mess as possible. 

Six waits, wondering which direction they will come in from. The 
small squeal of a Grunt alerts him to his right flank. He turns 
quickly and aims. Sure enough, a squad of Grunts being led by an 
Elite meets his eyes as he pulls the trigger. 

The Grunts all fall beneath his hail of bullets, but the shields of 
the Elite protects it as it leaps around, trying to get at an angle 
that will allow it to shoot the Spartan. Six spends every round of 
his DMR rifle and reaches into his pocket for another magazine but 
finds it empty. 

Six drops the gun, upon seeing this, the Elite rushes forward, now 
believing its prey is helpless. Six waits until the alien is a mere 
few yards away before bending down and picks up the machine gun he 
found earlier and placed up there with him. He holds it the way he's 
seen Jorge do it, aims from the hip and lets out an explosive blast. 
The Elite now sees the weapon but it's too late as the massive weapon 
blasts the alien away. 

Six stumbles back from the recoil and heft the gun, grunting a little 
as he does so. He pauses as he hears the whine of a plasma weapon, a 
very large one. Six throws the machine gun over the side and jumps 
out of the crow's nest just as a green bolt destroys the entire top 
portion of the tower. 

Six rolls after he hits the ground and begins scrambling for the 
machine gun that has fallen a few meters away from him. Six runs 
forward and retrieve it, no sooner did he have it back in possession 



did the plasma rounds emerge from the dust cloud surrounding him and 
slams into his armor. Not really seeing his targets. Six kneels and 
raises the gun a bit before firing into the swirl of particles. There 
are cries of pain and the firing decreases. Still firing his weapon 
in that direction, the Spartan stands up and begins to move away, 
trying to find shelter. He edges his way through the storm towards 
the place where he last saw a building. However, a startling barrage 
of plasma and crystal shards begins firing on him from all different 
directions. Six begins twisting in different locations, firing into 
the brown clouds, determine to find his targets. 

Suddenly a powerful blast hits his knee and forces him to the ground. 
He grunts as he feels pain blossoming as plasma heat seep through his 
armor. He tries to rise back to a fighting stance but a concentrated 
beam of light strikes the massive gun out of his hand. In pain and 
weaponless. Six grabs four grenades, primes all of them and sends 
them in the four cardinal directions. After hearing the explosions 
and the reduction of fire. Six sprints into the swirling clouds and 
almost ran into a wall of a structure. He feels around the exterior 
before finding a hole in the side and climbs in. 

The place is ransacked and destroyed. There is another opening on the 
other side and in a spot of the structure where he assumes the door 
was originally. 

Lying in the middle of the floor is a Spartan II, spread eagle and 
not moving. Six inspects the fallen warrior but already knows it's 
too late. However Six grabs the Spartan's weapons and begins rearming 
himself. He has a shotgun with a few shells left and a Magnum pistol. 
He didn't like stripping the Spartan of his kit, but knew he would 
have wanted another Spartan to use it to continue the fight. 

Soon more blasts of fire shoots through the gaping hole in the wall. 
Not wanting to waste the bullets for the shotgun that could only 
fires at short range, he instead throws out grenades where his senses 
tells him there's a large concentration of enemy combatants. 

He pops his last grenade when a silhouette passes out of the corner 
of his eye. Taking no chances, he flings the grenade behind him. A 
Jackal tries to jump out of the way but it ' s too late as it 
detonates. As the dust settles, a group of Grunts runs in next. Six 
levels his weapon and fires, pumping in a new slug after firing a 
round. After the last grunt went down something jumps behind Six, he 
ducks just as a fist flies overhead. He presses the gun against the 
abdomen of the Elite behind him and fires twice. The first shot 
destroys its shield while the second blew its guts out of Elite's 
back side. 

Six rises to his feet as he tries to reload the depleted shotgun, but 
then he hears the whirls and suddenly a dozen plasma grenades sail 
into the building, sticking to the floor, walls and what remains of 
the ceiling. Their pulsing's became frantic, warning him of immediate 
detonation. Without a second thought. Six throws himself out the 
window of the building, he is about to land on the outside when the 
building explodes. 

Six is thrown over a span of five yards before he crashes onto the 
ground. His head bangs against a massive stone as he rolls across the 
surface before skidding to a halt after sliding an additional five 
yards. Six gasps as he tries to recover from the explosion but his 



eyes become occupied as his HUD begins to go haywire. There's a huge 
crack in the upper left hand corner of his helmet, he is unsure if 
that is the cause of the disturbance as the messages saying 'warning' 
and 'error' flash across the glass of his faceplate. The last message 
chills his bones as it read 'shield generator disabled' before the 
entire system crash, leaving him with no map, no message and no 
shields . 

Plasma and crystal fire begins to criss cross overhead; bringing Six 
back to his senses. He jumps to his feet but flinches as pain shoots 
up his leg. He looks for his shot gun but the blast must have thrown 
it in a different direction for it is nowhere in sight. Six starts 
moving with a slight limp as he turns and runs away from the incoming 
fire. Soon the area behind him begins firing shot after shot in his 
general location as he dodges and hops, trying to avoid them. He is 
unable to see where they are, prohibiting him from using his Magnum 
less he wants to waste precious bullets on nothing. 

He almost trips over something that he almost ignore before realizing 
it's the body of a Spartan with a weapon. Six didn't hesitate as he 
picks up the gun, a sniper rifle with two clips to go with it. He 
checks to see if it has a working IR setting, which it did. He turns 
around; switches on the setting and soon he can make out the heat 
signatures coming off the different alien species hiding in the 
billowing sand. He swings it around to get his bearings and sees he 
has what looks like a hundred Covenant troops closing in on 
him. 

Realizing he has no other choice, he opens fire, trying to score head 
shots. He only shoots one bullet into the ranks of the Grunts, 
causing them to panic and cause confusion among the massive attack 
force while Six picks off the more threatening warrior class aliens. 
He fires headshots at the Elites and Jackals, who are clearly 
unprepared for they have left their shielding tech off. He fires off 
the four rounds before ejecting the spent clip, slaps another into 
the rifle and continues firing. 

Suddenly a needle shard catches him in the chest, forcing him back 
and making him remember that he no longer has shielding tech either. 
Six falls back, shouldering his rifle and begins scrambling for 
another hard point. He stops when he sees the Phantoms in the air, 
they did not engage him, however they come in close, making Six 
realize that they are dropping more troops in front of him. 

Six looks around for another weapon when plasma and needles now rain 
down on his from all sides. He leaps and jumps, trying to avoid it, 
but he's caught in the open, encircled by enemy combatants and with 
no hard point, he realizes that the sun backed patch of earth he is 
on is his final battlefield. 

With that in mind, he takes out the Magnum and fires into the clouds 
surrounding him, hoping to score a kill. The screaming of the aliens 
confirms that. 

Somehow sensing his end is near, the Covenant troopers emerges from 
the sandstorm and tries to rush him. In response the Spartan removes 
the sniper rifle from his shoulder and begins firing once more at the 
closing in forces. His primary targets are Jackals and Elites, but he 
only kills seven of them before the gun ran empty. He throws the gun 
and watches it flies away but not before it smacks into a Grunt and 



knock it out cold. Six brings out the Magnum once more but when he 
fires, only one bullet escapes before the clip ran dry. 


Seeing this, the Covenant troopers' closes in. Six drop the empty 
weapon and searches for another, however a shot from a Concussion 
rifle hits him square in the chest, causing the Spartan to gasp. 
Before he could retaliate another Concussion blast hits him in the 
head, causing the helmet's screen to be blacken and the crack to 
enlarge; both effects making it more difficult for Six to see 
anything at all. 

Gasping for air. Six slips off his helmet and throws it to the 
ground. That motion signifies to the world as much to the Spartan 
that he knew what is coming and accepted his fate. Without the 
helmet, he allows the world to see his face, sweaty, bleeding and 
slightly crack skin from the recent blast. Six now wishes more than 
ever that he could wipe the perspiration from his eyes, but he 
ignores that impulse as something catches his eye. 

He couldn't believe he missed it earlier, but resting close at hand 
is an Assault rifle, with the ammo counter indicator saying it 
already has a full magazine inserted. Stumbling slightly. Six reaches 
down and picks it up. He looks up in time to see an Elite trying to 
advance on him, the Spartan responds by stepping forward to meet the 
challenge and fires the newly claimed weapon. The Elite keeps 
advancing, its shield bursts after a moment but it keeps coming until 
the bullets strikes its face. 

Six stares in wonder, trying to figure out why the alien just kept 
moving forward when he hears movement behind him. Six leans forward 
just as an energy sword misses him. Six holds the rifle in a 
different position before running and slamming the end of it against 
the attacking Elite's face, knocking it the ground. Weak from the 
day's nonstop fighting. Six stumbles forward but catches himself 
before wiping out on the ground. 

Soon more plasma and crystals streaks towards him, and this time he 
is too weak to fight back. Six just responds the only way he knows 
how, he faces the direction where the shooting is originating from 
and fires. However, plasma bolts and shards find their marks as they 
slam into Six's chest. The Spartan clutches his injuries, the armor 
stops most of the bolts but not all of it, and he feels blood flowing 
down his front as pain begins to spread like fire all across his 
body . 

Six keeps firing however, trying to bring as many Elites down as 
possible. Suddenly breaking from their screen cover, three Elites 
rush him firing their weapons at the same time. Six fires on each of 
them, taking down all but one. The last one barrels at Six, he fires 
at the alien only to hear a click, indicating that he is out. Too 
weak to properly defend himself, he just makes it easier for the 
Elite to slam into him and push him to the ground. It jumps on top of 
the fallen warrior, trying to point the plasma rifle into his face, 
but Six kicks the alien back. 

He tries to rise, but the pain is becoming too great, even by Spartan 
standards, then he realizes he's surrounded. Elites, Grunts and 
Jackals all watch, all chanting in their alien dialect. Six didn't 
have to be a professor to know they are basically calling for his 
death. Though he is ready, he wishes to take some of them with him to 



Kingdom Come. 


As if answering his wish, an Elite rushes forward, a Zealot. It 
raises its sword and plunges it downward to carve Six in two. The 
Lone Wolf avoids it; he twists and grabs the alien's wrist. He turns 
it counterclockwise and squeezes until he hears the snapping of 
bones, causing the alien to drop its energy sword. The Elite howl as 
Six pushes it away. The Spartan starts to look around for the fallen 
sword the Zealot has dropped when two more aliens came upon him. 

He tries to punch them, to kick them, break their bones, or elbows 
them, desperate to do something to break their grasp. He is still 
struggling when a new Elite approaches him. The lackeys holding Six 
parted slightly to allow the newcomer to come closer. Six continues 
to struggle, wanting to attack whoever it is that has just arrived. 

He looks up and freezes as he stares at the figure standing over 
him. 

Standing there, in flashing armor, full of confident and what looks 
to be pride is Shress. She looks down at Six and he feels his heart 
start to ache. She didn't smile, or frown, or cry, she just stands 
there, emotionless, giving no indication on how she is feeling 
towards what's going on in front of her. Her eyes are shrouded by the 
shadows of her helmet, making it neigh impossible for Six to see 
them . 

She says something, but Six is in too much shock to decipher what she 
has said. The two Elites hoist Six up and push him to his knees and 
hold him there, but he didn't resist. He continues staring at Shress, 
wondering what she is doing, wondering if she's going to help, but 
nothing is giving him any indication what she is planning to do. 

No longer caring about his death or the aliens around them he speaks 
in a tired and almost pleading voice, "Shress?" 

The Zealot finally moves; she looks him up and down once as if 
expecting a prize. She then reaches for the twin blades in her belt 
and unclips them. As she activates them, the small crow cheers, all 
eager to see what is to happen next. 

Feeling more confusion and a shred of doubt starting to surface in 
his mind. Six again tries to speak but is caught off when Shress 
crosses the twin swords and holds them against his neck, close enough 
for him to feel the heat radiating off them. 

That is then he realizes what Shress is planning to do, she isn't 
there to rescue him; she's there to kill him. For the first time in 
his whole Spartan career. Six looks down as a feeling takes over, one 
that he has suppressed for years but now finally lets it roam free. 
Sixa€ i feels defeated. 

Nowa€ | he truly lost all of his friends. 

He feels the angry yet devastated tears gather in his eyes before 
feeling them spill over and flow down his cheeks. His entire body 
feels numb and it's not because of his wounds. 

The aliens are now going wild; chanting even louder and faster than 
ever before, all calling for what Six assumes is his death. Shress 
then shouts something that causes the different species to become 



silent. Soon all Six can hear is the wind, softly blowing. Unsure 
whether he's going crazy or not, he suddenly starts comparing the 
sound of the wind to the sound of music being played. The sound of 
nature is to be his death song. 

He feels the energy swords being placed close to the back of his 
neck, he can tell by the heat that is being registered there and by 
the shadow he is observing on the ground. He watches as the dark 
silhouette of Shress pulls the blades back, getting ready to plunge 
them into Six's body. 

Six takes a shaky breath and closes his eyes, something no Spartan 
would ever do, but at the moment he is feeling so much pain that is 
incomparable to any he has ever experience before; it is just too 
great for him to face. 

"Good bye," he whispers in Sangheili. 

* * *DON ' T PANIC! THIS IS NOT THE END!*** 

**If you're wondering why I titled this chapter "No Greater Love", 
check John chapter 15:13 or PM me.** 

**Also I do not own Bible or the said verse.** 


15. Awake and Alive 
**Awake and Alive** 

* *Six POV** 

Six hears the rushing of the blades as they cut through the air; he 
tightens his eye lids, wondering if it's true you won't feel pain 
when the killing blow is delivered. 

He hears the blades hit purchase, feel wetness covers his face and 
hears the screams of agony but that's the strangest thinga€ | it isn't 
Six crying out in pain. Six snaps his head back up, eyes wide at what 
he is seeing. 

Shress has slices her blades in a wide swipe and severely wounded the 
Elite guards holding Six, causing them to let go as they roll on the 
ground as their internal organs struggle to escape their bodies. 

The crowd of aliens stares in stun states, unsure of what they have 
just seen. Suddenly before any of them realizes what is happening, 

Shress leaps to the crowd. Six watches in amazement as Shress tore 

through the ranks, she is a whirlwind of flashing blades; twisting in 
circles and waving the energy blades gracefully in the air as they 
cause arcs of blood to fly. 

The Covenant is easily being slaughtered, with Six down they had turn 
off their shields and lowered their weapons, thinking the threat is 
over. Now they struggle to switch their devices back on and raise 

their guns but its usually too late as Shress weaves through them. 


A Sangheili Ultra steps forward and raises its weapon as it tries to 
shoot Shress. She uses one blade to knock the Needier pistol out of 
its hand. In the same motion, she spins around it until she is behind 



the taller combatant. It tries to turn and confront her, but before 
it got the chance she puts the second sword against its throat and 
run it across. She returns to beheading her foes without seeming to 
break a sweat . 

Six watches awe struck as she works her way around the circle, 
killing Elites, Jackals, and Grunts alike. He seen her fight before, 
fought with her twice himself, but he never realized that she is this 
good, it's turning into a bloody massacre. 

Realizing there's no chance of survival, the weakest of the Covenant 
troops break formation, mostly Grunts and an occasional Jackal while 
the remaining warriors continues to fight Shress. The sight of 
fleeing aliens brought the Spartan back to his senses. He groans 
slightly as he stretches his body over the dead Elite closes to him 
and begins digging around its belt. He retrieves a plasma rifle, 
forces himself to half stand and half crouch position, and fires. He 
is slightly push back due to his weak body, but he strengthens his 
stand as best he could and fires again. The recoil is pure tortured 
to his shot up right arm, but he keeps firing at the retreating 
Grunts, shooting their backsides as he helps ensure none escapes. 

Some turns and return fire, but Six does his best to evade the shots 
as he fires back. 

He glances back to Shress as she finishes off the remnants of the 
troops, but watches in dismay as a fellow Zealot attacks her with 
skills equal to hers. She lashes out with her twin swords while the 
Zealot blocks with his own blade. A thunder and lightning storm 
erupts every time their blades met as the male combatant presses 
against Shress, slicing at her in a vain attempt to subdue her. With 
a loud roar the Zealot knocks both of Shress ' s swords out of her hand 
and taking a slice at her exposed head. She steps out of the way, 
brings up her knee and slams it against the attacker's chest, causing 
it to grunt and drop its own sword in the process. 

Shress jumps back, lowers herself slightly and raises her hands in a 
defensive posture. The Zealot mirrors her; lowering itself and 
raising its hands. They stay in their fighting stances, locked onto 
each other like missiles as they try to anticipate the other's 
movement. Feeling like moving it on a bit. Six raises his newly 
claimed rifle and tries to aim accurately at the Zealot, but stops. 

He sees a Jackal jumping forward and landing not far from behind 
Shress, in its hand it holds an energy crystal from a Needier. 

Without thinking Six turns the rifle on the Jackal and pulls the 
trigger; the alien goes down shrouded in a veil of blue energy. 
However upon hearing the Jackal's wrenching cry, Shress glances 
behind her to find the source, with her head turned, the Zealot 
strikes . 

It lunges forward and makes to strike at Shress ' s neck, but with 
unbelievable speed, Shress ' s own hand shot up and block the strike. 
Six raises the plasma rifle and tries to take aim but then Shress 
went on the offense. She swings a kick at the Zealot who leaps back 
before Shress, still spinning, jumps forward and slams her foot into 
the Zealot's knee cap. The Zealot raises its head and let's out an in 
pain howl before Shress ' s hands shoot forward and strikes the Elite's 
neck. She hits various points of the multiple muscles with stunning 
speed until she steps away. The Zealot tries to breath; instead it 
makes a gurgling sound before falling onto its side and cease 
moving . 



Shress moves away from the fallen Sangheili and turns in a circle, 
looking at the heap of corpses that now surrounds her. Six is still 
in shock from the recent event, unsure on how to proceed or what to 
say next, he just said, "Shress." 

She turns towards him and stares at him for a moment. Her eyes are 
still hidden within her helmet, her posture is still rigid from the 
battle and her hands are still curl into fists. Feeling slightly 
intimated by her killer skills and unsure on how her sanity is 
holding up. Six moves to back away from her, but as soon as he takes 
a step back, pain strikes through his system like lightning, causing 
him to fall to the ground. 

As he lays there, his body stretched to its limit in an attempt to 
reduce the pain, all he could think of at the moment is that he is 
glad he didn't let out the agonizing scream building within. He 
stares up towards the skies, still black from the destruction all 
around him when Shress' s face appears over him and bends down to 
inspect him. 

She places just one finger on Six's face but he hisses and squirms 
away, he feels like his entire body is aflame. 

"Michael," Six has no idea what happen, buta€ | just hearing his name, 
being spoken by his former enemy, by his only friend, causes his body 
to relax. Seeing his body less tense, Shress tenderly touches Six's 
face with just the tips of her talons, careful not to let them prick 
his skin, but he still feels pain. 

He hears her sigh and softly say, "What happen to you?" 

Suddenly feeling the need to comfort her. Six raises himself up 
slightly, looks to Shress and replies, "I got my hide whooped," he 
smiles slightly at her, "what it look like happen?" 

She smiles slightly upon hearing him use the Sangheili reference for 
the rear end, but it fades as she looks to the skies as if she is 
seeing something that Six couldn't. 

She lets out a small snarl before looking back down on Six and says, 
"We have to go." 

"Where? " 

"Anywhere but here." 

"Can you be a little more specif-" he is cut off from his sentence as 
Shress picks him up by the shoulder and drapes his right arm over 
her . 

"I'll explain more once we get farther away from this place," she 
says before casting one more glace towards the skies, shuffles to 
where her swords have fallen and retrieved them before turning away 
from the blood stained ground and walks in the opposite direction 
with Six leaning on her. 

As they move. Six couldn't help but glance at Shress every so often, 
and occasionally have his right hand dig into her skin to prove that 
what is happening is real; that she is real. Seeming to sense his 



doubt, Shress slightly squeezes his body against hers a little until 
Six could feel her cold armor against his cheek leave a small 
imprint . 

Satisfy that this isn't a last minute illusion; Six raises the rifle 
aloft as they move through the sandstorm, knowing that if he isn't 
dead, then he still needs to defend himself. Soon after a while, he 
couldn't detect so much as a hint of movement anywhere; a drastic 
change . 

"Where did they all go?" Six whispers close to Shress ' s head where an 
average human ear would be. 

"Gone," she whispers back, "there's no one left." 

"Left?" Six asks as he turns towards her, "you mean you killed them 
all?" 

Shress lets out a sigh before looking at Six, "No, I killed what was 
left, _you_ killed most of them Michael." 

Now Six feels astonishment within him, he thinks for a moment before 
asking, "How many Covenant troops were sent down here?" 

Shress thinks for a moment before saying, "close to two hundred I 
believe . " 

Shress stumbles slightly as Six allows more weight to fall on her 
shoulder. _Two hundred? How is that possible?_ He knows he's a 
Spartan but two hundred? He tries to remember how many troopers he 
had shot, but most of the time he was fighting blind, firing into 
brown clouds most of the time. 

They came to an unexpected halt, causing Six to look at their 
surroundings. They are in a small arena like area, surrounded by 
busted pipes and rubble of a devastated building. He looks above him 
and sees that they are directly below a floating Phantom; maybe it's 
Shress ' s . 

He thought they are going to enter the aircraft, but instead Shress 
makes a slight turn and puts Six against a busted pipe line. He looks 
up at her, and gives a questioning look. 

Shress lowers herself slightly until she is eye level with Six and 
says, "I need to check something out first Michael." 

"Now?" he questions, "Shress we don't have time-" 

"I know," she says, sounding slightly fluster, surprising the 
Spartan, "I'll make this quick." Just as quickly as she became 
agitated, a forlorn looks appears on her face as she places a hand on 
Six's shoulder lightly and silently says, "pleasea€|be safe 
Michael . " 

Six opens his mouth to question her once more but she pivots on her 
heel and walks off into the billowing sandstorm at a rather fast 
pace. Six watches her go, his curiosity being piqued when he hears a 
noise next to him like shuffling feet. 


He turns to look but is distracted by a blue light that's originating 



froma€|his arm? Six looks and filches; there on his arm is a primed 
plasma grenade. 


_Where did that come from!? Why didn't I notice it earlier_! ? Six 
tries to use his other arm to brush the grenade off, but it doesn't 
budge. He then tries rubbing it against the side of the pipe, but 
it's no use, it's already glue onto him. It turns a brighter blue, 
and then stark white. Six could feel the increase in temperature. He 
turns his face away from the glowing orb, now he no longer knows if 
this is a hallucination or if it's really happening, but either way 
he isn't taking any chances. 

His question on reality is answered when the grenade explodes. Six 
isn't sure what he expected the afterlife to look like, but he's 
pretty sure it isn't full of blinding light with a loud ringing in 
his ears. He blinks, trying to clear his vision, soon the light 
begins to dim and the brown swirling world returns. Then he sees 
something out of the ordinary, standing in front of him are two 
silhouette of Sangheilis imprinted in the air, both wavering in and 
out of focus. No sooner did he see the aliens, one turns, pulls out 
an energy sword and charges the other who evades the blade and tries 
to lift its gun in retaliation. Six doesn't know what makes him do 
it, probably a gut feeling, but he raises his rifle and fires at the 
shadow Elite with the gun. He fires a rapid burst at the gun wilder 
until it is push backwards after its shields and active camouflage is 
destroyed. Standing in front of Six is a Spec Op Elite in its strange 
curve mask, staring Six down through the slits. Then the second 
silhouette moves in, the Spec Op tries to raise its arms in defense, 
but the sword wielder knocks the arm aside, slicing through the limb 
as it attempts to intervene before finally the shadowy figure plunges 
the sword through the Spec OP . The shadow grips the sword and with a 
mighty heave, slices it upwards some more, decapitating the Spec OP ' s 
head . 

Six stares at the strange scene before, still wondering what just 
happen when the shadow turns to Six and like a mirage, the wavering 
air disappears, leaving Shress in its place. She hurries over to 
Six's side, drops to a kneeling position, and gently takes his head 
in her hands a she asks, "Are you alright?" 

Six didn't answer as he thinks of what just happen. Shress touched 
his arm, left, a grenade mysteriously appears on the very arm Shress 
just touched, it explodes, leaving Shress and the Spec OP visible, 
Shress was always therea€|like she knew what was going to 
happen . 

His head snap up as he demands, "You put a live grenade on 
me ! ? " 

Shress doesn't appear fazed by his reaction; in fact, she seems to 
grin at it. This makes Six more enrage, he tries to sit up so he 
could try and strangle her, but the moment he move, his body starts 
to protest. His muscles contracted, his heart skips a beat, and his 
skin burns. Unable to curse. Six just releases a hiss and falls back 
against the pipe. 

Shress gently touches Six again, and though he is angry, he couldn't 
help but feel a small feeling of content beginning to rise as Shress 
tenderly touch his skin, something that he never allowed before. The 
experience is quite soothing, he has no idea what he thought her 



hands would feel like, but he didn't expect this. Her skin is warm, 
firm and smooth, almost like leather. For some odd reason, he just 
wanted to take his gloves off and feel Shress's skin as well, to see 
if touching her is as nice as her touching him. 

Before he could do anything of the likes though, Shress carefully 

picks him up again and have him lean on her once more as they move to 

be directly below the Phantom. Once position under the bottom portal, 
Shress reaches to her belt and presses a strange looking control. The 

portal door opens and a light blue beam of light streams out and 

envelops them. 

Six feels his stomach churn as they ascend, he never liked 
grav-lifts, and his recently claimed injuries aren't helping at all. 
As they rise, the Spartan looks at the surroundings, unable to 
believe his eyes. The once green planet is now brown, black and being 
licked clean of life by the ever hungry plasma flames. He is still 
looking all around when they are lifted back within the ship. 

Six quickly takes stock of the ship. This is the first time he is 
within the Covenant aircraft, so he is eager to scan and learn 
something new. The main body of the ship is hollow, full of room, 
obviously designed for troop transport. The light within is a eerie 
light blue, yet what creeps Six out a little though is that the 
lights seems to be originating from the hull of the aircraft. As his 
eyes travel, they stop at the pile of the bodies placed in the back 
of the ship. Corpses of Elites, Jackals and Grunts are piled on top 
of each other, and if Six could look closely enough, he is pretty 
sure he can see the slashes that were possibly caused by an Energy 
Sword . 

"Who are they?" he asks looking to Shress. 

"Nobody now," she didn't look him in the eye, making him feel 
slightly uncomfortable. 

With her help. Six hobbles over to the front of the ship were there's 
a large view port in front of two seats. Shress gently lowers Six 
into the seat on the right, it was oval shaped and was clearly made 
for creatures with bended legs, but Six adjusts his body until he 
fits in it smugly. He wishes nothing more than to lie down and sleep 
but the seat keeps him in an upright position. 

Six has no idea what happen, but it seems just the word 'sleep' has a 
powerful effect on him. His eyes are starting to droop, his body 
becoming more relaxed and slowly he begins to lose consciousness. A 
blurry outline enters his view point; his eyes refuse to focus as Six 
feels his body beginning to shut down. Before he drifts off to 
slumber, he hears Shress's voice, sounding softer than usual, "Rest 
Michael, you're safe now." 

Safe? He is still trying to decipher the meaning of the word when he 
finally blacks out. 

**Shress POV** 

Shress is amazed at how fast Six has fallen asleep, but she supposes 
it makes sense, he's been fighting for almost an entire day and 
pushed himself farther than any other warrior would have. An 
impressive feat indeed, even by Sangheilian standards. 



At the thought of her people, Shress sighs as she places herself in 
the pilot's seat and start the ship. It begins to hum softly before 
banking right and flies off, trying to angle as far away from the 
nearest Covenant ship possible. But Shress knew capture or death is 
inevitable, they have to get off the planet somehow, the Phantom can 
space travel, but not as far as they need to go, it also doesn't have 
any food or other supplies and to make matters worse, it's too slow, 
they could be destroyed in less than a unit, especially if the 
Covenant releases a Plasma torpedo. 

She sighs slightly as she rubs her eyes with a free hand. She didn't 
think her plan this far ahead, to be truthful she didn't expect them 
to be alive up to this point. She tries to think of something, 
anything, to get them off the planet, but so far none is for coming. 
All the human ships have been destroyed and all the Covenant ships 
are being carefully guarded, giving them no chance of escape. 

Really with no place to go and with no ideas on what to do next, 
Shress just halts the Phantom after a few units of flying and lands 
it on a desolated piece of land, surrounded by broken machinery, a 
scrapyard she supposes, hopefully they won't be spotted here. 

Once the ship has landed, Shress just looks down as she places her 
hands on her lap as she thinks her situation through. She is now a 
traitor, a heretic, and will be unable to return home. She feels 
light tears beginning to build slightly. Never again she will be able 
to feel the heat from Sangheilos twin suns, never again will she ever 
see her home and never again will she be honored, she, as well as her 
entire family, will be disgraced. 

Her body convolves at this. Her father is a much honored warrior and 
through him his family is well respected and held in high standard 
living. Now, because of her, their line will be severed, her family 
ordered to no longer produce more young, to produce more infractions 
like her. She is breathing hard now, trying her best to keep the 
tears from falling. She just sacrificed everything she had, 
everything she loved, and for what? For the sake of a demon, a human, 
a monster? 

She looks to Michael and winches slightly at the sight of his face. 
His body is battered from all the recent pounding he has underwent. 
His armor is looking close to that of a lump of blue clay; the heat 
of the plasma had licked and molded it into different styles and 
waves. Yet in her opinion the most devastating feature is his head. 
Both of his eyes are black, his cheek had started to puff up, his 
skin is red and slightly peeling and multiple cuts labels his face, 
from his forehead all the way down to his throat, blood is flowing in 
rivers. If it wasn't for her attune hearing, which detects his low 
breathing, Shress would have taken him for dead. 

She doesn't know why, but just seeing him like this pain her heart 
further. She tenderly raises her hand and lightly touches his baked 
skin. Her talons pause when they made contact and she pulls her hand 
away while staring at her claws. She begins looking back and forth 
between her body and Michael's. She takes in stock his head, body, 
legs and feet, comparing them to her own for some unknown reason. She 
shakes her head, _why am I doing this? Why am I agonizing herself in 
this manner? 



She sighs as she looks at Michael once more and notices something 
different about him aside from his beaten face. She continues to 
examine Michael, determine to find whatever it was that is out of 
place when she finally realize what it was. The fur on his head has 
grown; she remembered the first time she had seen his face his fur 
was short enough to allow her to see the top of his head. Now it is 
covered in a small forest of blackness, sprouting out a little once 
it is free from the confines of his helmet. 

She had no idea why, or what possess her to do it, but she reaches 
out and runs her hand through the fur. A smile timidly begins to form 
as she continues to move her hand through the strange feature of the 
human. It feels weird, yet the prickling sensation it provides 
isa€ | delight ful she supposes. She continues touching the fur, she has 
no idea how much time has pass, she is still grinning slightly when 
she sees Michael's lips move, "you really like doing that don't 
you? " 

Shress feels herself freeze at these words, feeling extremely foolish 
and embarrass at the moment, especially now with her hand still 
resting on his head. Slowly, Michael opens his eyes and trains them 
on her, while slightly looking up at her hand. 

She shifts in her seat uncomfortable as she begins to move her hand 
away, "Sorry, I-" she starts to say when Michael interrupts, "It's 
alright Shress, it's kind ofa€ inice," he says in an honest yet 
awkward tone. 

Shress couldn't agree more, but hesitantly and much more slowly now, 
she begins rubbing her hand over his head once more. Slowly Michael 
closes his eyes and let out what she hopes is a sigh of content. 

She smiles at him as she asks, "do all humans like to be pet?" 

The human's eyes open wide, "Pet? I'm not being petted," he says 
looking like someone who has lost some dignity. 

She laughs lightly before asking, "So what is it I am doing 
then? " 

Michael is silent for a while before finally replying, "Patting my 
hair down." Shress laughs again at this, and after a while, Michael 
joins her, adding his own voice to hers. When they cease laughing 
though, they look into each other's eyes as if they could tell what 
it is the other is thinking. 

Michael looks out the view port, his eyes becoming distant as he lets 
out a puff of air and says, "It wasn't a dream was it?" 

Shress sighs as she looks out the port as well, removing her hand 
from Michael's head, "no," she says, "it most certainly 
wasn ' t . " 

Michael sighs as he gazes out towards their surroundings, "I thought 
not, but I was hoping it was." 

Shress has no idea what to say so they remain silent. Their gloom is 
pushing them towards the brink of depression until Michael finally 
asks, "so, after all thata€ i does that mean you can't return to the 
Covenant ? " 



Shress looks down as she answers 


"Yesa€ | and Sangheilos. 


Silence envelops them, Shress has no idea what else to say and 
neither did Michael. She is still looking down when she feels 
something entangling her hand and looks to see Michael holding it. 

Her first impulse is to snarl and take her hand away, as far as she 
is concern he is the reason for her troubles. But she couldn't bring 
herself to do it, not to the only person that is still her friend. 

And the feeling of his hand enclose around her hand is comforting 
buta€ | she wanted more comfort. 

Years of solitude has morphed Shress to the point where she believed 
she can make it through everything, but in this casea€ | she needed 
reassurance. She leans a little out of her seat and rests her head 
against Michael's shoulder. She breathes in his scent; it is now 
covered by ash and blood, completely different from his male and 
forest like scent. He shifts his weight a little and let out a pained 
breath. Afraid of damaging him further, Shress makes to move away, 
but stops when she feels something on her neck. At first she thought 
it was another Spec Op that snuck on board and is already tensing her 
muscles when she pauses. Whatever is on her neck, it is moving back 
and forth, massaging her neck, filling her with a ease full 
sensation. She soon realizes it is Michael's hand, slowly rubbing her 
muscles and calming her. The sensation feels so nice; she slowly 
closes her eyes and let out a sigh. 

She loves the feel of his hand on her neck, calming and caring for 
her well-being. She soon begins to wonder what it would feel like to 
have him touch her skin without his gloves on when Michael positions 
his head close to her face and asks quietly as if not to disturb her, 
"so what now?" 

Slowly she opens her eyes and finds herself looking directly into 
Michael's green one. Despite his bloodied appearance, his green eyes 
remain the same, dark, yet bright enough for her to see their shade. 
His eyes held sadness but also something else, a sort of gleam as he 
gazes at Shress. She sighs before rising herself up, forcing Michael 
to remove his hand as she says, "I don't know Michael." 

Michael tilts his head slightly, "You don't have an escape 
plan? " 

"If I did we wouldn't be here would we?" she snaps back. 

Michael looks away, causing her to feel horrible, but he speaks 
before she could as he asks, "Well let's start with the basics," here 
he looks to her, "what do we have and what do we need?" 

Shress shakes her head a little before saying, "Well firstly we need 
a way off this planet, food, supplies, and a place of sanctuary we 
can go, " she looks to him in a challenge like fashion as she asks, 

"do you know where we can find all of those things?" 

She is taken aback as Michael look straight into her eyes, gives her 
a wide smile and says, "as a matter of fact I do." 

* *Six POV** 

"Just keep going a little further, " Six instructs as he struggles to 



remember the exact route, everything looks so different after it's 
been glassed. He remembers the area to be surrounded by hills, 
mountains and great plains of grass, now it's as barren as the 
surface of the nearby moon. 

"Where are we going exactly?" Shress asks as she keeps the Phantom 
low to the ground to avoid detection. 

"You'll see," he replies. 

Shress responds by giving him a glare as she demands, "Why do you 
irritate me in this manner?" 

"Oh I don't know," Six says in a sarcastic voice, causing Shress to 
turn to look at him as he asks, "Why did _you_ leave a primed grenade 
on my arm?" 

She withers in her seat in what he guesses is embarrassment, "It 
wasn't a grenade Michael, just a device to reveal a Sangheili in 
active camouflage." 

"A Sangheili version of a flash-bang I presume, " Michael says still 
sarcastic . 

"Flash-Bang?" Shress thinks for a moment before nodding, "That is a 
fitting name now that I think of it." 

Michael nods along with her before asking, "It might not have been 
dangerous, " he turns to her with narrow eyes, "but I would have 
appreciate it if you told me, better yet, why didn't you warn me you 
were placing an explosive on me!?" 

"Wella€ i it wasn't an explosive Michael," she replies with a 
grin . 

"Whatever!" exasperates Six, "you scared me to death when you did 
that . " 

Shress shakes her head and chuckles to herself while Six rolls his 
eyes. An angry Spartan always taught a person a lesson, but Shress is 
finding it more funny than threatening. 

Noticing he has calmed down a little, Shress says, "I am sorry 
Michael, truly I am, but it was the only way I could lure the Spec Op 
into the open." 

Six looks back to Shress, "How did you know there was a Spec Op 
there? " 

Shress turns and looks to Six, "We've been followed by a Spec Op for 
some time now Michael, I don't know how long, but long enough for him 
to learn your name and our relationship with each other." 

Six eyes widen at the revelation. Stupid, stupid, stupid! He got 
careless, he should have scan the area of their meeting places before 
speaking with Shress, then again creatures with active camouflage 
have always been difficult to detect. 


"How did you found out?" Six asks. 



"The Prophet of Regret let it slip" Shress growls at the name, "he 
said he had eyes and ears everywhere, after a life time of listening 
to his so called teachings, I knew when he is speaking sincerely 
enough, " she looks to Six, "until I met you, sarcasm has never been a 
practice to any Covenant species, so he was being literal when he 
spoke of himself having eyes and ears everywhere." 

"In other words it was based on a hunch," Six sums up after hearing 
the slight hesitation in her voice. 

"But I was correct!" Shress begins to argue before stopping when a 
slight beeping is sounded. Six became alert as well, it has been his 
experience that whenever something starts to beep that's usually a 
bad sign. 

"What is it?" Six asks as he clenches his muscles, trying to ignore 
the searing pain. 

"We're being followed," Shress reports as she looks at her 
instruments before cursing, "Covenant aircraft is inbound." 

"How many?" Six asks, having the crazy notion that they can fight 
them off. 

Shress looks to him, "looks like all of them." 

Six thinks for a moment, "If we can find elevated ground, some 
weapons, a rifle for the both of us, we could hold them off and 
maybe-" 

"Are you insane!?" Shress demands looking to him, "We'll be killed 
when they fire their cleansing weapon from one of their space 
crafts ! " 

Six looks to her and shrugs, "Sorry, Spartan habit, always think 
offense . " 

Shress shakes her head, "I admire your determination, but between the 
two of us and the entire fleet of Righteous Quality I don't think we 
will last a unit, " she turns back to the view port, "how much 
further? " 

"None, " Shress looks to Six looking towards the ground as he says, 
"we're here, put us down." 

Shress looks down as well and says, "There's nothing here." 

"Yes there is," insists Six, "trust me, set us down." 

Shress uncertainly follows his commands; she clicks alien symbols, 
causing the Phantom to land. As soon as it touches the ground. Six 
tries to jump to his feet, instead his weak foot causes him to 
stumble before Shress catches him. She leans him against the console 
before standing herself and supports Six once more. 

"Takes us out, " Six orders, causing Shress to let out a growl from 
being ordered around but she obliges. As they approach the flap that 
opens to the brown world before them, he suddenly says, "wait, " when 
they halt he looks to the mass of bodies, "we may need weapons if it 
isn't here . " 



Shress props him against the opening of the flap as she quickly 
begins searching the dead troopers, "your words aren't very 
reassuring Michael," she comments as she works. 

Six gives a shrug even though she isn't looking at him, "I know but 
as the old saying goes, better safe than sorry." 

"I never heard that before," Shress comments as she walks back and 
hands him a Plasma Repeater, "but its sound advice." 

Six nods before draping his arm around her shoulder, "How much time 
we have left before the Covenant gets here?" 

"I don't know," admits Shress, "possibly a few units." Six silently 
hopes that units are Sangheili for minutes and not seconds. 

The first thing that hits Six as they step off is the heat. It's so 
strong it actually causes him to gasp and falters slightly, it was 
like being hit by a wall of plasma, and he of all people should know 
how that feels by now. 

"Are you alright?" Shress asks as she pulls him up, looking down at 
him with worry in her eyes. 

Six waves his hand, "I'm fine, we've got to move now." 

Shress looks around, but all she could see is a wasteland, 

"Where? " 

Six points with his weapon, "Over there a few dozen feet." 

"How far?" she asks as they walk in the direction he pointed 
in . 

"Just keep going until I say stop, " Six says as he looks to the 
skies, trying to see if there's any incoming Covenant craft. 

Six couldn't help but feel slightly humiliated as he is being drag as 
if he was nothing more than a doll while Shress moves with ease. They 
travel what would have been a dozen of human steps in six Sangheili 
paces when Six finally says "stop." 

Shress halts as Six looks intensely at the ground. Shress follows his 
gaze before he points in front of them, "start banging your feet all 
over that area." 

Shress gives him a strange look before she starts slamming her foot 
against the hard dirt floor, "Michael, if this is your idea of 
revenge for me making fun of you, this isn't funny nor do we have the 
time . " 

"Just keep doing it Shress, " Six encourages, "keep going until-" he 
is interrupted when Shress ' s foot struck what looks like a heap of 
dirt that makes a clang sound on contact. 

Shress stares at wonder at what she felt while Six lets out a sigh of 
relief as he drops to his knee and starts digging, "yes, " he mutters, 
"it's still here." 



"What's still here?" demands Shress before she sees the answer with 
her own eyes . 


Planted beneath them is a circular steel alloy door about the size of 
a manhole, blacken and discolored from the recent glassing process. 
Six continues to brush the dirt off until he finds the small 
processor on the side of the vault, the screen is crack and dark, but 
when Six touches the keys it is still operational as the light came 
on . 

Six hesitates for a moment, trying to remember the code when he hears 
Shress growls, "Michael, hurry!" 

He looks up to see her looking off into the distance where a dozen 
dots are closing in from the horizon, with a large shadow flying in 
the skies right behind them. 

Six turns back to the door and types in what he hopes to be the right 
code: E-4 H-0 Z-3 H-6. 

Six silently says "yes, " as he hears the gears winding as they 
struggle to open the steel entrance, which draws Shress' s attention 
as she lowers herself to look at the monitor. 

"I don't understand," she says as she points to the code, "it looks 
like you just wrote in rubbish." 

Six shakes his head slightly as he explains, "It's a code, each 
letter represents something, " he points to the E, "Epsilon, " he moves 
his finger further down to the H, "Hotel, " then the Z, "Zulu, " before 
stoping at H again, "and Hotel again." 

Shress still looks confuse, "It still looks like rubbish, what does 
the numbers represent, and why do you only use the first 
letter? " 

She is interrupted as the door opens wide, revealing a ladder that 
leads into a darken space. 

"I'll explain later," Six says as he looks over his shoulder at the 
fast approaching Covenant forces, "now get in." 

Cautiously, Shress lowers Six down a ways before he grabs the rails 
and painfully lowers himself the rest of the way down, with Shress 
right behind him. As soon as they are both on the steel floor, the 
door above them swings shut, while they are signal that they have 
been locked in by the sound of grinding gears. 

Shress ' s muscles tense, but Six runs his hand over her neck and he 
couldn't help but smile as he feels her relax at his touch, "it's 
alright, its program to do that." 

Shress growls, "well why couldn't they program there to be light here 
as well?" 

"Good point, " Six then turns his attention back to the hallway and 
says loudly, "Light on!" 

After a heartbeat of silence, a smooth automated voice responds 
through nearby speakers "By whose authority?", causing Shress to 



tense again. 


Six happily soothes her before calling out, "Spartan B312, Beta 
company, LW authorize!" 

"Scan complete, " the voice says back, "following previous 
orders . " 

Soon light flashes on from the ceiling, so bright it forces Six to 
cover his eyes while Shress lets out a hiss. 

The hallway is trash, wires hangs from the ceiling, panels are 
swinging off the walls and sparks flies in the distance from a busted 
light . 

Six frowns lightly at the sight, "Computer, what caused the 
damage? " 

"Heat and seismic from the outsider, " the smooth voice answers, 
"origins: unknown." 

"The glassing, " Six mutters before slightly nudging Shress, "come on, 
just down the hall." 

Shress gets a better grip on Six and they stumble down the hall. They 
are careful as they step over the fragments of the broken structure, 
as if they are delicate and dangerous objects. Six notices the air is 
kind of stuffy and heat radiates from the walls, Shress shows no 
indication of discomfort so he isn't sure if it's just him or if 
she's just being gung ho. Gung ho. Six smiles slightly, that's a new 
word for her. 

"What is this place and how did you come of it?" Shress finally asks, 
breaking the silence. 

"It's an ONI facility," he sees Shress opening her mandibles but he 
knew what she is going to ask and says, "ONI are the people who are 
charged with handling secrets, supporting black ops, and the 
emplacement of spies, they are here to protect the UNSC, but most 
people don't trust them." 

She looks at him, "are you apart of this ONI?" 

Six laughs lightly at this, "No, I prefer to fight in the open rather 
than in the shadows . " 

"So how did you come across it?" Shress asks. 

Six's smile diminishes as he answers, "I was originally station on 
our colony New Harmony when Noble Team needed a new Spartan, since I 
was the closet, the UNSC sent for me, they wanted to keep my presence 
secret so I can be a surprise for the supposed rebel fraction here, 
to do that, they had me come in through the secret way, the ONI 
way . " 

"And you believe this place house a craft we can use to escape?" 
Shress asks now with excitement in her voice. 

Six begins to answer when they both jump at the sound of banging 
against metal. They turn around, guns raised, but the steel door at 



the end of the passage holds strong as whatever is on the other side 
of the door continues to bang against it. 

"Come on," Six says lower his weapon, "lets hurry." 

Shress doesn't argue as she wraps her arm around Six once more and 
they begin to fast walk. They made multiple twists and turns as Six 
directs Shress through the underground maze until finally they reach 
the hanger. 

The room is large, big enough to fit an entire army within. There are 
massive alcoves for tanks, trucks, and air vehicles. The dull 
concrete is still holding strong but has change a slight different 
color from the recent glassing process, but other than that there 
appears to be nothing wrong except for one thing. It is empty. The 
large room is bare, all the tools, equipment and most importantly, 
the ships are gone; there isn't even a puddle of spilled oil 
left . 

Six curses as he kicks the wall, causing him to fall as fire sparks 
in his foot. Shress tries to help him up but he remains kneeling on 
the ground, angry with himself. 

"I'm such an idiot," he says, "I should have known ONI would have 
taken all the ships, I just trap us against the wall with no way 
out . " 

He refuses to look up, to look into Shress ' s face in the moment of 
his greatest blunder that may cost them their lives. She is his only 
friend and he just led her to her death, what is wrong with him? 

He hears movement and looks up to see Shress crouching in front of 
him and lay a hand on his burnt shell. 

"Michael," she says, "it's alright, we have all made mistakes today, 
but what you have done isn't a bad thing." 

Six looks into her eyes and is surprise to see the truth of her words 
within, "how can you say that?" he asks, "we're dead now! I've just 
led you into a kill zone with no way to escape, how is that not a bad 
thing?" He looks down at the floor, "All I've done today is watch my 
friends die and now I led you into this as well." 

"Then you honor me," Six's head shot up at these words as she 
continues, "you have presented me with an opportunity to die 
gloriously on the field of battle, a rare event for a female, and 
that shall be remembered for all time, thanks to you." 

Six feels his jaw drop, "are you kidding me? A few minutes ago you 
were calling me a lunatic for suggesting such a tactic to you, but 
now you're saying it's glorious?" 

Shress smiles at him and touches his cheek, causing him to shiver a 
bit. Her warm leather like skin is very comforting and very pleasant 
in his opinion. 

"I was just trying to get you to feel better," Shress admits, still 
smiling . 

Six smiles back, "well it works, " and without a second thought he 



leans towards her and wraps her in a hug. Shress wraps her own arms 
around him as well, careful not to damage him further. With his mask 
off. Six is able to press his face against Shress ' s neck, feeling her 
warmth and her lovely skin. Shress in turn places her jaws on top of 
his head and slightly begins rubbing it against his hair. Six didn't 
want to leave this position; it feels so good, so nice ad so safe, 
but at that moment they hear the explosion, causing them to look to 
the doorway as they hear the howls of various Covenant 
aliens . 

"Computer, what was that?" Six demands. 

"Hostile vectors have entered the facility, " the dull voice says, 
"Plasma presence suggests the intruders are of Covenant origin." 

"No kidding, " Six mutters, "seal off all doors and lock 
them . " 

"Affirmative, " the voice said, and as if to prove its words, the 
doors to the hanger closes, the large lock on it swings into place, 
but Six knew it won't hold against the Covenant. 

Six sighs and looks to Shress who looks just as unhappy, but she 
stands and offers her hand, "ready for the next battle?" 

"Why" he asks, "are you getting tired?" with a grin on his face to 
which she returns. 

He reaches up to taker her hand but stops, eyes wide as he stares 
upwards . 

Shress cocks her head to the side and asks, "What?" 

Six didn't answer, instead he says, "Computer, what's that on the 
roof? " 

Shress looks up as well and see what has gotten Six's attention. 
Hanging from the ceiling is a Prowler, in fact, if Six's eyes aren't 
deceiving him; it looks like the very Prowler that has brought him to 
Reach . 

"The UNSC 'Silence', serial code: 998-" 

"Is it functioning?" interrupts Six. 

"Yes," replies the automation, "It is prep to fly and-" 

"Bring it down and prep it for dust off, immediately!" Six says as he 
gets back to his feet with the help of Shress. 

"Affirmative, following orders, " with that. Six hears the sounds of 
clinking chains and watch as the ship is slowly brought down. 

The spacecraft is in mint condition, the body is black, lean and 
deadly. The Prowlers are considered 'The Beasts' of ONI since only 
their operatives are allowed to fly it. It's small but it has a 
kitchen, bedroom, some cryo-tubes and a slipspace drive. An answer to 
Six's and Shress ' s prayers. 


As soon as it touches down. Six gently pushes Shress forward, "hurry 



They make their way over to the spacecraft, faster than ever now, a 
ramp opens in the rear, allowing them to run in. 

The interior is a plain old steel color with circuitry visible and 
lights flashing. Shress looks at the bloodstream of the ship, but Six 
pushes her some more, "Come on, all the way down to the 
front . " 

Shress follows his instructions; she leads the way while Six 
continues to hobble behind her. She occasionally look into open 
doorways, fascinated by the human ship, but Six keeps moving her 
along, constantly reminding her that they need to move, now. 

The last door opens and reveals the command deck of the ship. Three 
monitors in front of a whole lot of flashing lights and a large view 
port, allowing them to see out of the front of the ship. Six goes 
around Shress and limps to the nearest screen and sit down, starting 
to type in commands . 

He senses Shress walking over to see what he is doing as his fingers 
type a hundred words in less than thirty seconds, entering codes and 
guidelines faster than the human eye, or I this case he suppose, the 
Sangheili eye. 

"What are you doing?" she finally asks. 

"Getting ready to fly this thing, " he then motions with his head, 

"get on the last console, it's the weapons system." 

Shress quickly moves forward and sits but pauses, unsure what to do 
next until Six calls to her, "See that small box in front of you on 
the screen?" he doesn't wait to hear a yes, "touch it and type in my 
code, Spartan B312, Beta company, LW authorize." Six couldn't help 
but feel frustrated as he watches out of the corner of his eye as 
Shress tentatively types in the code; she has yet to master the human 
alphabet system and numerals. 

Six is about to get up to help her when he sees the explosion. The 
door to the hanger is blown out of the way and streaming through it 
are Covenant troops, from Brutes to Grunts, they are all there, all 
spreading out and are all ready to kill. 

"Shress!" Six yells, "Did you do it?" 

"Yes, now what!?" she calls back. 

"See the twin looking laser things on the screen?" 

"Yes, " Shress barley says when a Chieftain howls and the troops open 
fires. The Prowler is hit by plasma and needles as the Covenant fire. 
Six fears the glass of the view port would be smash but it holds as 
the energy rounds hit, slowly eating their way in. 

"Press it!" Six screams as his computer starts reporting damages. 

"I did, now what!" Shress screams back. 


"Touch the screen and shoot!" 



Shress taps the glass and no sooner did she do this, twin Gatling 
guns on either side of the view ports are push out of the holes they 
were hidden in and sends a burst in the direction where Shress has 
pressed the screen. Getting the idea now, she begins touching 
multiple points on the screen, going at such a fast pace that the 
guns are having trouble keeping up with her. Under her devastating 
barrage. Brutes, Jackals, Grunts and Elites begin to fall; Six 
notices her winch whenever one of her round hits an Elite. He focus 
on the task at hand again, he finds a small radio and holds it 
against his mouth. 

"Computer!" Six yells into a small speaker, "open the hangar 
doors . " 

"Commencing," the voice replies. Giant unseen doors opens in front of 
them, letting in the newly formed desert air that blows some of the 
Covenant forces off their feet. Seeing their opportunity. Six presses 
more buttons as he yells as Shress, "Hold on to something!" before 
gunning the engines. 

Shress barley grabs the armrests that are position on her chair just 
before they took off. They squeeze through the hanger doors, slightly 
scratching the side before shooting off through the air like a 
missile, the speed that are traveling at is considered dangerous by 
the standard rule book, but Six figures that since he is a Spartan 
and Shress is of a tougher species, than they can survive the fast 
ascent . 

As they travel upwards, the black skies fade to a light blue as they 

continue their journey. Six lets out a grunt of pain as the G force 

places pressure on all of his wounds, it was all he could do to 
prevent himself from letting out a stream of curses. He glances at 
Shress and see she too is press deep into her seat as they continue 
to travel at an extreme velocity. Finally Six looks back just in time 
to see the light blue turn black again, but this blackness is now 
littered with stars. The engines begin to decelerate, having lost a 
lot of energy due to the speedy takeoff. The artificial gravity is 
automatically switched on and the ship soon begins to drift. 

Six glances at the radar and lets out a sigh of relief. Most of the 

Covenant fleet is position farther west of their position where they 

are continuing to glass the planet. They aren't out of danger yet, 
but Six allows himself to slump in his seat, let out a exhausted gasp 
as he turns to see Shress looking similarly tired. 

Yet when they look to each other, something seems to snap and 
simultaneously, they begin to laugh. Their quite chuckles soon turn 
into full scale hysterics as they laugh and laugh. Six has no idea 
why they are laughing and the fact just cracks him up some more. 
Shress ' s form of laughter sounded hilarious to Six as well, a strange 
high pitch sound mix with a small whistling that just sounded 
unnatural yet logical at the same time. He starts to wonder if they 
have just lost their mind through the craziness they have just 
endured, but he shakes his head as he gasps, at this point he doesn't 
care why it happen, the fact that it just did happen is all that 
matters . 


Shress soon cease her chuckles as well, her mandibles opens wide and 
closes every so often, making Six guess that's their version of 



gasping. Finally she looks at him and they smile before she asks, 

"now what?" 

Six just wanted to laugh again at her lack of formal words but he no 
longer has the energy to do so, he just shakes his head and looks at 
the monitor. The numbers and reports his eyes scan is enough to wipe 
the smirk off his face. 

Shress sits up straight as she notices the change in Six's mood as 
she asks, "What's wrong?" 

Six stares at the computer some more before sighing and swing his 
chair around to face Shress, "damage is bad, the space drive has been 
slightly damage, so is the cryo-tubes and we don't have enough 
supplies to make it to any nearby UNSC facility, " Six finishes as he 
looks out the window. 

_Is this their fate? To float through space and slowly die either 
from hunger, thirst or suffocation once the air supply runs 
out ?_ 

Shress rises from her seat and walks over until she is standing next 
to Michael and kneels so they can be eye level as she speaks. 

"I'm guessing this space drive is what makes you spacecraft move fast 
through space, correct?" she inquires. 

Six nods, to which she asks, "can't you fix it?" 

Six shakes his head this time, "Not without a hazmat suit, the 
radiation the machine is giving off is enough to kill a person if 
they are not careful." 

"What's radiation?" She asks next. 

"Small harmful particles that can harm a person, make them very ill 
and causes them to die," Six replies. 

"Does it ever go away, even if a ship is abandon?" 

Six frowns slightly at this question, wondering where it'll lead, 

"no, it doesn't, why?" 

Shress looks away as she replies silently, "I've been a part of a lot 
of raiding parties, " she says before turning back to him and says, 
"This drive is located in the center of the ship, correct?" 

"Yes," Six answers slowly. 

"Well, I guess my armor can be counted as aa€ hazmat suit," she says, 
"when we enter the center of a human ship, we always activate our 
shields for there's always something within that would kill the 
Unggoys every time we send them in there, radiation I suppose." 

Six sits up straighter as he gazes at Shress, "Are you sure you can 
be protected in your armor?" he asks, suddenly fearing for her 
lif e . 


She nods her head 


"I'm sure . 



"Are you really, really-" 

Shress snarls slightly, interrupting Six, "I'm not a youngling 
Michael, I'll be alright." 

Six continues to stare at her before next probing, "You are certain 
you can fix the drive?" 

"Yes, maybe better it, " Six gives her a questioning glances before 

she says, "your technology is ancient compared to the 

Covenant-" 

"Geez, thanks, " Six says sarcastically which extracts a tired giggle 
out of Shress. 

"Anyway" she continues, "I watched oura€ | Engineers I believe you call 
them?" Six nods his head, "I watched them as they dissemble and 
reassemble your technology, I even witness them change your drive 
into one that can match the likes of our most grand air ships, it's 
easy now that I think about it, I won't even require tools." 

Six thinks for a moment, it sounds almost too good to be true. Shress 
can repair the drive and if its as good as she claims it will be, 
then there will be no need for them to need cryo-tubes and they can 
make a much faster runaway as well. 

He sees Shress staring at him, waiting for his answer. He sighs and 
places a hand on her shoulder, "Please, " he beg her, "please be 
careful . " 

Shress gently wraps her talons around Six's hands and says, "I will." 
Out of impulse. Six leans forward and Shress moves as well to meet 
him. They hug once more, hands feeling the tough plates of their 
armor, both wishing to touch the other. Yet there is something else 
going on with Six, suddenly being this close to Shress causes 
something to change within him as worry egg him that something may go 
wrong. At the thought of this, at the thought of losing Shress, he 
shudders and does something that completely surprises him; he leans 
further in and presses his lips gently against Shress ' s neck. 

Shress stiffens and pulls back, looking at him strangely, "what was 
that ? " 

"Uh, what was what?" Six says back, trying to hide his 
embarrassment . 

Shress continues to stare at him, "I thought ... I felta€ | " her words 
fade away as she stands and stutters, "1,1 need to go get started on 
the drive, uh, right now." 

"Alight," Six says trying to sound causal, "and I'll, uh, be here, 
checking over statistics anda€ | stuff . " 

Shress nods, "alright, I'lla€|see you soon." 

"Yes," Six says too quickly, "real soon." 

They smile a little at each other before Shress turns and speed walks 
out of the room. As soon as the door closes. Six turns back to the 
monitor and slams his head against the counter. 



"YOU IDIOT!" he mutters loudly at himself. _What were you thinking!? 
You just made things worse, more awkward in fact! Why did you do it!? 
No Spartan, in their entire career would have done what you did! 
Besides, she's an alien! Even if you want to, there is no way you 
can-_ 

Six sits up and shakes the question away from his brain. Too much, it 
is too much to take in all at once. 

"You're just relieved," Six says to himself, "relieved that you're 
alive and that she survived, your friend, your only friend." 

He sighs, still beating up his mind over the issue as he looks out 
the window and feels himself stop breathing for a moment. The planet 
of Reach is in ruins, desert storms and thundering storms the planet. 
The atmosphere is close to being destroyed, water is nowhere to be 
seen and smoke continues to fill the skies. 

But what catches his attention is a marking on the surface, a 
Covenant ruin. It can barely be seen, the mark has long since been 
made and is starting to fade, but the grove is still visible, making 
it easy for Six to see it. He wanted to deny it, to think that his 
mind is playing tricks on him, but he knew it was no mistake, he 
knows that symbol, it was the first one that Shress has taught 
him. 

A large circleaC | with three slashes running through the middle. 

The mark of the Vdamee family. 

**I am well aware of how 'torturous' these cliff hangers are, I 
dislike cliff hangers as much as the next person, but I feel like 
this is the right spot to stop for now.** 

**Anyway, thanks for the support and liking my story, over a 100 
f avoritesaC | wow, I'm still having trouble comprehending this. 

* * 


16. New Course 
**New Course** 

* *Six POV** 

Six could believe an alien civilization is waging a genocidal war 

against humanity. He could believe a fellow Spartan can fight a 

Hunter in hand to hand combat with the possibility of success. He 

could believe all it takes to kill a large Brute is the use of a 

single small caliber bullet. 

He could not however believe it was Shress that killed thousands of 
people in the destruction of New AlexandriaaC | and his teammate 
Kat . 

He rubs his face and winches a bit as he feels the stinging pain, the 
wound reminds him of his battle just hours ago, but it feels like 
months ago, decades even. Shress saved him then, and yet evidence 
points out that she glassed the planet, maybe even started the whole 



glassing sequence. 

He prays that there is a mistake, but all Intel and everything that 
Shress has told him taught him one thing; to glass a planet is 
considered a glorious task among the Covenant, and it's usually 
marked by the Sangheili who did it. 

Six felt confused before when he couldn't tell where Shress' s 
allegiance lies, he thought her saving him answers that. But now 
doubt once again is coursing through his body. 

_Did she bring me up here to capture me? Did she plan on blowing the 
ship up? Was this all just one big sick ruse to unnerve and drive me 
insane? _ 

The ship gives a shudder, causing Six to look back at the computer 
and starts scanning the rear point cameras. There is nothing on 
either side of the ship, nor did a meteor hit them. He ponders for a 
while wondering what caused the movement when he notice a small 
message at the bottom corner of the screen. 

_Shaw-Fu j ikawa drive now active_. 

Six checks the time on the monitor and feels his eyes widen slightly. 
Shress fixed the drive; probably the most complex piece of equipment 
humanity has ever assembled, in less than ten minutes. 

If Six wasn't becoming paranoid at the moment he would have been 
impressed . 

He sighs once more as he tries to sort his feelings out, trying to 
decide which would be best to use when confronting Shress, hurt, 
sorrow, anger, or hatred. Six feels his heart starting to ache after 
the last word, for some reason, to think of Shress in such a way is 
an unthinkable concept to him. 

He starts drumming his fingers against the counter as he feels 
anxiety starting to settle over him as he tries to figure out what to 
say. He has to say something; he has to know, not only for the sake 
of their friendship but also for the sake of his very sanity. 

He hears the depressurization of the doors and turns around in his 
seat. Striding in is Shress, who looks quite pleased with herself. 

The thought of the upcoming conversation suddenly fills Six up with 
guilt . 

"I think I fixed the drive, and improve it a little," she says as she 
pulls her mandibles together, giving her the appearance of someone 
with a smug look. 

Six feels his throat suddenly dry and wishes he could get some water, 
any kind of liquid, even recycled water, but Shress is standing in 
front of him. He soon feels as if it is he an ONI interrogator 
getting ready to strike at Shress with verbal blows. When he thought 
of talking to Shress earlier, he felt anger and hurt, but now all he 
is feeling is fear at her reaction. 

Shress tilts her head slightly, "Michael? Is there something 
wrong? " 



Six chokes a little wondering how to start, what to say. 


Shress approaches with concern in her eyes, "You're injuries aren't 
ailing you are they?" 

Her gentleness and care for him isn't helping. He gulps once, twice 
before he decides to be blunt and just say it. 

"Shressa€ | did you glass the planet?" 

His words immediately take effect on the Sangheili before him. She 
stumbles away as if she has been struck, her mandibles widens and her 
eyes takes on one of remorse, sadness, and a hint of anger in her 
gleam. The sight for some reason made Six feel sick, making him feel 
like he's the one in the wrong here. 

Shress stares at him before looking out the view portal and sees what 
was left of Reach, but in particular the large land mass with her 
name engraved on it . 

Her whole form starts to shiver as she looks down and Six wanted 
nothing more than to rush forward and comfort her, but he holds 
himself back. He needs to be sure he can trust her, needs to know 
that everything they have done with each other, everything they had 
sacrificed for each other wasn't based on a lie. 

Finally Shress looks at him, her eyes avoiding his so he doesn't see 
too deep into them, "Michaela€ i Ia€ ! I ' m sorry." 

Six sighs inwardly, he didn't want to do it but he forces his voice 
to say the words, "Why Shress, I need to knowa€|if I can trust 
you . " 

Shress looks him in the eye now; remorse is now replaced with a cold 
fury, one that he remembers seeing when they first met face to face. 
He didn't feel it, but his body slowly tenses up as if knowing there 
might be danger nearing. 

"If you can trust me?" she finally hisses out, "After everything I've 
done, everything I left behind, do you really believe this has all 
been a trick?" her tone is a few chords away from shouting. 

Six tries to remain calm and reasonable as he starts to list the 
facts, "Shress, all I know is that your name is written on the side 
of the planet, right where New Alexandria is located" he looks at her 
face, "where we last saw each other." 

She begins to growl, "It was the Spec Op Michael! That's the only 
explanation . " 

Six sighs as he prepares to say the words he knew will hurt her the 
most, "you once told me you would do anything to gain glory, for 
yourself and your family, " his voice breaks a bit before he licks his 
lips and continues, "and you told me there is nothing more glorious 
then cleansing a planet." 

She stares at him in mute shock before snarling, "You don't trust me, 
at all, and all this time, all this time I thought you did, " he could 
see moisture forming in her eyes but he knew it was born from anger 
rather than sadness. 



Six feels like utter trash as he says again, "Why Shress? Tell me why 
and I'll judge from there." 

"You'll judge?" she asks, "I thought you trusted my judgment." 

"I do," Six begins, "but I need to know why." 

"And if I don't answer?" she challenges. 

Six couldn't reply; he didn't like the options that question left 
him . 

She snarls before saying, "Turn this ship around and leave me on the 
planet if you don't trust me then." 

Now Six feels anger building as well, "It's a simple question Shress, 
just answer it." 

"I won't and I won't travel with someone who clearly sees me as his 
enemy," she says fiercly. 

"I don't see you as the enemy," Six counters, "I just need this 
answer . " 

"Why, so you can know if you trust me or not?" she demands. 

"I need to know why so many people died by your hand Shress, 
including one of my teammates, one of my sisters, " Six finally says 
in a loud voice. 

Shress stares at him for a bit before growling once more, "I'm sorry 
to leave you disappointed then." 

She turns and starts heading to the door. Six has no idea where she 
was going, but he didn't want her to leave, something within is 
telling him he couldn't let her leave, almost as if he depended on 
her . 

Six stands and says, "Shress, please just answer, I don't want to 
lose you . " 

The words stops her advancement as she stands there, pondering his 
words. Minutes pass, but neither move, not Six or Shress, each as 
still as statues. 

Finally Shress looks over her shoulder, not all the way so he could 
see her eyes as she asks, "why?" 

Six lets out a heavy sigh, "You're all I got left Shress, the only 
good thing I have left, " he continues staring at the back of her 
helmet, "I want you to stay; I don't want to lose you, not again, not 
ever . " 

Shress figures shakes again before she looks over her shoulder fully 
and stares at him in his eyes and she looks taken aback when she sees 
the tears that are forming in Six's eyes but he didn't care at that 
moment, he is suddenly feeling desperate. He lets go of his pride and 
stands looking at Shress, wondering what she will say. 



Shress slowly turns around as she asks, "Is that true?" 

Six nods, "I want to trust you, I want you to come with mea€ | I want 
my last and only friend to come with me." 

Shress looks away for a moment before her slit eyes met Six's again, 
her own eyes growing wet a little as she says, "I didn't want to kill 
anyone that night." Six nods his head and gestures for her to 
continue. She sighs as she says, "Michaela€ | I would never willingly 
hurt you, but on that night I was forced to." 

Six sighs as he replies, "No one can force you to do anything 
Shress . " 

She looks up at him, the pain renewed in her eyes as she cries, "Yes 
they can and they did!" she calms down a little as she whispers, 

"they said they would shame my family, my mother and f athera€ | that 
they would destroy our lineage." 

She looks back at Six, "you studied us Michael, you heard it from me, 
our heritage, our bloodline is all that matters to us, to be wiped 
off the pages of history with nothing but disgrace is a fate worse 
then death, not only would I suffera€|but so would my family and the 
younglings that will not be born." 

"Wait," Six interrupts, "what do you mean? What younglings?" 

Shress sighs, "If there is ever an infraction, then the family will 
be ordered to stop mating, stop producing young so that the family 
name will diea€ | a fate that my parents now must facea€ | because I 
saved you . " 

Six feels his stomach drop; he couldn't help but feel responsible for 
all that Shress has just said, all that she has just revealed. The 
fate does sound horrible, and worse, she knows it's going to happen, 
especially now, because of him. No spy would ever make a sacrifice 
that great, especially if that person is as honorable as Shress. 

Six carefully moves forward, causing Shress to look as she wonders 
what he is doing. Steadily, the Spartan walks towards her, slightly 
stumbling but she holds out her arm and he grabs it for support. 

Six's hand remains lock on Shress ' s arm and they look into each 
other's eyes. Shress isn't sure how, but she realizes the message Six 
is trying to send her. Without hesitation she steps closes and they 
wrap each other in a embrace. Once more Six places his face against 
her neck while she rests her head on top of his. 

Six lets out a sigh before saying, "I'm sorry." 

Shress lowers her mouth a little until her maw brushes his ear, "It 
is alright MichaelaC | I probably would have done the same thing if we 
switched our positions, " Six has no idea why, but he shivers slightly 
when he feels her mandibles move against his skin. He wasn't afraid 
of her, he wasa€ | nervous ? 

He didn't think much of it as it was his turn to nuzzle her neck, he 
feels tempted to kiss her again but he still has no idea how she felt 
about the first one. He becomes nervous once more and that is enough 
to cause him to break away from her, reluctantly so, the feel of her 
skin against his face felt so great. 



She looks disappointed too but hides it well as she next asks, "So 
where do we go now?" 

Six thinks for a moment before saying, "Well, unless you know any 
other place we can go, I suppose we can head toa€| Earth," he finally 
says and look up to see her reaction. 

He watches her mandibles open wide as well as her eyes as she 
registers his words. For years the Covenant has been hunting for 
Earth, making it their obsession to find it, believing to destroy the 
human race would mean destroying their home world. That has been 
Six's original plan and with the trusting issues settled, he now 
feels confident in Shress keeping his world's location a 
secret . 

Shress looks down in a shy like matter before looking up at Six once 
more, "I know we justa€ | discussed it, buta€ | do you really trust me 
that much to take me to Earth?" 

Six shrugs, "well where else are we going to go? Most of our colonies 
area€ | " his voice died as he tries to think of something to say, but 
Shress knew what he was going to say and finishes it for him as she 
lowers her head, "glass." 

Six gulps before nodding and saying, "Shress, I trust you with my 
life, it was stupid of me to think otherwise a few minutes ago, " here 
it was his turn to look down, "I hope you can forgive me for 
that . " 

Shress lays a hand on his shoulder as she responds, "of course, " in 
such a warm voice that Six instantly cheered up. He looks up at her 
and she looks down at him. Six feels slightly annoyed by this, he's 
used to being the tallest person around, but he doesn't mind that 
much . 

Breaking eye contact. Six turns back to the console behind him and 
slides back into the chair. As he starts typing in commands, he asks, 
"So how long will it take us to get to Earth if you "bettered" the 
slip space drive?" 

Shress chuckles at the sarcasm in his voice as she thinks for a 
moment, "I do not knowa€ | how long is a unit by human's 
standards ? " 

Six pauses in his typing as he looks back at Shress, "I thought you 
used units to measure the time?" 

Shress merely gazes at him before replying, "We used units to measure 
just about everythinga€ | do humans not do the same?" 

Six shakes his head, "no, humans have different ways of measuring the 
time, and length of an object or the distance between two 
points . " 

Shress tilts her head slightly, "thena€ | how do you keep track of all 
those calculations without becoming confused?" 

"Oh, it's confusing all right," agrees Six. 



"Then why don't you use a single system for measurements?" 

Six shrugs, "I don't know, I guess people just prefer to use whatever 
method they find easier for them." 

Shress shakes her head, "wella€|if I have to guess, then how long 
would it take this craft to reach Earth without the modifications I 
made? " 

"With this Prowler?" Six asks before pondering, "I would say about a 
month, two if we run into any technical troubles along the way." 

Now it was Shress ' s turn to think before concluding, "I believe it 
may take only a few days to reach our destination." 

"A few days?!" Six could hardly believe it. Reach is at least ten 
light years away from Earth, the fastest it takes to travel is a 
little under a month, but a few days? That's just ridiculously 
unbelievable . 

Six checks the monitor again before saying, "Well we definitely have 
enough food and supplies to last us the trip, the cryo tubes are 
damage, but I guess we won't need them." 

"Cryo tubes?" Shress asks next. 

"I'll explain later," Six says before he yawns, "let me get us going 
first and uh, I hope you won't mind me sleeping." 

Shress shakes her head, "not at all, " she said as she steps up next 
to Six and peers at what he is doing. 

Six types in the coordinates and couldn't help but feel sweat 
beginning to build every time his fingers strikes a key. He is really 
doing it, revealing the location of Earth to a member of the nonhuman 
race, a direct violation of the Cole Protocol. If it wasn't for the 
fact that he already broke a hundred UNSC codes by now. Six probably 
would have shot himself for insubordination right then and there. 

He hesitates as his finger hovers over the icon 'enter.' Does he 
trust her? He looks at her out of the corner of his eye, and for some 
reason, just by seeing her, just by thinking about her, he knew the 
answer. With a quick "click" he presses the button. 

Six feels the familiar sensation beginning to take over. The hair on 
the back of his neck beginning to rise, he is slowly being pushed 
back into his seat and the view ports are starting to dim, blocking 
out the stars. 

He sees Shress tensing as she glances around in what he guesses is 
confusion before he says, "I would hang on to something if I were 
you." Shress gives him a strange look before grabbing onto the back 
of the copilot chair. 

Six feels himself being pushed into the folds of the leather as the 
space drive is getting ready for the jump. At the last moment Six 
looks out the view port before the image disappears entirely. 

He watches what used to be Reach as it completes its rotation once 
more. The pleasant world that many people have called the jewel of 



the UNSC is now gone. All that is left is a scorched planet that 
doesn't look a thing like its former self. The oceans have been dried 
up, the land burned and countless people died meaningless deaths for 
a false 'Great Journey.' 

Six didn't want to be on Reach, he never wanted to be part of a team, 
he prefers to work on his own just as he always had. Now as he 
leaves, he realizes Reach has become a part of him, he may not have 
been trained or lived there like the Spartan II 's, but when you risk 
your very life for something you tend to grow close to it. It is also 
the burial place of his newfound brothers and sister. Not since 
training has he come to rely on or become close to anyone, for years 
he made it on his own. That was one thing Reach did for him, retaught 
him the art of teamwork. Six thinks of Shress, Reach has also taught 
a whole new concept of teamwork, one that might actually help save 
humanity . 

That is his final thoughts as he hears the boom and he is pushed 
against the seat. Everything outside is now gone, shrouded in black 
space, but not their space, a different dimension to be exact. 

They are in slip space. 

**Shress POV** 

Shress is reeling from the force of what she is assuming is the jump 
before grabbing a piece of metal pipe hanging above her. She hangs on 
with a tight grip, causing the piece of machinery to bend as she 
applies pressure to keep herself from being thrown back. 

Finally the force slowly disappears and Shress is allowed to loosen 
her grip. She breaths a silent sigh of relief as she turns back to 
face Michael. 

"Now I understand why you humans call travel through the warp space a 
jump, that's what it feels like is happening when you travel through 
such methods, " she says with a smile, feeling happy to be away from 
the planet, away from the Covenant. 

The human doesn't reply, Shress steps forward to take a closer look 
when he begins to fall out of his seat. Moving quickly, Shress 
catches Michael, brings him closer to her and props him up against 
her knee. He is barely breathing and his eyes are closed. 

"Michael!" she calls in fear, but the Spartan slowly opens his eyes 
as he stares up at Shress. 

His green eyes narrow as if he is trying to focus before he lets out 
a sigh and offers her a weak smile before saying, "I guess I'm more 
tired than I thought I was." 

Shress lets out a sigh before pulling him close to her chest, feeling 
happy to know there is nothing wrong with him. She feels Michael 
trying to hug her back, a near impossible feat with him pressed up 
against her armor and her knee. Suddenly the memory goes through her 
head, them hugging before she felt a wet yet pleasant sensation on 
her neck, she forces the thought away as she attempts to focus on the 
present. She slowly pulls him away and gently helps him back to his 
feet . 



She grows concern again when she sees his legs actually shaking so 
she has him lean against her. He resisted for a moment, trying to 
stand on his own as he mutters, "I'm fine." His small act for 
independence earned him a snarl from Shress until he, reluctantly, 
places an arm around Shress' s shoulders and leans against her. 

"And you scold me for acting alone, " she said accusingly as she looks 
down on the human. 

"Well nobody is perfect, " defends Michael as he looks up at her with 
defense in his eyes. 

Shress sighs and shake her head, _males_, she thought, _they are all 
the same when it comes to their pride_. 

"So where is your dwelling quarters?" she finally asks him. 

Michael frowns slightly, "my what?" 

"Where do you rest?" she tries again. 

Michael points to the door, "Down the hall, it should be the first 
door on the left." 

Shress nods and pulls him up a little more as she follows his 
instructions as she proceeds towards the door. It opens as they 
neared, Shress reminds herself to ask Michael how they work exactly 
before focusing on the task. As far as she can tell the ship, the 
prowler she remembers Michael calling it, is a sleek and narrow 
vessel with the hallway they are in making up its main body. Along 
the corridor are a total of six doors, one on the right is the hatch 
to the outside, the one in the back leads to the engine room, and now 
she guesses the first door on her left are the dwelling 
quarters . 

She pauses at the door; it didn't open as she gets closer like how 
the others had. She stands there, unsure how to work it, unlike the 
Covenant ships she has served on, the panel on the right had multiple 
buttons and all in their strange numeral system and not a single 
command was listed. Finally Michael lazily raises his hand and types 
in a few numbers, the numerals 2-5-3-9-1. 

"Use this code if you want to explore the ship, " Michael says as he 
allows his arm to drop. 

"Why do you humans make things complicated?" Shress demands as the 
door opens and they step inside. 

Shress quickly looks the room over before becoming certain there is 
no danger within. She then does another sweep, slightly unsure of 
what to make of the room. It has what looks like a bed pushed into 
one corner and a strange looking table pushed into the other, both 
resting on metallic legs, not hover technology that is common on 
Sangheilos. The floor is covered in a strange fabric that is colored 
red and looks like the fur of some creature. There are two additional 
openings that she peeks into as they pass them; one is no more than a 
smaller room with what looks like a chest with strange fabric poking 
out from them. The other room has strange furnishing, consisting of 
what looks like a large bowl in the corner, a smaller basin on a 
counter and an even larger container taking up a lot of space in one 



side of the room. She shakes her head in wonder; she has a lot of 
things to ask Michael about. 

She glances nervously at the bed, unsure if it can support the weight 
of her friend, but carefully she lowers him down on the covers, 
tensing when she hears the legs groan before it disappears. She sighs 
as she looks down at Michael who looks as if he is already fast 
asleep. She runs a hand over his head in one quick stoke before 
turning to leave when Michael's voice stops her, "Shress?" 

She pauses and snarls at herself, feeling foolish again for messing 
with his fur. Slowly she turns around to face Michael who is now 
sitting up and seems to be studying the bed he is on, looking 
nervous . 

"What is it?" she asks, wondering why he looks concern. 

His green eyes looks into hers before he replies, "nothing, it's just 
that this is an officer's beda€ | but I suppose it's alright, I'm the 
highest rank here." 

"Oh, really?" demands Shress giving him an annoyed glance. 

He chuckles lightly before looking up at her again, "can you help me 
with something?" 

Shress steps forward, eager to assist in anyway, "of course. I'll 
help you with whatever you need." 

Michael smiles in gratitude as he asks, "can you help me take off my 
armor?" 

Shress feels her mandibles opening, her eyes widening and her form 
starting to shake. _Did he just ask me to help undress him_? This is 
a common chore for house mistresses whose husbands needs assistant 
when they put on or take off their armor. But this isn't common, 
house mistresses are mated to their husbands, Shress and 
Michaela€ | __We ' re friends_, she tries to tell herself, _or are we_? 

The fact that he is asking her to help remove his armora€|is that an 
invitation for mating among humans? And what was it he did earlier? 
She felt him do something to her neck, a wet yet pleasant like 
sensation, it wasn't a lick, she has been licked before, but 
somethinga€ | alien, was that a sign of desire? 

_No_! She mentally shouts when she feel a strange emotion urging her 
to the human, _I don't want to mate, or be a house mistress, not now, 
how could Michael even demand that of me after everything we've been 
through, after I told him of my feelings toward those places in my 
society?_ Yet something is telling Shress that this is not what 
Michael had meant. Yet she wants to, her body wants to be close to 
him, to always be hugging him, to always be touched by his gentle 
hands and to always have the reassurance of having him by her side 
every step of the way. But not now, she wants to be a warrior first, 
one who can make it on her own without helpa€ | even if Michael did 
help her a few times before. 

"Uh, Shress?" the question brings her back to reality as she looks up 
at the human who is now looking at her with concern, "are you 
alright ? " 



Shress takes a deep breath, wondering how she should answer, trying 
to decide if she truly does harbor feelings towards the alien being 
before her. 

Noticing her prolong silence, Michael then says, "If you don't want 
to, that's ok. I'll manage," with that he twists his body and starts 
disassembling a small part of his suit on his arm, gritting his teeth 
slightly from pain she supposes. 

Now Shress is confused, does this mean he is now withdrawing the 
invitation of mating? But before she could think anything further, 
she hears a pop and a hiss and looks just in time to see Michael 
remove a small piece of his amour and peeling off some black 
substance that looks damage from plasma burns, revealing something 
grey underneath it . 

"What's that?" she asks, all thoughts and confusion momentarily 
forgotten when she sees the unexpecting flesh of a human. 

"This?" Michael as he gestures at the grey area, "it's a skin tight 
suit . " 

"A suit?" she asks, slightly understanding. 

"Clothing Spartans wear underneath our armor, " Michael begins to 
explain, "If we wear loose shirts or pants, it could get stuck in the 
moving parts of the armor, these suits are the only things we can 
wear underneath it . " 

Shress eyes widen at the revelation, "so you are wearing clothing 
underneath? " 

"Yes," replies Michael smartly like as he looks back at her, "aren't 
you? " 

Shress could only feel herself growing embarrass as she looks down, 
not answering. She feels like an utter fool thinking that Michael 
wanted to mate with her, she must be losing her mind, but that 
doesn't cause the strange feeling within her to cease existing. She 
lets out a humiliated sigh before looking up at Michael and couldn't 
help but stare. Michael's cheeks seem to have turned a light tone of 
red, not a lot, but enough for her to notice. 

"Are you alright?" she asks, forgetting her humiliating moment for a 
while as she looks on at the Spartan with concern. 

The human coughs slightly before looking up and says, "yeah, sure I 
am, why do you ask?" she notices he said this in a quick like 
fashion. That's when she realizes that he is mortified just like her, 
but why? She's the one thinking foolishly, why is he 
embarrassed? 

Michael breaks the silence once more as he looks away slightly, his 
face returning back to its original brownish color, "You don't have 
to help me, I think I can get it off on my own." 

Shress walks over while she answers, "Noa€|its fine, I didn't realize 
that you had, or, I just assumed Spartans weren't wearinga€ | what I 
mean is that normally when a male asks for such a thing, it usually 
applies that he wishes toa€ i " her voice trails off then as she shakes 



her head, "I'll understand if you no longer wish for my 
presence . " 

"Why?" Questions Michael, whose face is starting to change color 
again, "you've done nothing wrong Shress, I did," he looks her in the 
eye as he asks, "please forgive me if I have offended you in anyway 
Shress . " 

She stares at him, feeling hurt piling on before wiping it away. 

_He ' s not Sangheili_, she reminds herself, _he doesn't know what the 
words mean_, she didn't want to ask, or even voice it, not now, not 
when things are feeling soa€ | awkward . 

The silence is now stretching, the passing units making both of them 
uncomfortable until Michael clears his throat slightly as he asks 
again, "soa€|are you going to help me or not? Because I'm really 
exhausted at the moment . " 

Shress Immediately answers, "I'll help," hoping to gain absolution in 
the matter. 

She sits on the bed next to Michael, looking at his body out of the 
corner of her eye with new found interest as she muses how a 
Spartan's body would be different from a regular human's. 

Michael turns away from her as he asks, "Do you see what looks like a 
small hole near the center of my back?" 

"Yes, " replies Shress as she gazes curiously at it, wondering what 
she has to do next . 

"I need you to place one of your fingers in there and twists it to 
the left, " Michael instructs while he continues to dissemble the 
armor on his arm. Shress couldn't believe that the demon, or Spartan 
armor, the very armor that can withstand the heat of a thousand 
plasma bolts, can easily be undone with just the twist of a finger. 
Still, she pushes one of her fingers into the small opening and turns 
it to her left, she only completed one cycle of turning when she 
hears a hiss followed by a pop, and before she knows it, the back 
panel of his armor starts to slide off. Shress could only stare for a 
moment before returning to reality as she gently lifts the piece of 
armor off of Michael's back, revealing a strange black substance that 
covers his body. 

She places the large metal on the ground before asking, "Now 
what ? " 

"Continue working your way around, find the hole and crank it off, " 
instructs Michael once more as he now begins to remove the armor off 
his other arm. 

Slowly working her way from the top down, Shress assists the Spartan 
in removing his armor system. After doing his back, she reaches 
upwards and starts dislodging his shoulder pads. After that she 
reaches downwards and starts removing the plating covering his legs, 
forcing Michel to sit on the edge of the bed so that they can both 
have easy access to them. She feels embarrassment blooming within her 
again as she works on removing the armor from his thighs. He must 
have notice this for he offers finishing taking off the armor around 
his crotch area while she bends over and removes the strange armor 



covering his feet. Finally, the last of the plasma burned armor is 
now resting by the bedside, leaving Michael in some kind of black 
encasement, with some parts of it looking as if it has been burned 
and damaged, mostly I the chest and arm sections. 

Michael shakes his limbs a little before turning to Shress, "This 
next part should be easy; it's just a standard zipper." 

"A what?" she asks. 

In answer, the Spartan twists his body away from her before lifting 
his arm, revealing the side of his body to her. Shress has no idea 
what it is she is looking for, but soon her eyes are tugged in the 
direction of the human's body. His muscle tone is enormous, she has 
never fought or even seen a human before with large biceps, yet she 
knows his strength only barley matches that of a Sangheili. 

"Do you see it?" Michael finally asks, breaking Shress away from her 
thoughts . 

"Uh, see what?" she questions. 

"There should be a line running from the middle of my body, streaming 
up and down all over my body," Michael explains. 

It takes her a while but she eventually finds the said line, 
perfectly hidden against the black skin like fabric as it runs to 
Michael's neck in one direction and heads down to his right foot with 
the other side. She is unsure on what to do next until she sees two 
small devices planted along the line. She tries pressing them and 
when that doesn't work she tries pulling them. She notices that they 
move slightly, but other than that they give nothing away. 

She hears Michael laugh lightly, causing her to become agitated 
before he says, "push the one on top towards my neck, and the other 
down to my foot." 

Shress is tempted to smack him up his head, but she remembers his 
grave wounds, so instead she follows his directions. The small devise 
could hardly fit between her fingers, so she uses the tips of her 
talons as she lightly pushes the top one upwards towards the neck 
area . 

She notices the strange fabric is warmer than the armor and they feel 
more slick then any clothing she has ever touched before. 

"What is this?" she asks, her curiosity no longer being 
contain . 

"The gel layer, " answers Michael, "it helps keep my body temperature 
while I'm inside the armor, it can also keep me warm or cold if I'm 
ever in an extreme environment, it can also repel some plasma 
heata€ i sometimes . " 

Shress nods lightly as she continues pushing the "zipper" along the 
line. As she does this, she sees the gel layer being peeled away from 
Michael's skin, revealing the grey suit he told her of. She keeps her 
talon running until reaching the end of the line; she is unsure what 
to do now before Michael says, "Just push it off." Receiving his 
instructions and hoping they are correct, she pushes the zipper until 



there is a small clip and the zipper is pushed off one side of the 
gel layer but stays in contact with the side it is still attached 
to . 

With the top portion of the gel layer open, Michael reaches up to his 
neck and slowly pulls the strange fabric off. The gel layer seems to 
have stuck itself onto his suit, for as he pulls it off she hears a 
strange suction noise and watches as the layer falls away from his 
body . 

Noticing he couldn't pull it off all the way, she reaches forward and 
drags the second zipper downwards. Now more sure of herself, she 
keeps pulling it down until she comes to a halt at the bottom of his 
feet. Here the line ends at the base of his right foot but there is 
no opening where she can pull the zipper off of. Michael reaches down 
and pulls the fabric apart from each other before extracting his 
foot, and then he pulls the suit down, extracting the other. Finally 
he allows the gel layer to fall to the ground, allowing Shress to see 
the human for the first time without his armor. 

The suit he referred to earlier is indeed grey, covering most of his 
body except for his feet, hands and head. The grey clothing is 
nothing like she has ever seen before, it has a form of sleekness 
about it, it hugs the Spartan quite tightly, allowing no breeze of 
air to enter and ruffle it. She notices that the suit allows her to 
easily view his muscles, his biceps, thighs and his chestaC i she has 
never seen anything like it before, his middle seems to be formed 
into six separate sections, giving his body a unique feature no other 
Sangheili has. 

She then focuses on the fleshiness that is visible. Michael's head 
she has seen before, but not his hands or feet. His hands look the 
same as his gloves, but they are a pale brown, with visible veins and 
scars, crossing over and covering both of them. He also has talons as 
well, but they are dull, small, and look unfit to clean so much as a 
bug. She knew this is how his hands were going to looks, which is why 
her eyes gravitate downwards at his feet. They are pale as well, but 
that's what interests her, they aren't hooved like hers, or any other 
species in the Covenant, it is flesh. They seem to be formed the same 
way as the hands, five digits sticking out with dull nails resting on 
top. This is the first time she has ever seen a human vulnerable, no 
armor, and no weapons, a unique sight, especially when the human in 
question is a Spartan. 

She hears Michael chuckle slightly again, causing her to glance up 
just as he begins to speak, "Yeah, I guess we are quite different, " 
he says lightly, not looking her in the eye. 

She doesn't reply right away. Was there a hidden message in those 
words? One that makes her chest feels as if it is collapsing? She 
tries to keep her emotions bottle inside as she breaths and asks a 
question in return, "does thisa€ | bother you?" 

Michael doesn't reply quickly, he takes his time which is agonizing 
for Shress, but when he does look up, she suddenly wishes he could go 
back to thinking for a moment longer. He gazes into her eyes with his 
green ones before saying, "As long as it doesn't bother _you_. " 


She couldn't stop the smile from lighting her features as she feels a 
heavy weight being lifted from her chest as she says, "Of course 



not," she knew she said the words too fast and hopes Michael wouldn't 
notice . 

He gives her a strange look, signaling he did which makes Shress 
nervous for some reason, but a smile reveals itself on his features 
as he reaches out and takes her hand. Shress tries to keep her 
breathing under control as she feels his hand around her's for the 
first time. He holds her hand with a strong grip while his thumb 
lightly begins to brush the top of her hand; soon all she could feel 
is the softness of his flesh. Unlike holding his glove, his hand 
offers her's warmth, care and what feels like a kind of 
protectiveness . 

She is now smiling to her full extent at the feeling, she feels her 
throat beginning to thrum, which surprises her. Nothing in years has 
ever made her respond in this way in a long time; not since she was 
young and she spent long cycles with her mother. 

Michael's thumb pauses in stroking her hand as he looks up at her, 
oddly raising one of his eyebrows, "are you purring?" 

Shress has no idea what this word means but it causes her to squirm a 
bit in embarrassment. Michael only laughs, not mockingly, but a low 
joyful chuckle that causes her to smile a little herself. When they 
look into each other's eyes again she notices his eyes are starting 
to droop again. 

Shress wanted to stay there for a few more units, to continue feeling 
his hand massaging her hand, but she knew at this rate Michael will 
collapse out of exhaustion. Heavy heartedly, she stands from the bed, 
and gently pushes on Michael's chest, forcing him down on the bed. He 
tries to resist but he has no energy to spare, so he allows himself 
to be laid back on the bed as his eyes lock onto Shress. 

He smiles a little but it slowly begins to turn downward as he 
mutters something that she has to strain herself to hear. 

"Sorry," he says with regret in his eyes. 

She has no iea what it is he is apologizing for. For their argument 
earlier, for embarrassing her, or was it possible he is sorry for 
spending the last few units with her? She feels deep iside her that 
the last option isn't correct, still having no idea what he is sorry 
for, she leans in close as she strokes his head as she responds, "its 
alright Michael . " 

The smile returns only to fade as his eyes finally closes and his 
breathing starts to level out. Shress has never witness anyone 
falling asleep so fast before, but she understands, he lost so much 
in such short time. She gives his fur one last stroke before standing 
and walking out the door. 

Once the door closes she breathes a sigh as she muses over the past 
events. She is away from the Covenant, for the first time in her 
life. She fears what will happen to her family and what will become 
of her in her new life as she will learn to fight and work alongside 
the humans. But the one thing she does know right now is that as long 
as Michael is by her side, she will be safe. 


And for some reason, the thought of being with him makes her feel 



glad, relieved ... and happy. 


17. Ice Breaking 
**Ice Breaking** 

**Shress POV** 

Shress roams the ship while Michael sleeps in his dwelling quarters, 
she is quite curious on how human ships differs from theirs. 

She walks along the corridor of the ship before stopping in front of 
the door next to the quarters where Michael is resting in. She has a 
small fight with the door's control panel as she struggles to 
remember the jumble of numbers that Michael had told her earlier. 
Finally she gets the door open and peeks inside. 

The room isn't as large or as grand as Michael's, instead of housing 
a single bed within are five strange panels sticking out from 
opposite sides of the walls and two doors place on the left wall. She 
enters and inspects each panel until she realizes it's some sort of 
bed that is too small for both her and Michael's body. She guesses 
this is where the crew of the small ship would rest, did Michael 
sleep here once? He admitted that the large quarters area is reserved 
for an officer, so was this where he slept when he arrived on the 
planet she now knows as Reach? 

Placed beneath each strange panel beds are what looks like large 
boxes with a small console attached to each of them. Noticing the 
boxes are partially open, she curiously opens the one under the bed 
closest to her, but finds it empty. She slowly works her way around 
the room, opening each strange box and glancing in them, but so far 
she has found nothing of interest. She is about ready to leave the 
last container alone when she notices that it looks different from 
the rest. Upon closer inspection, she discovers that the box is 
closed all the way and the small console is glowing faintly. She is 
unsure if this means the contents within are not meant for her to 
see, but with interest gnawing at her, she reaches out and types in 
the code she used to open the door with. 

The console glows red and remains lock shut. Thinking she mistyped, 
Shress tries again, pressing the numerals more slowly to make sure 
there's no error, but the red light turns on again. She growls 
lightly in irritation, wishing more than ever that there was at least 
a single command button she could press. 

She has no idea why she feels the craving to see what is inside, but 
she is listening to it. She withdraws the box and places it on top of 
the bed as she examines the console once more. It looks the same as 
the one on the door, yet the code doesn't seem to be working. 

_Maybe the red light means it's broken_, she reasons, _that is the 
color the humans use to signify a piece of machinery is no longer in 
operat ion_. 

She picks the box up, holds it at eye level and shakes it a little, 
but hears no sound being emitted from within. 

She lets out an agitated sigh before putting the container back on 



the bed and reaches for her belt. She pauses and looks over her 
shoulder. She thinks for a moment before taking off one of her 
swords, it'll be a lot more quite then the plasma rifle so it 
wouldn't disturb Michael's sleep. 

She carefully activates the sword, filling the room with a silvery 
blue light as she bends down and begins working. She holds the tip of 
the energy sword a mere centimeter away from the top of the container 
as the plasma slowly melts the exterior away. She moves the blade all 
around the box, careful not to drive the sword all the way though and 
damage whatever could be inside, if there is something inside. As she 
moves, the sword burns the walls of the container till it glows 
bright orange and a blinding light fills the center. Finally the tip 
of the weapon completes its journey as it connects with the beginning 
of the line her blade has cut. 

She takes a moment to examine her work and is satisfied to find she 
has successfully cut the box's top off in a perfect line. She 
deactivates her sword before placing it back on her belt and 
carefully reaches out, places her hands on either side of the top 
portion of the container and lifts it off. 

Her excitement diminishes when all she finds inside is what looks 
like clothing. She reaches in and holds up something by her talon. 
It's colored grey, has long stockings on two of its sides and two 
openings, a small one on one side and a larger one on the other. She 
pulls it close to her and sniffs it, detecting what smells like a 
male and something else, maybe body odor. She puts the cloth to one 
side and searches the rest of the box. She takes out the fabrics one 
by one until they are all stacked up on the bed, most of them are 
grey except for one which is bright white with golden ribbons 
decorating it; so far it's the only cloth she likes. 

She sighs slightly, disappointed by her findings. She lifts up a 
material that splits into two separate stockings with openings at 
their ends and a larger one at the vertex. She dully notes how human 
clothing styles differs from Sangheilis, their cloths are all one 
complete piece, while it seems common that humans wear two separate 
pieces for their upper and bottom regions. 

_How odd_, she thinks before placing the clothing back into the 
container and the top portion back on. She places the box back on the 
floor beneath the bed and hopes it wasn't anything important. She 
gives the room a final glance before deciding to expect the other two 
doors and see where they lead. Again she is disappointed to see that 
both small leads to the strange quarters with three different size 
basins. She wonders what is so significant about these rooms for a 
moment before turning and deciding to explore the rest of the 
ship . 

She exits the chamber and enters the next one. She was baffled when 
she stepped into the second room, nowa€ | she isn't really sure what 
she is looking at. Lined up on one side of the room are large, 
strange compartments made partially of glass with their lids sticking 
up while the rest of the room is covered in lights, switches and 
wiring. Resting next to each of them is what appears to be consoles, 
most of which are deactivated. She approaches and glances inside the 
closets glass compartment. There is something blue at the bottom, 
made of a substance she could not identify. She reaches in and pokes 
it with her talon, the small section collapses lightly around her 



finger and she feels the strange wet softness that the material 
possesses . 


_Is this some sort of bed_? She ponders the question a bit as she 
continues to inspect each strange instrument in turn. They are big 
enough for a regular human being to get into, maybe even Michael. She 
glances at her body and guesses that, with enough effort, she too 
could fit inside the strange devices. 

She examines each compartment, but they are all the same, cool blue 
material at the bottom, mostly made of glass and hooked up to 
consoles resting by their sides. She will most definitely ask Michael 
about this strange room. 

After leaving the second room she is hesitat to look in the third and 
final chamber, wondering what will be on the other side. But 
considering she's almost done anyway, she might as well finish her 
small journey. Taking a steady breath, she presses the numerals 
needed and the door slides open. 

As she enters, her gaze flickers around, her surroundings are much 
different than the ones she has seen earlier. 

The room is more spacious then all the past three rooms combined. 

It's split into two sections, separated by a long table with chairs 
at its sides. One section is full of cabinets, strange machinery, and 
a smaller table in the middle, a basin and a closed container 
standing upright. The other section holds another small circular 
table topped with mounds of what appears to be human literature. 
Position around it is a variety of weird furniture that Shress has 
never seen before. There are two of each, one of the furniture's is 
small and shaped like a chair, while the other two are made like a 
long narrow bed, but a piece of it folds upwards in the back making a 
cushioning wall while two mounds rest on its sides. 

Cautiously she enters the room and decides to look in the section 
with multiple cabinets first. As she steps into the section of the 
room, she takes a whiff and catches the feint scent of age old 
meat . 

_This must be where they keep their rations_; she thought as she 
lightly touches her stomach. Now that the excitement is over, she 
realizes she is quite hungry. Deciding it's about time for the noon 
cycle, she follows the smell of the meat, hoping to find something 
delicious at the end. 

Her search leads her to the up righted container; she opens the door 
and peers inside. Place within are large stacks of paper packages, 
stack onto one another. She shivers when she feels a gale of wind 
whip pass her as she sniffs the interior of the container. She smells 
the meat, but where? Slowly her gaze turns to the packages 
inside . 

_They wouldn't_, she thought, _who would spoil food in this fashion? 


She reaches in and takes out one of the packages before closing the 
door. She places the mound of paper on the small table and tries to 
unwrap it. She is unable to unfold the carefully folded material, so, 
mostly out of anger; she rips it apart with her talons until she 



uncovers whatever it was hidden beneath. 


There is the meat she has smelled, but with one problem. It's 
completely frozen solid. Her mandibles open lightly in agitation as 
she gazes at the cold food before her. She can see its still red from 
a fresh kill, but its covered in a sheet of ice and as she touches it 
she can feel her finger slightly burn from the cold. 

_How do these humans survive if they freeze their meals_? She 
wonders. She picks up the frozen meat, holds it up in the air above 
the table and drops it. The meat causes a loud bang to sound as it 
crashes on the table and leaves a small dent in it. Her maw widens 
slightly in shock before she growls. She reaches for her sword, pulls 
it out and activates it. She levels the blade with the hunk of meat, 
holds it steady before pulling it around and takes a swipe at the 
frozen substance. The ice shatters in a million pieces, leaving the 
core open to her. She carefully brings her blade up and lightly cuts 
off a sliver of the meat and deactivates her sword. She picks up the 
sliver, still cold, but she doesn't give it a second thought as she 
sniffs the meat and toss it into her mandibles which expertly catches 
the substance and starts chewing. 

She gags slightly. The meat is definitely alien and the fact that 
it's covered in ice doesn't help much. She lets out a small groan, 
deciding to leave the meat where it was and continue searching the 
room for something she could actually eat. 

She opens the cabinets and the drawers, sometimes she finds nothing 
but other times she finds something. She finds some odd utensils, a 
knife, a small four tip piece of metal and a dull round ended device. 
She also found bowls, cups and plates, none of them being able to 
hover though; she wonders what keeps them from spilling, especially 
now that they are traveling. She also finds some small square cloth, 
but she is unsure what it could be used for. 

She opens a bottom cupboard and discovers something strange. Lying in 
the last cabinet are small containers, most of them looking like it's 
made of paper and seems to have never been open before. She picks up 
one and slowly turns it as she examines the strangely shaped thing; 
it has a bunch of numbers on one side and a large picture of some 
sort of cuisine on the other. She couldn't tell what the picture 
shows, something flaky, but she is hungry to try anything. 

She opens the box but instead of finding the strange food she instead 
finds some sort of brown powder. She picks a small piece of it with 
her finger tips and holds it up for her to examine. She sniffs it, 
and again pushes it into her mouth where her tongue reaches out and 
tastes it. And again she gags. 

She sighs as she places the strange bag on the table along with the 
frozen meat and shuts the cabinet. So far she has found nothing to 
eat despite this being the place where the humans obviously fix their 
meals. She hopes Michael can tell her how this all works before she 
starves . 

Shress make her way to the other section and give a quick look over. 
There's nothing significant about the place other than the furniture. 
She touches one of the over stuff chairs lightly and feels the 
unfamiliar plush. She gives it a strange look before trying to sit in 
it, it was a snug fit, but at least she now has something comfortable 



to rest on. 


She looks at the various pamphlets scattered on the table and picks 
one up. It's a strange bundle of paper that has been bound together 
on one side, allowing her only to open and examine the interior 
within with the unbounded end. She flips through it and finds images 
of clothing, devices and some sort of vehicle. She closes the bundle 
and looks at the first page which shows a odd looking male smiling 
quite widely and is displaying something gleaming on his wrist. She 
tries to read the words on the top but wonders if she is reading it 
wrong, the words appear to say, _The Star Edition_. 

She places the bundle down and looks back at the table. There is the 
human device that she sometimes find discarder on the battlefield. A 
small black panel that can fit in their hands, often times it glows 
white and they stare at whatever is being displayed. She picks it up 
and flip it end over end trying to find anything of significant, but 
instead finds nothing. Unsure on how to activate it, she simply 
places it back on the table and looks at the last item. 

The final object catches her attention the most. It is another bundle 
of paper, but these papers seems to be leathery and there are no 
images within them, but multiple characters from the human language 
system. She looks at the first page on top which is old, worn and 
appears to be falling apart, but she likes the image on the front. It 
displays a human standing in the shadows in front of a single red 
sun. The human must be a warrior, for he is holding the outline of a 
weapon, yet he doesn't appear to be standing proudly. He is slouching 
and is holding his gun down, aiming at the floor. At the bottom are 
big characters that she carefully reads, ^Offspring of Combat_. 

She tilts her head slightly, _is this some sort of saga of a famous 
warrior, a person whose father name is combat, or is it a form of 
archived history ?_ 

She opens it and tries to read but her body feels weak and her eyes 
are slightly drooping. She sighs before standing and wonders where 
she can rest. He beds she has found so far are too small for her; the 
only large enough is the bed that Michael is sleeping on at the 
moment. Her gaze turns to the long furniture that is quite lengthy 
and seems to be the only thing, aside from Michael's bed, where she 
can find some rest. 

She sighs once more as she stands and switches spots as she lays down 
on the other furniture piece. It does have enough room for her, it 
groans lightly as she places her full weight on it, but it's 
comfortable and she is tired. Maybe a little bit of sleep will tame 
her hunger, with that hope in mind, she closes her eyes. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>However, sleep made it worse. <p> 

Shress lets out an agitated groan as she pushes herself off the floor 
and twists her aching body. The furniture is long enough for her, but 
not wide enough if she chooses to roll around in her sleep. And 
sleeping with her armor on isn't very comfortable either. 

She twists and cracks her limbs some more before cursing her luck. 

She wishes she had brought some spare clothing, something that is 



more comfortable then her armor. The reminder that Michael is wearing 
something underneath his armor while she didn't causes Shress to feel 
embarrass again, maybe the humans are more logical than she 
originally thought. 

She doesn't know how, but the thought of clothing made her remember 
something. She wonders if Michael will be angry with her with what 
she is about to do, but the pain in her body returns, causing her to 
hiss. At the moment she doesn't care if Michael is angry, just as 
long as she gets something more comfortable than her armor 
plating . 

Grumbling slightly she leaves the room and reenters what she has 
dubbed the crew's sleeping quarters that is next to Michael's room. 
She walks back to the container that holds the strange clothing, puts 
it on top of a panel bed and takes off the lid. 

The dully colored clothing is still there; she takes each one off and 
begins holding each up against her body. There should be enough 
fabric, but what she needs is a needle and thread. Shress removes one 
of her swords again and slices off a small piece of the bed, no 
longer nor sharper than one of her claws. She then, regretfully, 
reaches into the box and pulls out the white cloth with gold ribbons 
attached . 

She hopes the piece of fabric doesn't belong to a human priest or 
anyone else of great importance as she removes the golden ribbons and 
slowly begins untwining them. 

* *Six POV** 

Six groans as he swings his legs over the side of the bed and winches 
a little. He feels terrible. 

His body is battered, bruised, shot and cut close to pieces, his 
teammates are all gone. Reach is nothing more than a ball of glass 
floating in space, and now his Spartan armor is ruin. To a Spartan, 
any Spartan, he considers the MJOLNIR armor as an extension of his 
body. As Six looks down at the discarded pieces on the floor he feels 
like he is looking at the mangled body of a close friend. That suit 
of armor has been with him since his graduation day from training. 
Sure he modified it a little over the years, but it was the same suit 
and it has kept him safe. But now he feels exposed and unprotected 
and the armor system has been melted into various shapes, making it 
seem impossible for Six or any Tech head to repair it. 

Painfully, Six rises to his feet and stretches as his hands reaches 
towards the ceiling. He lets out a small grunt as he feels his scabs 
stretch to their limits and lowers back down his body. He glances at 
the suit he is wearing and frowns lightly. He wishes he can change 
into something else, the temperature level in his MJOLNIR system 
adjusts to his body temperature, but when he is out of his armor, the 
body suit causes him and every other Spartan to overheat. 

This wouldn't be much trouble to Six, usually he had spare clothes to 
change into or he just strip himself of the suit. But he has no other 
set of clothing and he most certainly can't strip here, not with 
Shress on board. 


He shivers at the thought. Normally being naked doesn't bother Six 



that much, even in front of women, that small ounce of "weakness" was 
hammered out of him during boot. But Shressa€ | there ' s something 
justa€ | different about her. Even now as he stands there, he suddenly 
has an urge to go see what she is doing, to talk to her, to hold her, 
and if possible, give her a huga€ | maybe even kiss her again. 

Six shakes his head. 

_No, no, no_, he thinks to himself, _this is not the thoughts of a 
Spartan, besides, you don't even know how she feels, she could be 
disgusted by the things you are thinking of at the moment. _ Then 
again, before he fell asleep, she seems to like being with him, she 
even purred, which still surprises Six. 

_Never thought I get a reaction like that from her_, he thought, 

_does that meana€ i she feels the same way_? 

Deep down he hopes so, otherwise he is going nuts for wanting to be 
with someone, an alien at that. And the thought of her wanting to be 
with him is comforting and provides him with aa€ | warm feeling. 

Six rubs his eyes before deciding to get up and see how she is doing. 
He rises from the bed and moves across the room, slightly dragging 
his feet so they can feel the softness of the rug beneath them and so 
he won't strain his leg muscles. He is about to go through the door 
when he pauses and looks to his right. Position close to the door is 
a closet he didn't see as Shress placed him in the room earlier. 
Hoping he'll find something comfortable, he switches directions and 
looks inside. 

The small room is pretty much bare except for a small dresser, which 
he is glad to see has some cloths sprouting out from it. He walks in 
and opens the drawer and starts to inspect everything within. After a 
few moments of shifting things around, he finds only three pairs of 
casual work wear clothes, one pair of work out cloths and one dress 
uniform. He lets out a disappointed sigh at his discovery, so far 
there is nothing in his size, but he might as well make the best of 
it . 

He makes sure the main entrance into the living quarters is locked 
before he starts taking off his suit. The compressed clothing puts up 
a struggle as Six undo the zipper and starts peeling it off of him. 
The grey material clings onto his crevices and has to be pulled off 
with Spartan strength in order to remove it. 

Finally the suit falls away leaving him nude. He walks over to the 
dresser, but pauses before he puts anything on. He looks himself over 
a bit and lets out a hiss of sympathy. His entire body is covered in 
bruises, he has sustain cuts somehow, probably when his body slams 
against the interior of his suit and dry blood runs from his upper 
body before streaking downwards. 

He is a mess, upon seeing himself. Six thinks about taking a shower, 
but he really wants to see Shress real quick. Finally he just grabs 
the workout clothes and heads to the restroom, deciding to do a quick 
rinse at the sink. 

The cool tile of the bathroom floor sends slight shivers down his 
spine, but he doesn't show it. He looks at the mirror over the basin 
and is surprise by his appearance. 



His face is cut, bruised, and bloodied, just like the rest of his 
appearance, but there is something different about his appearance. He 
is thirty-two years old, but he already looks as if he is in his 
advance years. His skin looks worn, his eyes seem tired and there are 
now streaks of silver and white starting to run alongside the bottom 
line of his hair. This appearance is defiantly different from his 
clean cut appearance he usually wears. 

He lets out a held breath before reaching for a rag, twists a knob, 
wet it, and starts cleaning his body. He grits his teeth as the warm 
water seeps into his skin and almost cries out when it came into 
contact with an open wound. He is forced to rub away the dried red 
substance the best he could, letting out hisses of discontent as he 
does it. He washes his body down, from his head all the way down to 
his ankles until his pale skin is now slightly pink and steam seems 
to be radiating off of him. His cuts are starting to turn into scabs 
already, if he is careful, then he shouldn't worry about any more 
blood flows. 

With that portion of his looks out of the way, he then turns his 
attention to the small clothes he has and starts putting it on. The 
underwear and shorts are a tight fit; it was close to tearing when he 
finally fit both of them on. On an average sized person the shorts 
would have fallen to his knees, but for a Spartan it looks like he' 
wearing a brand of shorty shorts. Next he forces the shirt on; it 
came close to suffocating him as he forces it onto his body. His 
chest and muscles can be clearly seen, but he feels it tightly 
hugging his body, especially at the sleeve area. With some agitation. 
Six grabs each sleeve and rips it off, leaving him with a sleeveless 
shirt, showing off his muscular arms. 

He looks at himself once more, unsure what to think of his new 
attire. It definitely looks too small for him and there's obviously 
no need for him to be wearing workout cloths since it looks as if he 
is as muscular as any human being can become. He feels self-conscious 
at the amount of skin being exposed, he usually isn't bothered by 
this, but the fact that he is going to have to walk around Shress 
like thisa€|the thought suddenly makes him want to put his grey suit 
back on. 

He shivers slightly before turning and makes his way out of the 
bathroom, continues across the room and approaches the exit of his 
living quarters. He has no idea why, but he suddenly feels nervous as 
he opens the door and steps out . 

Six barley steps into the hallway when he hears a hiss and looks to 
his left just in time to see Shress steps out. At first he isn't sure 
if it is Shress, she isn't wearing her Zealot armor but something 
else . 

They lock eyes and almost at the exact time they both ask, "What are 
you wearing?" 

Six knew he must look ridiculous, but he didn't expect to see Shress 
looking the way she looks now. She seems to be wearing some sort of 
single piece grey dress that has been sewn together with golden 
string. It appears to wrap around her and held up with an improvise 
sash around her hips. She has forgone her helmet, leaving her head, 
hands, and feet bare. Her attire reminds him of the old kimonos that 



he remembers seeing in old history books. 

After the initial shock is over he begins to go over her figure once 
more. Despite her xenomorphic origins, she seemsa€ i beautiful in the 
Spartan's eyes. He has no idea what sparks that thought, he has seen 
a lot of beautiful women in his time, but something, maybe his 
training, marked them as "off limits." With Shressa€ | it ' s as if that 
rule doesn't apply to her, and his mind doesn't care about her 
appearance . 

"Are you alright?" Shress's question brings Six out of his thoughts 
as he flushes a bit. He has been checking her figure out right in 
front of her, but Shress's expression suggests that she isn't aware 
of this. 

"Nothing, " Six says, trying to resist the urge to look away from her 
eyes before gesturing at her cloths, "so, uh, where did you find 
that ? " 

She glances down at the kimono with a bashful like look before 
saying, "I hope you don't mind, but I made it using some old clothing 
I found . " 

Six has no idea why but the look she gives him causes him to smile 
lightly as he replies, "it's alright, no one are using these anyway," 
he said, also glancing down at his own set of clothes. 

Shress smiles at him before saying, "I have notice there is a lack of 
cloth that would fit you." 

Six nods at this, "sometimes it's tough being a Spartan." 

Shress only smiles and nods to this before they both fall back into 
silence. Finally Six says, "did you have something to eat or are you 
hungry? " 

He is taken aback when she lets out a small growl, "I couldn't find 
anything to eat . " 

Six frowns at this, "are you sure? We should have enough food to last 
us at least two months . " 

She shakes her head, "I think I have found some substances, but they 
are inedible." 

The Spartan looks down before looking up, "well let's have a quick 
look, " with that he side steps Shress and walks down the hall, it 
isn't long before he hears Shress's footsteps following close behind 
him. 

Six enters the rec room and does a quick scan. He knows there are no 
threats on boad the ship, but some old habits die hard. 

He makes his way to the kitchen area and finds a block of frozen 
steak resting on the counter top along with a small package of 
dehydrated bread. 


Six motions to the present food on the counter top and say 
here's something we can eat." 


"Well 



Shress growls once more in reply, "How? If I can't consume this, then 
surly you can't" she pauses before adding, "I'm sorry, I'm not trying 
to make you sound weaker than I . " 

"It's alright," Six says simply as he begins inspecting the room, "we 
don't eat our food like this, we prepare it first." 

Shress cocks her head to the side, "prepare it how?" 

"With these, " Six replies as he takes out two cube shaped machines 
about two feet long in width and height from a cabinet and set them 
on the counter. 

Shress approaches and inspects the strange equipment, "Where were 
these? I didn't see them earlier." 

"They're usually pushed way in the back of the cabinet so they're 
usually hard to find when it's dark," Six answers as he begins 
activating both machineries. He then opens the door of the black 
cubed machine, the microwave, and places the hunk of meat in there 
before dialing the numbers 1 and 0. A bright light fills the interior 
of the box, causing Shress to lean in a little to see what is 
happening. After ten seconds the machine dings and Six takes out the 
now warm steak. 

Shress stares at the meat with amazement, "How did you do this?" 

"I just warmed it up," Six says as he inspects the meat and finds 
that it's still slightly red, but before he could cook it some more, 
Shress tears off a small bit of the steak and pops it into her mouth. 

Six couldn't help but stare as he watches her use her mandibles to 

chew and push the food into her mouth. 

She swallows, licks her chops and proclaims, "Delicious." 

Six looks back down at the steak before looking up at Shress again, 
"you eat your meat raw?" 

"Raw?" she asks. 

"You don't cook it," elaborates Six. 

"What does cook mean?" 

Six is dumbstruck for a moment before shaking himself awake and 

answers, "To cook is to warm up food, or heat it." 

"Why would you do this?" she asks, sounding quite baffle. 

"Because human's teeth are weak, when we heat food it becomes tender 
and easier for us to eat it, it can also destroy diseases that's 
hidden on the meat, " Six said. 

"Hidden diseases?" Shress asks slowly before reaching over, takes a 
whole strip of meat and places it back into her mouth. Six again 
watches in fascination as she eats before she says, "I've been dining 
on meat all my life, not once have I ever gotten sick because of 
it 


The Spartan shrugs before saying, "Maybe Sangheilians have better 



immune systems then people do." 


Shress is silent, probably unsure what to say next so Six grabs a 
near by plate, places the meat on it and offers the plate to her, "do 
you want it?" 

Her eyes widen a bit before she asks, "you want to offer mea€ | the 
whole thing?" 

"Uha€|yeah" replies Six hesitantly as he wonders if he accidently 
stepped over another Sangheili boundary line. 

Shress regards him a little before taking the meat, she grabs the 
whole thing with one of her hands, lifts it up and bites into it. Now 
Six really couldn't look away as he watches her mandibles each tear a 
chunk of meat, pulls it off and toss it between her other mandibles 
before forcing it down her throat. Most people might have found it 
disgusting that she eats with her mouth open, but it looks like 
there's no way for her to keep the world from watching her 
chew . 

After gulping down the portion, she smiles and looks at Six and says, 
"thank you, buta€ i what are you going to eat?" 

Six picks up the open box of dehydrated bread and holds it up, "I'm 
not sure if I can stomach anything solid at the moment so I'll just 
have this . " 

Shress watches once more as Six turns around and opens the door to 
the second machine and places it inside. Unlike the microwave, the 
dehydrator only has two buttons, dehydrate and rehydrate. He presses 
the icon marked, rehydrate, and the box lets off a hum and blue light 
emits from the fissures in the machine. Unlike last time however, 
this process takes thirty seconds before the light and hum disappears 
as a bell is dinged. 

Six opens the door and brings out a whole bread loaf before Shress ' s 
amazed eyes. 

"What is it?" she asks as she comes closer to stare at the bread, 
"I've never seen anything like this." 

"It's called bread," Six explains as he wraps the loaf in a napkin, 
"It's kind of hard to explain, but farmers plants wheat, harvest it, 
then somehow turn it to bread. The UNSC dehydrates it to make it more 
packable, better used for traveling." 

Shress gives him a blank look so he asks, "do you know what farming 
is?" 

She slowly shakes her head so Six just sighs and says, "Why don't we 
eat first, and then we can talk." 

Shress dips her head down and says, "Agreed, " before Six leads the 
way to the cushioned furniture, figuring it would be more comfortable 
then the counter. 

Six wanted to sit on the couch with her, but figures it would be a 
little too awkward at the moment, especially since he has no idea 
what she thinks of him. He sits on an easy chair close to the coffee 



table while Shress sits in the opposite chair and leans back. They 
look at each other briefly before turning their attention to their 
breakfast in hand. 

Six slowly tears off a small chunk of bread and place it in his 
mouth. He wishes he could chew on some meat as well, but he isn't 
sure he can hack it, his teeth already feels as if they're about 
ready to fall out of his mouth. He just continues taking bits and 
pieces of the bread, hoping it will fill his stomach. 

"Is everything all right?" the question brings Six out of his 
thoughts. He looks up at Shress who is almost done consuming her meat 
and is now peering at Six with a curious expression. 

He gives her a smile before saying, "I'm alright, why do you 
ask?" 

"You're sitting verya€ | rigidly , I just thought you were in pain," she 
says with a light of concern in her eyes. 

Six relaxes his pose a little as he response, "just some more Spartan 
training; always be on guard." 

She gives him a look that appears as if her mouth is on the verge of 
smiling, "don't you demons ever take a rest from slaughtering?" He is 
glad to hear the teasing behind her voice as she says this. 

He gives a light chuckle before saying, "Well, yeah, we take breaks, 
not a lot, but enough to be well rested for the next fight, " his 
voice fades after this as he becomes afraid of offending 
Shress . 

They stare at each other again before returning to their food, 
awkward tensions becoming worse and worse with each bite. It isn't 
long before they both finishes their meals. They place their plates 
and napkins on the table, now leaving them with nothing to occupy 
themselves with as they give each other fleeting looks before looking 
away . 

_Maybe I should have fixed those cryo tubes_. Six thought to himself 
when Shress ' s voice interrupts his thoughts. 

"What ' s this ? " 

Six wakes up from his thinking and looks to see Shress holding 
something up. His eyes slightly widens as he asks, "Where did you get 
that?" while holding out his hand for the object. 

"I found it on the table, is it some sort of archive?" she asks as 
she hands him the book. 

Six stares down at the novel for a moment in awe. It has been a long 
time since he held or even seen a book, let alone this particular 
book. The cover is worn but the image is still visible, one that he 
admired and loved ever since reading the digital copy almost thirty 
years ago during boot . 

"This is a book, " Six says slowly as he handles the volume carefully 
as if it's as fragile as an egg, "it's a form of archive, some are of 
make believed stories or about history." He looks up at her as he 



holds the novel up for her to see, "this one is the personal story of 
Mei Xie, a famous tale of combat heroism during humanity's first 
interplanetary war back in the twenty third century." 

He can tell she is interested as she perks up a bit before asking, 

"So this is a archived history of a hero, yes?" 

Six couldn't help but smile as he wonders what her reaction will be 
when he tells her, "Yes, but it's about a female hero to be 
precise . " 

He just about laughs as he sees her mandibles widen in a Sangheili 
version of astonishment as she stutters, "a-a-a female hero?" 

He smiles at her and nods, "and to tell you the truth it's one of my 
favorite war stories, full of heart, valor and a bit of honor I 
suppose . " 

Shress still looks like she is going through deep shock as she 
struggles to comprehend this. Her mandibles are moving but no sound 
is emitted and her hands are flexing every so often as if she is in a 
struggle or something. Six started to feel lightly worried about her 
reaction, but she looks back up and asks, 

"Do you think youa€ | that is if you don't mind, could youa€ | " she 
looks away in what he assumes is bashfulness. 

Six wishes he could take her hand and rub it, but instead he leans 
forward and asks, "What?" 

She glances at him with what he takes as shyness in eyes before 
asking, "Can you read it to me?" 

Six tries his best not to look too surprise at this. He suppose this 
makes sense, they haven't spent much time on learning the alphabet 
and he knew for sure there are some words and phrases in the book 
that Shress wouldn't be able to understand. 

Shress suddenly gets on her feet, "never mind, I, it's not 
important . " 

She turns to leave but Six suddenly finds himself on his feet as well 
as he says, "no, its no problem at all, " Shress looks back at him as 
he gulps as he motions towards the couch beside her, "why don't we 
sit and I can read it to you and while I do you can look at the words 
and memorize it." 

Six already feels his hands growing moist with sweat as well on his 
brow, but who can blame him? He wonders how Shress will feel about 
being close to him again as they read. He wants to ask her about 
that, but couldn't voice the words at the moment, he's almost afraid 
of what her answer is going to be if he does ask. 

However, Shress gives him a shy smile as she says, "Agreed, " and 
slowly lowers herself onto the couch. Six forces his legs to move, 
one step at a time, until he is standing by the couch and sits down 
next to her. Before he fell asleep the night before (he assumes it 
was about nighttime then) it felt nice being with Shress and being in 
contact with her, but at the moment he feels nervous and he can tell 
by Shress ' s subtle movements that she is too. Because of what, he has 



no idea. 


He gulps a couple of times before opening the book and starts 
reading, "The first time I left Earth, the first time I left my 
ancestral home, I knew things were going to be dif f erenta€ | " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Six has no idea how long he has been reading, long enough for the 
both of them to get up and get their next two meals that's for sure. 
For some reason. Six doesn't feel tired, nor does his voice seem to 
fail, he is sure he has read for almost ten hours straight, but that 
doesn't bother him. Or Shress who, he knows for sure now, really 
likes the story. <p> 

After what he assumes was dinner, Shress, relax more than usual for 
she lies down along the length of the couch and places her head close 
to Six's sitting position. She anxiously asks if he was ok with her 
lying close to him. His smile was enough even though he could feel 
his pulse starting to race through his veins. 

She no longer keeps her eyes on the pages as she closes her eyes and 
listens to the Spartan read the story, occasionally asking questions 
here and there. Six could tell she is intrigue by the story of the 
female Marine who the story is centered on since, as she explained to 
him, she has never heard or read a story detailing the life of a 
female warrior. Knowing she is feeling a certain connection towards 
the tale, he tries to put more feeling into his words as he continues 
to read. He wasn't sure if he is successful until he hears a light 
purr from Shress that steadily begins to build as he reads, causing 
him to smile. 

At some parts he hesitates at, unsure what Shress will make of the 
battle scenes which, in his opinion, seems to be deprived of honor. 
That was exactly how Shress sees it from her point of view. She would 
open her eyes as she listens of booby traps, ambushes, and details of 
mass troop massacres during planet wide bombardments. However at 
certain parts, like when the hero of the story gives her enemy a 
chance to fight for his life, Shress would nod her approval. 

Six knew Shress is being exposed to a whole new kind of warfare as 
the character of the story talks about forming bonds with her 
teammates, talks of what she wishes to do with her life after the war 
and especially how she hopes of marrying this one guy back from her 
hometown. Shress gave a brief explanation to Six of how Sangheilis 
view warfighters, being a warrior is everything, from birth to death, 
that's all that matters to them. To leave it behind forever is an 
unthinkable thought among their species. Six didn't get a chance to 
offer his opinion on the matter as he returns to reading, unsure of 
what he would do with his own life when the Covenant war ends; if it 
ends . 

Some parts of the story confused her, but Six knew the end of the 
story made up for it. 

He takes one last breath as he finishes, "So that has been my life. 
From the battlefronts of the frontiers to the decks of warships, my 
life has gone in many different directions and varies in different 
ways. I remember all those prayers I have said, all those dreams I 
had shared and all the words I had spoken when I dream of returning 



home and living a good life with a good man. But truth be told, if my 
people are ever in need again, should I ever hear the cry of justice 
and of duty again, I will not hesitate to answer. This story I had 
decided to write was done so to honor my fallen comrades and ensure 
that people know the true cost of peace. My time in the military 
included some of the worst times in my life, but in some ways, it was 
also a part of the best times of my life. Rest in peace my fallen 
brothers and sisters, " with that. Six lets out a sigh as he closes 
the book, causing Shress to look up at him. 

He smiles down at her and says, "Well that was the first time I 
finish a story in a single day." 

Shress offers an apologetic smile as she says, "Sorry, once you 
starteda€ | I couldn't bring myself to tell you to stop." 

Six chuckles slightly as he hears the embarrassment in her voice 
before replying, "It was my pleasure, Shress Vdamee . " 

Her smile suddenly fades and her eyes lower a bit as she looks away 
from Six. 

Feeling concern streaming through him, the Spartan sits a little 
straighter and asks, "Shress? Whats wrong?" 

Shress takes a shaky breath before looking up at him and says, 

"Please don't call me Vdamee." 

Six tilts his head a little, mimicking Shress whenever she looks 
puzzled and asks, "Why?" 

She turns away from him once more, looking at the opposite wall as 
she answers, "Since I am no longer part of the Covenant my name is no 
longer VdameeaC | it ' s just Vdam now." 

Six raises an eyebrow, but almost as if Shress could read his 
thoughts she said, "To signify our allegiance to the Covenant we 
attached the suffix ' ee ' to our family names. If we are 
everaC | disgraced, " she seems to choke on the word, "then the 
honorable title will be cut from our names." 

Six knew her life among the Covenant is still a touchy subject for 
her and instantly shut up. But the damage has been done as he looks 
down at Shress. Her excitement for the story has quickly disappeared, 
leaving her looking worried, probably thinking of her family and what 
they are facing because of the choices that she has made. 

He couldn't stand to see her this way. Once more it's as if his body 
is acting on its own accords as Six reaches for her, gently grabs her 
shoulders, and pull her towards him until her head is resting on his 
lap. She lets out a surprise gasp as a stun look fills her eyes, but 
before she could say anything. Six reaches down and begins lightly 
massaging her face. She lies still in shock as Six's hands slowly 
stoke the side of her mandibles, head and cheeks. Six has no idea 
what he is doing or where it was he learned to this, but he continues 
to stroke Shress ' s face ever so cautiously. The initial surprise is 
over, soon she closes her eyes and her low humming fills the air once 
more as she lays her head fully on Six's lap. The Spartan could only 
smile as he continues to move his sliding fingers over her head, 
feeling content with distracting her from thinking of what she has 



lost . 


Soon, Six's mind starts to drift as he continues touch Shress's face. 
D_oes she like me? More than a friend?_ He has to admit, after their 
last few encounters, he has been wishing to come closer and closer to 
Shress for almost days now. That is evident since he worries for her 
and thought of her often. Did she come and save him from Reach out of 
friendship or something more? 

His mind snaps back into reality when he realizes something, he knows 
almost nothing about Shress. He looks down at her who looks so 
peaceful at the moment that he is reluctant to wake her, but he leans 
in and asks softly, "Shress?" 

"Mhh?" she opens one eye lid, allowing a silver orb to stare up at 
him in such a playful like manner that it just forces Six to smile at 
her, causing her to grin as well. 

Finally Six recovers his wits before asking, "Shress, I know that you 
don't want to think about it or anything, but I'm wonderingaC i what is 
Sanghelios like?" 

Shress opens both her eyes as she looks up at him and she asks, "My 
home? Why do you ask?" 

He shrugs as he continues to lightly stroke her face, "just curiosity 
I suppose . " 

She stares at him for a few more seconds with a look that the Spartan 
could not identify. He starts to wish he could change the subject, 
but before he got the chance, Shress closes her eyes and speak almost 
in a dream like trance. 

"Sanghelios is a beautiful planet Michael. It is constantly blooming, 
almost every day because of the three suns that orbits it. We also 
have two moons that rotate around us as well, depending on the time 
and on the season, the Vdamee fiefdom can receive about eight hours 
of darkness annually." 

She sighs and he thought he sees her eye lids quiver a bit. "The 
Vdamee fiefdom is home to almost a thousand warrior families; it is 
established close to the planet's mountain range that cuts across the 
planet. It is truly magnificent to see, especially when all three 
suns starts to set during the summer solstice, making the mountains 
look as if it has been painted different colors. There is a lake 
close by where my father would train the younglings, it was my 
favorite training session, to fight in hand to hand combat and even 
if I lose, I would fall into the cool water, which I often 
enjoyed . " 

"It sounds majestic," comments Six as he moves his hands in circular 
motions, "one thing though, I thought females aren't allowed to 
fight, so how was it that you received training?" 

Shress is silent for a moment before answering, "We are more alike 
than you think Michael. Among Sangheilis, it is not uncommon for our 
Keeps to wage war against one another. Since most of the males are 
serving among the Covenant, this leaves the women and some trained 
younglings to defend ourselves." 



Six frowns slightly, "Couldn't the Covenant stop all the Keeps from 
fighting? " 

Shress gives a shaky breath, "maybe, but now that I think about it, 
maybe the prophets just liked to see us squabble." Her purring has 
disappeared and is now replaced with a soft growl. 

Six waits for her to calm down a bit before asking, "Why?" 

"Why what?" Shress asks as she looks up at him. 

"Why did you want ot be a warrior, and how did you become one?" Six 
asks . 

She ponders for a moment before responding, "My father told me his 
wishes once, " her voice changes into one of somber respect as she 
speaks of her family, "he wishes for his mate, my mother, to bear him 
sons, so that the Vdamee family can relish in the honor of having 
their children serve a 'holy' cause." She looks up at Six, "but the 
Summers past and my mother was unable to bear any more children, and 
I wanted to earn my father approval, so I decided to be the first 
female Sangheili to fight within the Covenant." 

Six smiles at her, "he must be proud of you, you accomplish so 
much . " 

Sadly she shakes her head, "No, he isn't proud, he is disgusted." She 
closes her eyes as she elaborates, "Females are the masters of the 
household, but should we stray from that path we are often met by 
ridicule, sexism and disrespectaC | so my father was mocked by others 
because of my involvements in the world of men." 

Six stares at her with awe as he says, "And yet, despite all that, 
you still accomplish much, you became more than just a common warrior 
Shress, you became a Zealot, something I doubt those naysayers can 


Shress smiles before bowing her head, "Thank you Michael." 

He didn't want to press her some more, but his curiosity refuses to 
remain at bay as he asks, "how was it you became a warrior though, I 
mean, how were you able to get into the Covenant?" 

Shress lets out a sigh and her eyes seems to glaze over as a mist 
clouds them, "every summer, females have to show the males that we 
are capable warriors, and that we can watch and protect our Keeps 
should a war envelops the land." Her voice grows distance as she 
continues, "my first suitor, Ripa 'Moramee, noticed me, he saw how I 
fought harder and far more fiercer than any other female fighter. 
Interested, he took me along with him on a journey to repel a 
rebellion in the Kig-Yar sector. We fought together and suppressed 
the uprising, at first I thought he was to be my husband, my 
bondmate, but that was not to be." Her eyes starts to look wet as she 
continues, "he got into an argument with a Kaidon, one of the rulers 
of our world, he came to me, and inform that he is putting together 
his own uprising, intent of taking the Kaidon 's land, which would no 
doubt start a war that could consume all of Sanghelios. A war that we 
had no time to fight in." 


Six took an instant disliking to Ripa, not because the Sangheili in 



question wanted to stir up trouble over such a petty thing, but 
because he was Shress's suitor once. _Why is that bothering me now_? 
The Spartan wonders to himself before asking, "so what did you 
do?" 

Shress is silent for a whole minute before saying, "I turned him 

in . " 

Six glance down at her and sees that she is no longer making eye 
contact with him. He realizes that to turn against your suitor, or a 
comrade in arms, must be seen a dishonorable thing. 

With the urge to comfort her returning, he leans down and curls an 
arm around her shoulder. This causes her to look up at Six as he 
says, "you did what you had to, to ensure your people's safety and 
that your military wouldn't be used in such a destructive 
manner . " 

"But, " she looks away from him and says, "to turn on a suitor in such 
a way is considered dishonorable, making me look 

unfaithfula€ | undesirable" her voice fades as she closes her eyes, but 
not before Six could see the glimmer of a tear forming. 

Six leans down and before he could stop himself, plant a kiss on 
Shress's forehead. Her mandibles shiver slightly as she opens her 
eyes and stares at the Spartan above her. 

"You came and saved me from the middle of a battlefield, " Six tells 
her softly, "out of everyone in the UNSC, it was you, my friend from 
another planet, that came and saved me, you are the most dependable 
and honorable person I have ever met Shress." 

Shress stares up at him, speechless, but he can tell what he said has 
lifted her spirits. She raises her hand and cups Six's cheek as she 
says, "thank you." 

He smiles at her and begins stroking her head once more. Shress leans 
against Six's body as her hand moves from his face to his shoulder 
and holds him in a form of a hug. They are both content at the 
moment, the only sound being Shress's purring as she rests against 
Six's body. 

After a few minutes of peaceful silence, Shress leans away slightly 
and looks up at Six, "what about you?" He gives her a questioning 
look so she asks again, "where are you from?" 

Six pauses his hand stroking 's as he wonders about the question. 

Where was he from? He tries to concentrate on it, concentrate on his 
life before volunteering to be a Spartan. He closes his eyes as he 
thinks. He remembers something, a room, full of people; all of them 
were laughing and seems to be talking to one another. A party maybe? 
Then they started to scream, someone picked him up, he remembers 
seeing the frantic mob, right before he was shoved into a space 
freighter. As it pulls away, he watches through a view port as large 
violet ships hovers over the planet before releasing its powerful 
cleansing weapon. After thata€ | he was on a street somewhere, living 
on his own until two adults in black suits approach him, asks if he 
wanted to fight. As a kid he had no idea what he they were asking 
for, but it resulted with boot camp, the transformation process, and 
ends with him sitting where he is nowa€ j a Spartan. 



His life was stolen from him in the form of the Covenant. Unlike the 
Spartan II 's, he fought with a vengeance, as well as every other 
third generation Spartan, all willing to make the Covenant pay. Six 
always figured he would fight the Covenant to the end of his days, 
hating the aliens for the rest of his life. But now here he isa€|with 
Shress resting her head on his lap, both relax and both comforted in 
each other's presence. 

"Michael?" he is brought out of his thinking and looks back into 
Shress' s beautiful eyes once more as she asks, "where are you from? 
Are you from Earth, or one of your colonies?" 

Six feels slightly humiliated as he answers, "I don't know." 

Shress gives an odd look before smiling at him and gives a light 
laugh, "how can you not know where you are from?" 

Six helplessly shrugs before saying; "No one ever told me soa€ | " his 
voice fades away as he becomes unsure what to say next. 

The smile disappears off of Shress as she says in a sober voice, "I'm 
sorry, I didn't mean to implyaC | what about your parents? Who were 
they ? " 

"I don't know," replies Six again. 

"Wella€|what about your family name, can't you find them through 
that?" she asks. 

"Ia€|don't know," Six says no looking away from Shress. 

There is a moment as moment of muteness lapse between them before 
Shress finally asks in an unbelievable voice, "How can you not know 
where you came from, who your parents are, or your family name?" 

Six shakes his head, no unable to look at Shress, "I can't 
rememberaC | nobody has ever told me." 

Silence envelopes them as Six refuses to look at Shress, unsure what 
she'll think of his situation. However he didn't expect her hand to 
lightly grab his chin and pulls it down until he is back to looking 
her in her eyes. 

"Well from what I can tell," Shress said as she looks into Six's 
eyes, "you must be from a great warrior family that resides in a 
great palace in a powerful city-state." 

Six couldn't take her solemn tone seriously as he cracks a smile at 
her, "Or I could just be the son of a farmer from the dishevel outer 
colonies . " 

She cocks her head a little in his lap, "and what, pray tell, is a 
farmer? " 

"Oh, uh, " Six thinks for a moment before responding, "Well a farmer 
is a person who grows food." 

"Grows food?" Shress asks as she sits up a little to better look into 
his eyes, "grows food from where?" 



"The ground, " he sees her suspicious look so he says, "honestly 
Shress, farmers places seeds into the ground, they take care of it, 
and out sprouts plants, it was with plants that we are able to make 
the bread I ate earlier." 

Shress still looks unconvinced so he just says, "If I ever get the 
chance. I'll show you what I mean." 

She nods slowly before opening her mandibles wide and allows a yawn 
to escape. Realizing she is tired. Six is about to ask her if she 
wishes to turn in when a thought struck him. 

"Shress?" he asks, "Where did you sleep last night." 

"Here," she says casually as she places her hand on the couch. Six 
gives the furniture a quick look; it's long enough for Shress to lie 
down on, but not enough room for her to spread out and such. 

"I'm guessing you didn't get a comfortable nap then," Six 
says . 

Shress merely shrugs and says, "I make do with what I have, it's 
actually quite comfortable compared to the other places where I had 
to sleep before." 

Despite her words. Six wanted her to get some proper rest, especially 
after everything that has happen to her, from her rescuing him and so 
fort; she deserves it. 

With that in mind, he asks, "Would like to sleep in the officer's bed 
tonight ? " 

Shress eyes lock onto his as she pushes herself up and asks, "But 
what about you?" 

"I can sleep here tonight," Six said as he pats the couch as 
well . 

Shress is already shaking her head as she answers, "No Michael, you 
need to make a full recovery, you need to be sleeping comfortably to 
do that . " 

"Oh, so it wasn't comfortable to sleep here then is it?" Six 
questions . 

She gives him a small growl, "I can take it, you, on the other hand, 
needs to rest." 

"So do you, " argues Six, "you deserve it, I feel like we both went 
through the same hardships together, if I need rest then so do 
you . " 

She growls once more, "Well I'm not sleeping in the bed 
tonight . " 

"Well then neither will I," counters Six, to which Shree snarls 
at . 


They both stare hard at one another, trying to find weaknesses in the 



others claims until the Spartan finally sighs and states, "Why don't 
we compromise?" 

"How?" demands the Sangheili with a snarl. 

Six is starting to get annoyed with her, it is because of that he 

says his next words without thinking, "we can share the 

bed." 

Anxiety, confusion and just plain awkwardness suddenly clouds them as 
they stare at each other as they try to remain calm and appear as if 
they are in control of themselves, but Six feels his body slightly 
balking a bit over his radical resolution. Shress appears the same 
way, unable to even believe what it is that Six has said as she 
freezes like a statue. 

Finally after a near minute of silence she stutters, 

"W-what ? " 

"N-nothing, " Six answers, "just a slip of the tongue." 

Shress shakes her head, "that's not what you said," when she looks 
into his eyes she asks, "did you invite me to your bed?" 

Six quickly raises his hands, "to sleep in, n-nothing more, " or so he 
hopes . 

Shress looks as if she is having a hard time processing this as Six 
struggles to keep himself from flushing fully. 

Shress looks into his eyes, "just to sleep in?" 

"You have my word, " Six says as he holds up his hands once more as if 
he is surrendering. 

Shress eyes him closely before saying, "wella€|it would be more 
comfortable than this piece of furniturea€ | " 

Six stands on his feet, holds out his hand to her and says, "Alright, 
thena€|uh, shall we?" he asks, now feeing the blush breaking 
through . 

Shress seems to be shivering slightly as she takes his hand, 

"Alright . " 

Nervously and anxiously, they left the room, walk down the hall in 
silence and enter the officer's cabin. Six is pretty sure she is 
feeling the same way he is; like a giant boulder is on top of him and 
threatening to crush his insides. Within, it was as if the bed was 
placed in a spotlight, making it almost impossible for Six to ignore 
it . 

"Do you, uh, " Six voice fails before he finally asks, "have anything 
you wish to change into?" 

Shress quickly shakes her head before asking, "Do you?" 

Six shakes his head as well before sighing, _might as well get it 
over with . 



He walks to the bed and pulls back the messy covers before lying down 
on his side, the right side of the bed. Shress approaches as well and 
very slowly lies down on the left side. Six watches out of the corner 
of his eye as she pulls her leg closer to her so that they can rest 
on the bed as well without sticking out. She lets out a content sigh 
and Six guesses that his assumption that she wasn't comfortable on 
the couch was correct . 

Six coughs lightly before saying, "good night Shress." 

"Good night Michael, " is her reply as Six reaches for the switch 
close to the bed and turns the lights off. 

The room is shrouded in darkness, and Six became very still, and so 

has Shress. He feels like he is on a lone scouting mission as he lies 

there unmoving, and Shress is the thing he is observing. He watches 
from the corner of his eye as she sleeps, unmoving. Or so he thought, 
the slight twitching of her body reveals that she is still awake and 

the slight turns of her head suggests she too is observing him, 

unaware that he is still awake as well. 

_This is going to be a long night_, he thought to himself. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Six is sure at least two hour has passed and yet Shress remains 
awake. He has become as still as stone while breathing low and even 
breathes as he watches her with half open eyes, waiting for what, he 
has no idea.<p> 

Suddenly Shress makes a move. Slowly, she begins to wriggle her way 
closer to the center of the bed. It takes all of the Spartan's 
training not to move, not to flinch and not to allow himself to start 

hyperventilating. Shress works her body closer to the border of the 

bed, ever so carefully so she wouldn't disturb him he assumes. 

Six thought she was going to stop when she reaches the middle, but 
she doesn't, instead she keeps on moving until she is a mere 

centimeter from Six. He wanted to reveal he was still awake but holds 

his position as he waits to see what she does next. Finally, Shress 
closes the gap and leans her back against Six's chest. He hears her 
let out a soft breath of satisfaction as she relaxes and rests her 
head close to Six. 

The Spartan smiles at her and wishes he could wrap his arms around 
her, but he holds back the restrain since she is still awake. 

_Looks like this compromise is working after all_, he thought as he 
listens to Shress ' s soft breathing. 

**Please review or PM on how I did on this chapter, I have no idea if 
I played this chapter out well, I hope I did, and thanks for reading. 

><strong> 


18. New Kind of Warfare 


**New kind of Warfare** 



**Sorry it's taking me a while to update, I've been busy lately and 
probably will be for a while so just giving you a heads up that it 
may take me a while to update future chapters, hope you all can be 
patient . * * 

**Also, sorry it took me a while to write, I had trouble wondering 
what would be the best way to write this chapter, writer block I 
guess, I hope you all enjoy this chapter.** 

Shress awakes and allows a yawn to escape as she spread her jaws wide 
open. She then sighs in content, she doesn't know why, but she feels 
as if she just had the best sleep of her life. 

_Maybe it's the bed_, she thinks to herself as she slowly buries her 
head into the pillow. She starts to shift her weight around a little 
to get into a more comfortable position but is stop. She feels 
something against her abdomen, holding her in place. Curiously she 
looks down and her eyes widens. 

There is an arm, a human arm, holding her. 

As she freezes, she slowly becomes aware that there is something 
strange about this setting. She tries to push herself backwards in an 
attempt to distant herself from the limb, but instead meets a strong 
barrier. Carefully, she raises and twists her hand around and touches 
whatever is blocking her way. She feels the unusual sensation of 
human fabric blocking her way. 

As she lies there, trying to understand her situation she soon feels 
that there is something a bit off. Her legs are curled so they can 
rest on the bed, but she feels something resting right against them. 
Finally she realizes something slightly disturbing; her pillow seems 
to be moving slightly. 

She touches what she hopes to be a plush cushion, but instead she 
feels something large, warm, and smooth. 

_It can't be_, she thought to herself, but she knew there is only one 
way to know for sure. Hesitantly and carefully, she rotates her body 
and is met by an almost dream like fantasy. Resting next to her, 
cuddling her with one arm while supporting her head with the other, 
is Michael. 

The human breathes slowly and evenly with his eyes still close; 
obviously still asleep. 

Shress feels a million emotions taking over her as she lies there. 

She feels horrified, frighten, and confused, and yeta€ | happiness 
outranks all of these feelings. 

She had hoped and even pray (to who she doesn't know) that Michael 
wouldn't mind if she snuggled up with him. Now waking in his embrace 
is as if she is still having a dream, but this is real, all too 
real . 

If she has to be honest with herself, this position is quite 
comfortable and, dare she say it, delightful. 

Feeling a little daring, she raises her hand and runs her fingers, 
mindful of her claws, down the Spartan's chest. It is firm. 



unyielding, but she feels it quiver ever so slightly at her touch. 
Suddenly Michael releases a relaxed sigh as he lowers his head until 
it is resting on his arm along with Shress and she feels his arm 
pulling her closer to his body. 

She panics for a moment before calming herself down. This feels right 
so nice, being close to another warm body, especially when that body 
belongs to someone who she is very fond of. 

She allows a small smile to appear on her features as she rests her 
head against Michael's, feeling his soft fur slightly tousling her 
forehead while an emotion of peace settles in while she is in the 
human's single armed hug. She feels her eyes starting to droop and 
she begins to fall back asleep when a sudden thought crosses her 
mind . 

_He ' s asleep_, she thought, _he could be dreaming that he is holding 
a female of his own kind, how will he react when he awakes to find he 
is holding me instead?_ 

The sudden wretched thought is enough to cause Shress jump out of the 
bed, breaking Michael's embrace and pulling some of the covers off 
along with her. She becomes completely still and silent, waiting for 
the Spartan to awake. Instead the human unconsciously starts to swipe 
the section where Shress was lying not too long ago. She thought she 
saw a slight frown appear on his face when he seems to have failed 
finding her . 

She wishes she could return to the original position she was in and 
continue to enjoy the closeness and comfort Michael had provided, but 
she reminds herself of her past thinking. It pains her to imagine 
that he is thinking of another female while holding her in his 
sleeping embrace, but it might be better this way, there'll be less 
trouble if he awakes alone. 

She turns to leave, but pauses and looks back at the Spartan. He is 
still once more, but now with his hand resting in the area where 
Shress ' s body has left an imprint, almost as if it is still searching 
for her. She didn't want to leave, she wanted to return to him, but 
knew it was for the best, and yeta€ | she wish to show her appreciation 
to the human who has respected and cared for her. 

She has only done this with male Sangheilis, but she turns back to 
the bed and silently approaches. She now stands over Michael who 
continues sleeping, unaware of her presence. She dips a claw 
downwards and it slowly twirls his fur in circles which causes the 
Spartan to let out a soft puff of air. 

Shress smiles with confidence and before she could second guess 
herself, she leans down and licks Michael on the cheek. Michael stirs 
slightly, but remains in his slumber, which slightly annoys Shress 
before she remembers she had decided to let the recent ordeal be a 
secreta€ ! even though she desires beyond measure that she could speak 
to the Spartan about it. 

All she could do is sigh before ruffling his fur lightly as she turns 
and walks out. She pauses when she is halfway out the door frame to 
give the human a final glance before exiting and heads towards the 
fourth room. 



* *Six POV** 


Six's eyes open as soon as the door closes and releases his held 
breath once Shress left the room. 

He rolls onto his back and cover his eyes with an arm as he growls, 
"Michael you idiot, " as he replays what just happen a few minutes 
ago . 

He should have known that was going to happen, what was he thinking? 
In the early hour of the morning, or what he assumes is morning, he 
awoke to find Shress curled right next to him, even closer than the 
spot she fell asleep last night. He has no idea what made him do it, 
it's almost like acting on instinct, he wrapped her in his arm, 
lifted her head and gently place her on his other arm and brought her 
closer to him than ever before. 

He felt incredibly nervous, what if she wakes and was offended by how 
he took her in his arms. Would it affect their friendship? 

Despite all these worries though, he couldn't help but felt thrilled 
and comforted having her so close. She smelled of something exotic, 
something definitely foreign to the human nose, he mused for a while 
whether Sangheili women used their own form of perfume or not. Her 
skin feels like warm leather and yet there was a soft tenderness to 
it. He absentmindedly played with her talons for a while, wondering 
if she used it in combat or the likes. However, all of his thinking 
was halted as he felt Shress beginning to stir. 

He pretends to be sleeping thinking it would be best to appear that 
way, but secretly he observed her and most importantly, her reaction. 
He felt her body stiffen and heard her breathing coming in something 
close to gasping. He was considering whether he should try and move 
away or not when she suddenly calmed down. He was even more surprised 
when she huddled closer to him and even ran her fingers down his 
chest, which caused him to shiver at her touch. Feeling suddenly bold 
he pulls her closer to him, no longer caring if she thinks he is 
asleep or not. He felt her starting to panic again but calmed just 
after a second and rests her soft forehead against his, breathing 
quite smoothly now with the both of them resting in comfort. 

Six was ready to fall back asleep with her in his arms again when she 
suddenly jerks out of his grip. It took all of his skills and 
training not to reveal he was awake. He almost gave it away when he 
reached for her, but he kept his breathing in check and made sure his 
eyes remains closed. 

He is unsure what Shress is doing, but he feels disappointment 
starting to cloud his mind when he heard her footsteps walking away 
towards the door. He thought she was heading out, which was why he 
became puzzled when he heard her pause and was surprised when he 
heard her returning to the bed. He had to fight with all of his 
strength to keep his eyes closed and lie completely still. 

He became even more confused with what happened, but he felt 
comforted when he sensed Shress playing with his hair as she always 
have. But he isn't sure what it is she did, but he suddenly felt a 
strange warm wetness originating on his cheek. 

At the end of that memory. Six reaches up and touches the side of his 



face in question. He feels it still moist, running from the top close 
to his eye all the way down before ending near his chin. 

_What was that_, he wonders, _was that a Sangheili version of a 
kiss_? The thought was enough to cause the Spartan to flush lightly, 
definitely not a normal function of a Spartan. 

He rolls over back onto his side as he thinks of what had just 
occurred. Did this mean Shress like the hug or didn't she? She was 
the one who first cuddled close to him last night and when she awoke 
she did panic a little, but eventually calmed and continued lying 
alongside of him. She appeared to be happy with the sleeping 
arrangement, but then she leapt away from him, literally. A change of 
heart perhaps, or was she still half asleep and didn't know what was 
happening at the time. 

Or was she merely experimenting and decided she didn't like the 
contact ? 

The uncertainty, the unknowna€ | Six was train to handle unknown combat 
situations, but in this situat iona€ | he didn't even know what category 
this would fall under. 

Frustrated, Six punches the mattress. The bed absorbs the blow but it 
left a large dent behind. He sighs before deciding he might as well 
get up, no Spartan has ever been trained to lay around longer than 
necessary . 

He swings his legs over the side, stands and stretches. He grimaces a 
little when his body releases a stream of protest through pain. His 
body is making good progress in healing, medical doctors would see 
him as a living miracle simply because he is able to stand, let alone 
walk, but for Six, he feels as if he isn't healing fast enough. 

The Spartan lumbers into the restroom once more and douses his face 
in cold water. It helps him to become more self-aware as the frigid 
liquid runs down his face and further down his body. He shivers 
slightly but is grateful that it'll help wake him up. When he faces 
Shress he wants his mind to be prepared if she asks any questions and 
he'll be able to answer as carefully as he can. 

He chuckles slightly as he realizes he's mentally bracing himself as 
if he is about to head out onto a battlefield. 

_And in a way I guess I am_, he figures, _just think of all your 
training, make the best tactical decision and hope for the best but 
be prepared for the worsta€ | whatever that would be_. 

Feeling his nerves starting to be set on end, the Spartan slowly 
walks out of the restroom and out of the sleeping quarters. He needs 
to have breakfast, and there's no doubt Shress will be there as well, 
where else would she be considering the rec room is the only place 
that offers food and relaxation? 

His feet tentatively walks towards the forth door, his heart starting 
to beat faster than ever before. Why is he suddenly feeling like 
this, even when he is walking into battle he usually doesn't feel 
this way, in fact he would feel more at ease if he was getting ready 
for war, that way he would at least be armed. 



Six hesitates at the door, still wondering why his nerves are acting 
up on him when he finally presses the needed buttons on the terminal 
and the door opens. He walks in to find Shress in the kitchen area of 
the rec room once more. 

Shress looks up and they locked eyes. Six feels his throat dry and 
feels warm blood rising to his face. Shress breaks eye contact and 
quickly looks down, avoiding his gaze. 

_Great_, Six thought as he walks in, _another one of those days_. 

He walks to the back where Shress is and sees that she is preparing 
herself a meal, raw meat again. Six wonders if this is all that 
Sangheilis eat or if the meat is the only thing on the ship that 
Shress could stand. 

He muses this over as he goes to a cupboard to get his own breakfast. 
Today he feels as if he could stomach something other than bread, 
which was a relief considering he is starving. He shifts around in 
the 'breakfast' section, seeing if he can find something that could 
fill him. 

He is examining a box of dehydrated cereal when he smells the sweet 
aroma of meat. Self-consciously he peeks over his shoulder as he 
watches Shress remove her meal from the microwave and walks to the 
more furnished area of the room. He thinks for a minute before 
placing the box back and turns to the fridge. He unwrap a small 
amount of meat, places it in the microwave, reheats it and takes it 
out. He couldn't help but feel his mouth beginning to water at the 
smell, it feels like forever since the last time he ate warm meat, 
and not the dried out ones from the standard MREs. 

Not fearing as much as he did when he walked in. Six takes the meat, 
forgoing a plate, and follows Shress to the furnish section to eat. 
Without looking, the Spartan sits at the couch and bites into the 
warm substance. He feels the sweet taste and texture slowly explode 
in his mouth as he chews, but he notice movement in his peripheral 
vision. He nearly chokes when he realizes that Shress is sitting on 
the other side of the couch as well, but she takes no notice as she 
concentrates on her food. Six does the same and slowly they eat in 
silence, aside from the subtle glances they would send to each other, 
they didn't communicate at all. 

Finally the dreaded moment came when Six finishes his steak and he is 
left sitting there with nothing to do while feeling Shress eyeballing 
him. He merely shifts his weight and leans on the arm of the 
furniture, trying to get as comfortable as he could while listening 
to the sound of Shress ' s chewing filling the background. He couldn't 
help but notice there is a muted like thump every time she takes a 
bite and wonders how strong her jaws are. 

_Probably strong enough to bite my head off if I offend her_, he 
suppresses the shudder at the thought and decides he might as well 
try and open up a conversation with her. 

"Soa€|"Six starts as he desperately thinks of something to say before 
finally deciding to take a risk and ask what is on his mind, "how was 
your sleep last night?" 


Shress makes a sputtering noise, causing some chinks of steak to fly 



out of her mouth as she leans over slightly. Six tries to give her 
some modesty by not looking at the dumped meat, he was about to ask 
if she is feeling alright when she looks up and he is surprised to 
see anxiety anda€ | something else in her shinning silver eyes. 

"W-Why would you ask?" Her sudden stuttering takes Six off guard for 
a bit as he thinks of a suitable reply. 

He tries to remain casual as he says, "I'm just curious, that was 
your first time sleeping in a human bed, right?" 

"Ia€iwell, it wasa€|nice, I slept well," she says this while not 
looking up Six notes. Does this mean she didn't like them sleeping 
together? 

Six pushes these thoughts away as he slowly nods, deciding to say 
something a little truthful, "I had a good night's rest too, it was 
quite comfortable, relaxing and enjoyable." 

Shress looks up at him before asking, "And why would that be?" 

He offers her a gentle smile, "I don't know, maybe it's the change in 
pace, I can't really remember when was the last time I took a break 
from the battlefield, not sincea€|" Six starts to lose focus as his 
eyes suddenly clouds with memories; people, placesa€ | a world on 
f ire . 

"Michael?" the voice brings Six back to reality as he looks at Shress 
who gives him a concerning look, "are you alright?" 

Six thought for a moment before nodding, "Yeah, just thinking of 
something else, " he gives his head a quick shake before looking back 
at her and said, "sorry, I was saying I haven't taken a break from 
combat since I arrived on Reach." 

Shress nods before becoming silent. She seems to be in deep thought 
before she looks at Six and asks, "how long have you been fighting 
Michael ? " 

He gives her a shrug before saying, "ever since I became a 
Spartan . " 

"How long ago was that?" she counters. 

Six thinks for a moment, running quick calculations in his head 
before saying, "about twenty years ago, I have no idea how Sangheilis 
would measure that in units." 

Shress lightly shakes her head before replying, "a year is the span 
of time it takes for your seasons to complete a cycle, correct?" Six 
nods in confirmation so she continues, "Sangheilis measure that span 
with the passing of the summer seasons on Sanghelios." 

Six nods once more, "It's the same with humans, despite our colonies 
having dif f erenta€ | t ime spans, we all follow the one span of a year 
by Earth standard." 

"I am unsure if our span of time is similar," notes Shress, 
it is, then twenty summers seem to be a long time." 


"but if 



"It certainly feels that way," agrees Six as he leans against the end 
of the couch, unaware of how this brought him closer to Shress. 

He looks back at her and asks, "How many years, or summers, of 
fighting have you performed?" 

Like Six before, Shress thinks carefully before answering, "Most 
Sangheilis of my age have been in service for seventeen summers." She 
falls back into deep thinking before asking another question, "When 
do humans come of age?" 

"Come of age?" Six asks in confusion. 

"How many summers must a human have to pass before he is deemed ready 
for combat?" Shress rephrases. 

"A human of eighteen summers is given the choice to join the military 
or not," explains Six, "but due to thea€ i last few years, almost 
everybody who is able to fight is drafted into the UNSC." 

Shress becomes suddenly interested, "you have a choice whether you 
wish to become a warrior or not?" 

Six remembers all the reports and lessons he had learned of the 
Sangheilis, how they lived in a combat based society; the thought of 
people wanting to be something other than a warrior must be a major 
shock to Shress, so he tries his best to explain the concept to 
her . 

"Yes, most of the time, people are given the choice if they want to 
be warriors or not, " he explains, "some people have different 
ambitions, like wanting to be a cook, or an artist, or a doctor, or a 
musician and so forth, basically it's their choice on how they wish 
to contribute to our society." 

Shress looks down, probably trying to comprehend this new information 
before looking back up and says, "So you chose to be a warrior, your 
family, or whoever it was that raised you, didn't influence you to 
take the path of a soldier?" 

Six flashbacks to when he was a kid, remembering all those people he 
was around when the Covenant came. He has long since forgotten who 
they were, but he remembers the anger he had felt after witnessing 
their deaths and how it was because of that anger that he volunteered 
for the Spartan program. 

"More or less, " Six finally answers as he looks away, unsure if he 
should tell the whole story to Shress or not. 

Silence now lapse between them, filled only by the sound of their 
breathing. Finally Shress asks, "How many summers are you Michael, 
thirty-eight summers?" 

Six gives an amused grunt before responding, "Close, thirty-two 
summers . " 

This causes Shress to cock her head to the side as she says, 

"buta€ | you said humans come of age when they are eighteen summers, if 
you have been fighting for twenty summers then you should be about 
thirty-eight seasonsa€| is this reasoning correct?" 



Six gives her a reassuring smile, "You're math isn't wrong Shress, 
you got it right, buta€ ! " he hesitates a bit. What he is about to 
tell her is a Spartan secret that no one outside the program knows 
about, just to mention it could get him in trouble. Yet he wants to 
tell Shress, he feels he could tell her anythingaC i well except for 
what happen that morning, but with thisaCiyes, he does trust her. 

He lets out a small sigh before saying, "most humans make their 
decisions when they are eighteen summers olda€|but I made mine when I 
was six summers old." 

Shress leans in slightly as if to get a better view of Six before 
saying, "you were a youngling when you made your decision?" 

He gives a light chuckle, "yeah, so I suppose you can say I was 
raised to be a warrior." 

"Raised to be a warrior, " Shress repeats, "this is similar on 
Sanghelios, younglings begin their trainings when they are born. As 
infants they are told the sagas of past champions, as younglings they 
are taught to act with dignity and how to handle weapons, harnessing 
their combat prowess begins when they passed ten summers, and from 
there, if they are male, they join the Covenant." 

Six wears an amused look on his face as he asks, "so when are 
children given the chance to have fun?" 

Shress shakes her head, "Only when they have time to themselves which 
isn't often, and if they are caught playing, running or having 
pretend battles, then usually their teacher will step in and order 
them to cease, to act with the pride of a Sangheili." 

Six gives her a sly look, "and did you ever get in trouble for 
this ? " 

She gives him a smile in return, "I believe almost every Sangheili 
child has this flaw, we all have been discipline in acting with pride 
and respect." 

Six couldn't really picture Shress getting into trouble, then again 
if she is ever captured by the Covenant than she will be in really 
big trouble. 

"Were you raised in a similar manner?" Shress asks as her next 
question . 

Six couldn't help but smirk, "Just about, but when we were trained, 
me and the other Spartans, we had to learn how to fight, shoot, swim, 
drive, fly, how to use certain tech, how to fix things, how to use 
battle computers, learn advance calculations and various other things 
all in six summers." 

He looks her in the eye as he says, "RememberaC | after we brought down 
the _Long Night of Solace_?" She nods in confirmation so he 
continues, "and remembered when I told you I was a lone wolf?" 


She thinks for a moment before replying 
own, correct?" 


"You said you worked on your 



Six nods back, "Yeah, so that means I had to learn everything that a 
team would normally know, most Spartans finished their training in 
six summers, it took me six and a half summers to finish because I 
had to take extra training ina€|well basically everything." 

Shress is silent for a moment before asking, "And did you have any 
fun as a child?" 

Six thinks for a moment before replying back, "Well our drill 
instructors did everything they could think of to make us Spartans 
miserable and during this one training session as we were practicing 
a hide and evasion technique, " he pauses to smile, "we noticed the 
instructors were in the perfect position for an ambush, 
soa€ | " 

Shress' s eyes widen as she asks, "you ambushed your own 
instructors ? " 

Six laughs, more at the memory then Shress ' s reaction, "Yeah, we paid 
for it after that, had to push a bus load of scrap metal up a hill, 
took us all night to do it, but it was worth it." 

Shress stills looks unsure, which causes Six to laugh, "don't tell me 
we deserved that, the instructors had it coming to them, ever since 
day one they called us boot, sprayed us with dirty water and hit us 
upside our heads with stun batons. So when we had a chance to get 
back at them, well we took it." 

Shress is silent before saying, "I've never heard of instructors 
doing that to any Sangheili before." 

Six shrugs in turn, "yeah, even among humans to do that to kids would 
have been seen as barbaric, which is why Spartans became the secret 
of the UNSC up until twenty-five twenty-five, or somewhere around 
there when our presence was revealed to the public to help boost 
morale . " 

His Sangheili companion thinks some more before saying, "Well we have 
to defend our honor whenever it is challenged, so I suppose your 
attack was justified." 

The Spartan chuckles before lowering his head, "well thanks for 
excusing my actions your honorable Shress." 

This gets a laugh out as her, a sound that enraptures Six as he 
listens to the near musical sound. 

A thought crosses his mind, but he waits until Shress is through 
laughing before asking, "Shress, how many summer are you?" 

She gives him a broad smile before replying, "I'm passed thirty-four 
summers . " 

Six wears a serious expression as he teases, "Wowa€ | that ' s 
old." 

"Indeed" she said bowing her head almost modestly, "not many Covenant 
soldiers, let alone males, surpass that age." 

Six is now lost for words, his initial joke seem to have backfired on 



him. 


_Well Sangheilis honor and respect their elders_, he reasons, _it ' s 
only logical that to become older is seen as a sort of treat to 
them_. 

"I am curious though," Shress's voice brought Six out of his thinking 
as he looks back at her, "can you give more detail of how you were 
trained? " 

Six wonders if it's alright, if regulations would allow him until he 
decides to go for it, the very least he can do is name some types of 
training he had to undertake and not tell how. 

"Alright, " Six says as he makes himself more comfortable and looks 
into her eyes, "well when I first got to base for training, the first 
thing we had to was jump out of an aircraft." 

**Shress POV** 

Shress has no idea how much time has passed, but if she was truthful, 
she didn't really care. 

She listened to Michael as he tells of his upbringings to become a 
Spartan, a tale that fascinates, confuses and shocks her. She 
couldn't believe the physical test that was inflicted upon the young 
humans and how they had to be able to balance their studies with 
their physical performances without failing. What confuses her though 
is that even though the transformation into Spartans will make them 
stronger and smarter, she couldn't understand why they had to go 
through that kind of demanding training in the first place. She 
didn't really understand why it was that Michael and his fellow 
Spartans played tricks on their trainers when they knew full well it 
was illegal and they would always be punished. Yet what she finds the 
strangest thing is that Michael would laugh and smile as he describes 
their punishments, almost as if he enjoyed getting into trouble, and 
all for amusement. The best she could conclude is that it's a human 
reaction, something she may probably never fully understand. 

She only interrupts Michael's storytelling to ask the occasional 
question like what a certain device he used would do, or why it is he 
decides to perform one action instead of the other, yet chief among 
them was her inquires of certain human words and phrases. 

They stop for the occasional break and to prepare their meals. She 
couldn't help but smile as she remembered how Michael experimented 
with her using human cuisines, but her frustration was enough to 
inform him that she's carnivorous and she has no taste for anything 
green. She is happy to see Michael eating more, she didn't want to 
voice it, but his face and body seemed thinner then when they first 
set out on their journey. Now it's steadily regaining its original 
full appearance. 

At the moment they are sitting together on the long piece of 
furniture as they finish what she supposes is their supper meal. She 
is well aware she is eating the same meat she has been consuming for 
the past day, but she loved the taste and texture despite it being of 
human origins. She glances over at Michael who is eating meat as 
well, not in large quantity as hers and he also has some greenery 
decorating the side of his plate. 



"How can you bear the taste of that?" Shress finally asks and 
indicates the green food he is consuming. 

Michael finishes chewing the food in his mouth before replying, "You 
mean my vegetables? Humans eat it because it's our primary source of 
vitamins . " 

"What are vitamins?" Shress once again questions. 

"It's, uh, it's the things inside vegetables that help keep us humans 
healthy," Six tentatively answers, unsure if she'll understand, "if 
we wish to survive we have to have our daily intake of 
vitamins . " 

Shress wonders if the Sangheili takes vitamins and they don't even 
realize it. She muses over the possibility of what else could be in 
their meals that helps keep them alive. 

As she thinks this through her head a daunting thought suddenly made 
its way into her mind. The humans know more about themselves then the 
Sangheilis did. She doesn't know if exercising could help make a 
Sangheili stronger or if certain meat would make them healthier or if 
being called something like "boot" could really help motivate her to 
do her very best at an activity. The humans have spent centuries 
studying and learning of themselves and their environment, where with 
the SangheiliaC i all that Shress knows for sure was how to fight and 
her level of family honor and dignity. Useless information should the 
unthinkable happens and the Sangheili are left to care for their own 
welfare and not the Covenant. 

Shress finishes her mound of meat and places the empty dish on the 
small table in front of her; she then leans back against the 
furniture, feeling quite full and content. However it isn't long 
before she reopens her eyes and looks back at Michael seated just a 
mere unit away. 

The human seems equally comfortable as he leans on the side of the 
furniture piece that slightly sticks out as he slowly chews his food, 
a faraway look in his eyes. She wonders what he is thinking, is it 
about the war, their current situation, or her? 

As she watches, she couldn't help it when her eyes start to wander as 
they began analyzing his body. He is quite large by human standards, 
but she is still taller by a few precious units, this would annoy any 
male but he doesn't seem that bothered, or at least he doesn't voice 
it. His skin is light, but she knew how impressionable it is, she 
wonders if he can change his skin coloration considering she has seen 
different colored humans almost on a regular basis. She next takes 
stock on his body as a whole, his form is so different from a 
Sangheili and his strength barley matches that of an average 
maleaC | yet there is something that drew her to him. Is it his scars, 
signs of a strong and capable warrior? 

She looks away as her thoughts wonder around his appearance. There is 
something alluring about the human known as a Spartan, but what? Most 
females probably would regard him as ugly or undesirable compared to 
a Sangheili warrior. He is an enemy of the Covenant and thus an enemy 
of Sanghelios, an outcast to most, but now so is she. But the one 
thing that stands out is that he is an alien, a human being, a 



creature that is beneath her. Yet she doesn't believe that, he is as 
capable as any warrior and he is surprisingly quite caring, qualities 
that most of her suitors had lacked. Was that why she is drawn to 
him, because he shows her kindness, more than any has ever showed her 
before? 

A question suddenly worms its way into her mind, a question that she 
has asked before but want to again to see if it had changed. 

She turns her head around and asks, "Why did you spare me?" 

Michael is on the verge if taking another mouthful of food when he 
pauses and looks her in the eye, "what?" 

She could see the confusion in his eyes so she says again, "When we 
first met, when we fought, why did you spare me?" 

Michael looks down before placing his now finished dish on the table 
before looking back at her, "wella€|why not?" 

She allows a small hiss of frustration to escape before continuing, 

"I was your enemy Michael, a Zealot trained and bred to annihilate 
your species, a powerful advisory, and yet when you had the chance 
you didn't kill me, why?" 

Michael glances down before returning his gaze to hers, "The same 
reason you let me up to fight for my life, because it just felt like 
the right and honorable thing to do." 

Shress thinks about the answer before looking at Michael again, "Is 
that all?" 

He becomes silent once more before looking at her, "well at the time 
yes, but now if we are ever in a similar situation again, I wouldn't 
spare you" he leans forward and takes her hand in his, "I would save 
you . " 

Shress could hear the sincerity in his voice and her insides just 
about stop. Here was her former enemy, someone she once swore she 
would kill, now her only companion, her only friend anda€ | something 
else . 

The feeling is confusing and frustrating as she struggles to find a 
way to voice her mind when Michael asks, "Shress are you 
alright ? " 

She looks up at him as he gaze at her in concern before he said, 
"usually when I take your hand you start to purr or whatever it is 
that you do, is there something wrong?" 

Shress feels her mandibles opening but no words are being forced out, 
she feels as if she is trapped, should she try questioning him about 
her feelings or should she talk of something else? 

"Shress?" Michael presses again, this time leaning in a little ways. 
She feels herself becoming nervous upon seeing he is closer to her, 
but also a form ofa€ | excitement seems to be taking over as well. This 
is too much for her. 


She disentangles her hand from his and stands, taking a small step 



away from where the Spartan is seated. 


"I'm justa€ i tired, " she finally said in what sounds like a hoarse 
voice, "If you don't mind I'm going to sleep now." 

Michael has on a look of confusion before saying, "alright, I'm going 
to put these away," he indicates the dishes, "and then I'll join 
you." He makes to stand, but halfway up he pauses and looks up at 
her, "that is if you want me to join you tonight." 

"Of course, " she suddenly said in a hurried voice, which causes him 
to give her a strange look so she stutters, "I-I mean you're still 
healing, of course you can sleep in the bed with me, that is-I mean, 
if you don't want me to be there with you or-uh, we can think of a-I 
mean if you want-" 

"Shress, " Michael says calmly, gaining her attention. He has a huge 
grin on his face as he says, "If it's no trouble than I will join you 
tonight . " 

Shress feels a smile starting to form as she replies, "yes, of 
course, I'lla€|see you then," before he could say anything else, she 
quickly turns and walks out the door and closes it. 

Once she is alone, she releases a held in hiss as she silently curses 
her foolishness. Why did she freeze like that, why couldn't she move? 
Never has she ever experience something so humiliating in her life. 
But deep down she actually felt a little afraid. Why did she react 
the way she did, how is it that Michael had that effect on her? 

She ponders this as she walks back to the officer's quarters, still 
angry with her performance and her reaction, which, in her mind, was 
so feminine. She didn't spend years of training to be a Zealot just 
to have a single male cause her to act like a feeble woman. 

She enters the sleeping quarters and makes her way to the bed. Her 
clothes are worn and full of wrinkles, but she doesn't have any spare 
energy to sew another set of clothing as she lies down on the bed, 
leaving the blankets on the floor, her clothing is enough to keep her 
warm for the night. She once again folds her legs and rests her head 
on a cushion, but she wished it was Michael's arm her head is resting 
on. She just releases a sigh as she closes her eyes and attempts to 
relax her breathing in a vain attempt to sleep, knowing full well 
that there is too much on her mind that is keeping her awake. 

After what felt like cycles have past, she is ready to release a 
growl of frustration when she hears the door opening and closing. She 
instantly becomes still, closes her eyes and slows her breathing. It 
isn't long before she hears the soft thumping of footsteps that are 
coming closer and closer to the bed. Shress tries to calm herself as 
her pulse quickens as the footsteps came closer to her. 

The footfalls finally falls silent, right next to the bed. Shress 
struggles to remain still as she feels the bed slightly moves as the 
Spartan climbs in with her. She hears him sigh as he shifts his 
weight before becoming still and his breathing came in slow easy 
breaths . 

Believing Michael is now asleep, she releases her held breath and 
shifts her body around a little, careful not to disturb the human 



beside her. 


Beside her. 

She looks over her shoulder at the sleeping form of Michael. She 
wonders if he'll wake, if he does how will he feel to find her 
resting close to him? And what about her earlier thoughts, what if he 
dreams of holding a human female and instead wakes to find her 
instead? 

Yet the need to be close to something, the urge of being with another 
warm being pushed her. She didn't wait for whole units like last 
time, now she scoots her form closer to Michael, careful not to cause 
too much seismic activity; she makes her way closer to the alien. 
Finally she feels her back gently pressing into his chest, his calm 
breaths running down her neck. 

She feels a smile beginning to mark her face, but then she tenses 
when she feels Michael starting to move. She feels his arm falling 
into the same position as that morning, wrapping around her middle 
and pulling her close to his body. She feels her pulse quickening 
before calming down as she gleefully snuggle deeper into the 
Spartan's one armed embrace. 

She releases a sigh of content as she repositions herself into 
Michael's folds, she turns and rests her head against his chest. She 
feels the soft fabric rubbing her head as Michael slowly breathes, 
she hears his gently heart beat slowly like a drum, and a feeling of 
bliss is starting to settle over her. Now she feels comfortable 
enough to fall asleep, but before she is taken by slumber, a familiar 
voice suddenly fills her with horror. 

"Comfortable are we?" 

Shress couldn't stop as she feels herself shiver slightly as she 
forces her eyes to look upwards. Soon her eyes met the green ones 
that belong to Michael. 

Shress didn't know what to say, what to do. Should she try to move 
away, stay where she is at, or do something more drastic? But at the 
moment she couldn't move, her body seems to be locked in its position 
as if its caught in a trap, and her mouth wouldn't move to form 
words, all she could do was leaver her mandibles wide, no doubt 
looking foolish. 

Michaels grin slowly fades away as he leans back a little, "sorry, " 
he said, "I didn't mean to upset you." 

Before he could move farther away, Shress shoots her arm out and 
grabs his shoulder, halting his progress. 

"No, you didn't," she suddenly finds herself saying, "I-it's quite 
nice" 

Michael didn't move, probably as unsure as she is, but a smile soon 
makes its way onto his features, Shress takers this as a good sign. 
She lets go of him, turn around and lie back on her side and says, 
"Could youa€ | could you hold me again?" 

Silence and stillness fills the room, causing Shress to wonder if she 



had made a mistake. That thought is whisk away as Michael scoots 
close to her and pulls her against him with one arm. His legs soon 
mimics her folded legs position and gently nudged them behind hers, 
almost fitting together. He then places his other arm close to the 
top of her; she knew what it is intended for. She raises her head 
slightly, allowing Michael to move his arm underneath her as she 
brought her head back down on the natural pillow. She lets out a soft 
sigh and a gentle hum soon vibrates from her throat. 

She hears the human chuckle as he whispers close to the side of her 
head, "you really like this don't you?" 

Shress becomes embarrass again as she tries to think of a response, 
"wella€ |I've never been in this position before, it's just something 
new I am experiencing." 

Again Michael chuckles, "I thought you were the one with all the 
suitors, so none of them ever held you like this?" 

Annoyed at his antics, she twists around carefully so she wouldn't 
break from his hold, and looks at his face. His smile and mischievous 
eyes were starting to really agitate her, so why doesn't she have 
some fun with him instead? 

"Well, I don't know about you and your suitors Michael" she says in 
what she takes to be an innocent voice, "but among Sangheili, to be 
with a female in bed usually means doing something more than just 
holding her . " 

Soon she begins to laugh at what she sees. Michael's face became 
bright red before becoming startling white. His eyes are huge and his 
single jaw opens and closes as if he is struggling to say something 
but couldn't. She didn't get the privilege of seeing a look of pure 
shock on a human's face, let alone a Spartan, on a daily basis, so 
she made sure she enjoyed it. 

Slowly Michael begins to regain his composure and Shress ' s laughter 
starts to subside. Finally with his original coloring back, he asks, 
"So I take it you've been with a lot of people in bed 
then? " 

Shress ' s smile fades as she looks down, not looking into Michael's 
eyes. The truth was, she hasn't been with anyone like that and who 
would want her once they know her secret? One that she could not 
hide, that affected her whole life and the primary reason why she has 
yet to find a mate. 

"Not very often, no, " Shress responds back, but she knew Michael will 
ask questions so she tries to steer the conversation away from her, 
"unlike you I am sure, you must have mated with many women and sired 
many younglings by now." 

Once the words left her mouth, she instantly wishes she can take them 
back, but it is too late. She keeps her eyes off Michael as she 
begins to dwell in her own self misery. For some reason, the thought 
of Michael being with another woman, and being in bed with her, fills 
Shress with unknown anger and grief. And no doubt she reminded him of 
someone else probably more favorable and beautiful than her, a female 
of his own species. 



There's no escaping reality, she raises her head to see what he will 
say, but is surprise once more. Michael has once again gone white in 
the face and his mouth is now hanging slightly open agape. 

He says nothing for a few units before finally stuttering out, 
"A-A-Actually , no, no Shress, Spartans aren't allowed toa€|uha€|be 
with any females." 

Now Shress feels confusion rather than sadness, she tilts her head 
slightly as she looks at him, "why," she questions, "don't your 
military wish to produce more abled warriors like yourself?" 

Shress wouldn't have believed it if she was told humans could turn 
whiter than how bleach Michael had become, but Michael made her 
believed it. It was hilarious watching the near stoic Spartan losing 
his poise, but with him doing it often now is starting to look 
alarming . 

Finally Michael coughs a little as he finally speaks once more, 
"Spartans are definitely not allowed to do that." 

He sees her curious eyes so he elaborates, "Remember when I told you 
how Spartans are made?" Shress nods in confirmation, "wella€|we 
aren't sure how the argumentation really affected us, we have no idea 
what would happen if we evera€|mate with someone, or what the results 
would be, " he glance at her, "so in order to protect ourselves and 
anyone we may choose as oura€ | partners , we aren't allowed to do 
anything of the likes." 

Shress couldn't believe what she is hearing. Here is a being with 
almost the same problems as she does, but his can possible be fixed, 
hers couldn't, but that doesn't eliminate her feelings for him, the 
fact that he doesn't have a mate for some reason causes her to 
smile . 

Michael grins at her as he gently pokes her shoulder, "what's so 
funny? " 

"Nothing," Shress says as she desperately tries to stop smiling. As 
she tries to stop, a thought suddenly creeps into her mind that 
causes chills to blow down her spine. 

"Michael, " she says, trying to gain the courage to at him, "were you 
awake this morning?" 

She doesn't look him in the eye; instead she stares down at his 
chest, trying hard to ignore the muscle expanse before her. 

Slowly Michael answers, "Yes." 

She lets out a shuttering breath as she asks, "did you feel 
somethinga€ | wet ? " she wouldn't describe a lick as such, but she has 
no idea how else to describe it. 

"No," Michael replies. 

Shress frowns slightly in puzzlement, but before she could think long 
about it, she feels a wet, yet warm sensation on the top of her head, 
which just about stops her from breathing. The feeling disappears and 
Michael whispers close to her, "I felt something warma€ | did 



"Is thata€ | a human sign of 


you? " 

Slowly Shress nods her head as she asks, 
affection? " 

"Yes, " Michael replies carefully before asking, "and is it the same 
thing with a lick?" 

Shress feels her throat drying as she finally forces her eyes to look 
into his. They are quite beautiful if she has to be truthful. They 
are dark often times, but now they look as if they are gleaming and 
full of what she takes to be care and gentleness, a side of a Spartan 
that she has never seen before. 

"Yes, " she finds herself answering in a near whisper tone almost 
similar to Michael, "it is." 

Michael slowly smiles at her but it fades. Shress begins to panic; 
_does this mean he does not feel the same? Does he find my figure 
unattractive? Does he prefer a human female instead of me? Of course 
he would, what sensible being wouldn't, then again that would mean me 
as well_. 

Michael finally sighs, "Shressa€|I just told you, I can't mate, 
something bad could happen to me, " he looks at her with pain filled 
eyes, "or you, and I don't want anything to happen to you." 

Shree feels more than touched, she feels something more. She wants to 
be with him more than ever now; there is no quest iona€ | she has 
developed feelings for this human. 

She doesn't hesitate as she twists fully around and gives him a 
tender one armed hug. Michael responds in kind with a full embrace as 
they cuddle together, edging closer to the middle of the bed to give 
themselves more room. 

"It's alright Michael," she finally said, "I really don't care... as 
long as I am with you." The words felt right and her inside filled 
with joy as she said them, but she feels even more delighted when she 
sees the smile and happiness in Michael's eyes. 

She leans closer to his face but pauses, her maw is a mere unit away 
as she looks into his eyes and she asks in a rather timid and 
self-conscious voice, "if you will have me." 

Michael grins at her before raising himself up slightly and press his 
lips against her cheek once more, this time closer to the opening of 
her mandibles as he whispers, "Just as long as you'll have me as a 
suitor . " 

She smiles at him as she responds, "agreed, " with that she leans 
forward and licks the side of his face, hoping to provide him with 
the same warmth that he provided her. 

He rolls them back to their original positions, but this time with 
Shress facing him as she cuddles closer to him, feeling his body 
against hers, feeling the warmth that he is providing. 

"This is soa€ | soa€ | comfortable, " she finally voice as she runs her 
four talons down his chest, merely feeling his muscle, careful not to 



cause any damage. 


She could hear the smile in Michael's voice as he says, "Shressa€ | can 
you look up?" 

She does and finds herself staring into Michael's bright green eyes; 
she knows he is just as happy as he is judging by the glint of light 
in his eyes. 

He leans close to her, appearing nervous as he asks, "can youa€|pull 
your mandibles together?" 

Shress cocks her head to the side, "why?" 

"I want to try something, somethinga€ | human, " he says as an 
answer . 

Shress is curious at what this human thing would be, but she performs 
it, forcing her jaws to move into an unfamiliar formation. She 
presses her mandibles together until they are touching, she couldn't 
speak or do anything else for that matter. She glances at Michael to 
see if she could glean any hints from him when he surprises her once 
more. Without warning, he moves closer to her and presses his lips 
against the center of her newly formed single mouth. 

Shress feels her eyes widen in shock and confusion, but that soon 
melts away as a new emotion takes over. Warmth starts to fill her 
body, coursing through her and touching every inch as Michael's 
gentle lips connect them to each other. She soon closes her eyes and 
leans forward some more, hoping Michael would do it again. Michael 
obliges and reaffirms this action until she finds herself clinging 
onto him as he continues to press his lips against her until finally 
they are forced to break apart to breathe much needed air. 

They pant slightly when the action is done; Shress looks at Michael 
as she asks, "What was that?" 

He chuckles lightly, "a kiss, a human show of af feet iona€ | the first 
one I have ever given before." 

Shress feels thrilled knowing she is the first to have ever won his 
affection in such a manner. She nuzzles his neck lightly as she rests 
her body against his as she lets out a sigh and looks up at her new 
suitor . 

He returns the smile and leans down towards her. Knowing what to 
expect, Shress pulls her mandibles together once more and gradually 
welcomes the kiss, allowing the warmth to enter once more. They kept 
their faces together as long as they could before breaking apart and 
are breathing heavily once more. They smile at one another again 
before Shress scoots herself back onto Michael's arm and made herself 
more comfortable. Michael follows her lead and rests his head on his 
arm as well while he moved his body closer to her. He plants one more 
kiss on the side of her head before pressing his forehead against 
hers. They both let out sleepy sighs, finding warmth and comfort in 
each other. 

"Good night, my beautiful Shress," Michael whispers to her. 

She feels pure happiness course through her, hardly anyone has seen 



her as beautiful, and to have Michael say it somehow made it all the 
more special. 


"Good night, my handsome Michael" Shress responds. 

The human responded by pulling her, a Sangheili, closer to him, she 
folds herself a little so she can rest fully within his embrace. He 
brings his head to rest close to her, he closes his eyes but his 
smile is still present as he holds her close to him. 

Shress closes her eyes as well before resting her own arm across 
Michael and holds him in her own embrace. She knew right then, with 
Michael by her side and with the both of them holding each other 
close, it's going to be the best sleeping position she could have 
ever asked for. 

**Okay so how was that? Please review because I honestly have no idea 
how well this chapter went.** 


19. Unfolding Situation 
**Unfolding Situation** 

* *Six POV ** 

Six lies awake in bed as he quietly observes Shress. She is sleeping, 
snuggled right next to him, head resting on his arm while his other 
gently holds her midsection. Shress has her own arms around him and 
has pressed her body next to his as she continues to breathe deeply 
and evenly. 

He smiles as he lightly runs his hand down her arm as he takes her 
figure in. She looks no different from any other Sangheili, but what 
makes her stand out is her leaner frame, she is neither skinny nor 
large, she's justa€|lean. She's about the same height as the people 
of her race, somewhere around seven feet, yet she is able to fold her 
legs closer to herself so she can rest in bed with Six next to her. 
Her mandibles slightly move in correspondence with her breathing, he 
could see into her mouth, but does his best not to stare as he 

considers it being rude. Soon, like always, his mind begins to 

revolve around Shress. 

What is it that draws Six to her? How is it even possible that she 

feels the same way? He is happy to have her close to him as he always 

wanted and even to allow his emotions for her to show, but these 
questions won't leave him alone. Out of every women he has met, why 
is it that it was an alien that strikes his fancy? He's never been 
with any women before, thus making him nervous that he may offend 
Shress in some manner, but she does appear to be content at the 
moment . 

He remembers the night before when he shared his first kiss with her, 
he will not lie, despite their differences, it was the best feeling 
he has ever experienced. He has been fighting in the war for a long 
time, he has always said he was fighting for humanity as he has been 
trained to do, but truthfully he has also been fighting for his 
Spartan brothers and sisters. They were the only ones he have ever 
talk to, spends time with and always wants to spend time with; the 
only people that he knew loved him, tough love of course, a love that 



is never soft nor spoken, but is always present. 


Now however, he is offered the care and tenderness of Shress, a 
strong and capable warrior much like himself. He stares down at her 
and wonders about the kiss. He remembers feeling the warmth, the 
sweetness and the strange flavor on his mouth that definitely tasted 
alien. He wonders if he performed the action correctly. Ever since he 
woke up, he has been drawing upon memories when he accidently 
stumbled upon two Marines having a moment together. Other times he 
accidently eavesdrops on other people due to his advance hearing. It 
was in this way that he heard some Marines talking about doing 
strange things when they whisper to one another about women. Some of 
their comments sounds outright unsanitary and even disgusting to the 
Spartan, but who is he to judge considering he has never been in a 
relationship with anyone before and never even shared a kiss. He can 
only hope that he is making Shress happy with what he is doing, 
otherwisea€ | he wonders what it would be like if he just licks her as 
is common among the Sangheili. 

Suddenly he feels movement and looks down at the woman in question. 
Shress stirs slightly before expanding her jaws to their full length 
and releases a wide yawn. She blinks her eyes open until she finally 
awakes and looks at the Spartan. 

Six smiles as he stares into her silver eyes before saying, "Morning 
sleepy head" . 

Shress tilts her head to the side as she always does when she is 
confused, an action that Six is starting to grow fond of, "sleepy 
head?" she questions. 

Six brings her closer to him, "someone who sleeps a lot." 

Shress growls lightly, "I only slept longer because I've never been 
this comfortable before." 

Six still smiles as he gently places a hand behind her head and draws 
her close. Sensing his intention, she leans forward, unites her 
mandibles and allows their mouths to connect. Soon the same feeling 
of warmth and taste fills Six as he hopes she feels the same 
sensations as he does. As they pull away and he sees her smile, he 
knew she had. 

She releases a soft sigh as she rests her head in the nook of Six's 
neck while he lays his head on top of hers, for once he is a few 
centimeters taller than she is. They lie still for a few more 
moments, both feeling quite pleased to be in one another's presence. 
It isn't long before Shress raises one of her hands and she soon 
begins to run her talons down Six's chest, causing the Spartan to 
shiver as he feels the sharpen nails leaving light scratches on top 
of him. 

Six smiles some more as he watches her, her presence is definitely a 
lot better than anyone else in the Spartan community. He still misses 
and loves his second family, but that was it, they were like family, 
people he sweat, laugh and fought with for years. He and Shress only 
fought once together, and yet that whole time on Reach seems to have 
strengthen their odd bond, not to mention their current situation; 
traveling through space alone with one another. 



As he slowly begins to think of Reach, a question draws his 
attention. He wonders for an answer for a moment before leaning 
closer to Shress and ask, "Shress?" 

"Yes, " she responds, slightly looking up at him. 

"How did this happen?" he sees her questioning look so he elaborates, 
"How dida€ | the two of us get together, I'm not complaining," He says 
quickly, "I just help can't help but wondera€ | what draws you towards 
me?" 


Shress pauses in her scratching as she ponders the question. She 
looks away, slightly moving her mandibles as if she is talking to 
herself before she finally looks back to Six and answers. 

"I don't really know," she says honestly, "but you're the first male 
that seems toa€ i respect me for my ways and care for my 
wellbeing . " 

"So I'm respectful," sums up Six. 

She smiles once more, "Yes, you're also kind, resourceful, and 
sensitive . " 

That last comment caught Six off guard. 

"Sensitive?!" he questions in a shock state, unable to comprehend how 
Shress could possibly see him, a Spartan, as a sensitive 
person . 

Shress laughs lightly at Six's reaction while she pulls him closer to 
her. She licks his cheek once more before speaking. 

"Yes," she says certainly, "sensitive." 

Six feels his mouth slightly opening before closing it as he asks, 

"So, you see me as a soft person who cries a lot and not the tough 
warfighter most people assume I am?" 

Shress laughs as she responds, "that's not what I meant, when I said 
you're sensitive, I meant you know how I am feeling, almost as if you 
can sense it, and you make me feel better by telling me what I need 
to hear . " 

Six isn't sure if this image is better than the one he originally 
thought of, but he supposes in a way what Shress said is true. When 
you live among mostly stoic people, you learn to read their emotions 
even when they attempt to hide them. 

He is brought out of his thinking as Shress once again runs her 
talons down Six's body, "and you?" she questions, "what do you 
finda€ | alluring about me?" 

Six has been wondering the same thing as for months now, but he is 
sure he has come up with a decent answer. 

"Well you have a fiery spirit is for one, " he counts off, "you are 
surprisingly caring when you chose to be, you are full of surprises 
and obviously zealous, " finally he cracks a smile as he leans against 
her head, "and you have a very attractive curve in your neck, " with 



that he ends by kissing her on the side of her throat. 


Shress shifts her weight a little and looks down, probably 
embarrassed. Six only laughs and kisses the side of her face before 
resting his head against hers. She leans back into him as well and 
sighs in what he hopes to be content. 

Silence envelopes them once more, occasionally broken by the soft 
movement they made when they stroke the other's form. 

"What's life like as a Spartan?" Shress finally asks. 

Six thinks for a moment, "Like nothing else," he finally says, "I 
guess you might understand some of it, trained from childhood to 
fight, willingly to lay down our lives for humanity, and are rarely 
honored . " 

"Rarely?" Shress asks looking at him, "After everything I have heard 
about you demons, I mean Spartans, I can't believe your people 
wouldn't honor you." 

Six sighs a bit, "Actually it's the Spartan IIs that receives all of 
the glory, most people don't even know us Spartan Ills 
exist . " 

"Spartan IIs and Ills?" asks a still perplex Shress, "what's the 
difference between them; I didn't even know there are different 
breeds of Spartans. And if there are IIs and Ills, what happen to the 
first ones?" 

Six chuckles, _breeds_ he muses to himself, _that ' s a good way of 
explaining our dif f erences_. 

"Well, you see, Spartans are originally from a place called Sparta, 
an ancient region of earth, " Six explains, "the Spartans were 
considered the best warriors of the ancient era, and even though they 
are a thousand years old and some considered them barbaric, they are 
still held in awe to this day. They were trained from a young age 
like us and were trained to act as one, to work successfully side by 
side each other. However, what ensured that the Spartans would become 
legends was the battle of Thermopylae" 

"The battle of what?" Shress asks once more, seeming to become more 
agitated with the lack of information and the increasing number of 
questions . 

Six patiently clarifies, "Thermopylae, it's a pass into Greece, where 
Sparta resides. One day a mighty army of invaders threaten their 
land, but with much of their country in disarray, they weren't ready 
for war just yet. However, that didn't stop the Spartans. With only a 
force of three hundred, their king, king Leonidas-" 

"What's a king?" 

Six feigns sigh of irritation, "a leader with a famous bloodline who 
inherited the position from an older relative, " he looks at Shress, 
"can I continue now?" 

Shress snarls a challenge but nods anyway. Six smiles at her as his 
hand slowly begin to message the back of her neck, slowly relaxing 



her tense muscles. He waits until he hears her beginning to purr 
before picking up where he left off. 

"King Leonidas, leader of the Spartan, led his company to the pass, 
the pass that many have come to know as 'The Hot Gates.' There they 
wait for their foe, the invaders, who numbers were estimated to be up 
to a hundred thousand warriors-" 

"A hundred thousand!?" Shress asks once more, her eyes becoming wide 
once more, "and there's only three hundred Spartans? It must have 
been a massacre, how could that ensured that the Spartans would 
become legends?" 

"Well if you let me finish then you would know, " counters 
Six . 

Shress growls once more and turns away from him. Alarmed by this. Six 
quits his antics and leans in close to her and kisses her 
neck . 

Shress leans further away, "that's not going to work," she tells 
him . 

Six grins as he asks, "Are you sure?" before going in once more and 
kisses her neck. 

Shress growls again, but it's weaker this time. Sensing her resolve 
steadily collapsing. Six continues to kiss her neck, steadily moving 
his lips upwards, closer to her mouth. She begins to fall back into 
his embrace as his lips neared hers. Finally he kisses her left 
cheek; in turn she looks back at Six and pulls her jaws together. Six 
happily presses his mouth against her, feeling the wonderful emotion 
taking them both. They stay together as long as they could before 
needing to breathe again and breaks away. Shress smiles lovingly as 
she rests her head against Six's broad chest and gives a sigh. 

Six is happy they made it through that small argument, if that what 
is was, as he spends a moment gently running his hands up and down 
her back. Her hums start up again, announcing to Six that she is 
feeling happy once more. 

She closes the distance between them as she licks his check and 
whispers into his ear, "I told you, you are sensitive." 

Six briefly pauses, shock as he realizes what she said is true, but 
soon the surprise melts away as he looks into her beautiful eyes and 
says, "I'm glad I'm able to make you feel better." 

"So do I," she says as she nestles into his embrace again. They are 
silent once more before Shress speaks up, "you can continue if you 
want . " 

Six laughs again but says, "Alright, and I'll be more than happy to 
answer your question." 

"Good," is her only response as she lays her head on Six's arm once 
more and peers into his eyes. 

Six smiles at her before continuing, "As I was saying, the invaders 
had a hundred thousand warriors, while there were only three hundred 



Spartan defenders, but that didn't stop them from performing their 
duty to protect their homes and families. They stood together as one, 
and they held off the invaders for two days." 

"Really?" questions a interested Shress, "how did they 
survived? " 

"Well you see, despite people thinking they are barbarians, the 
Spartans were actually pretty smart, " Six answers, "the Hot Gates was 
actually a narrow pass, so the invaders couldn't all rush in at once, 
they had to advance slowly and one at a time, making it easier and 
far more effective for the Spartans to, well, basically destroy 
them . " 

"Impressive," Shress comments, "did they win the battle?" 

Six sighs, "No, on the third day, a traitor showed the invaders a 
route that flanked the Spartans, having surrounding them, the 
invaders killed every last one of them, after that they preceded into 
their homelands and left it ruins." 

Shress ' s eyes becomes wide, "that's terrible! How did that make the 
first Spartans legends?" 

Six gently smiles, "They became legends because of their valor, their 
willingness to march into the fray even if it will cost them their 
lives. They willingly fought to the bitter end, even though they knew 
it was all over and they were going to die, they fought to their last 
breath. Even in death they did their countrymen a great service, they 
became martyrs, and soon, the people of Greece fought in honor and 
remembrance of the heroes of Sparta until they drove the invaders 
away . " 

He looks at Shress as he finishes, "that's why the UNSC calls us 
Spartans, because we are willing to fight to the end if necessary and 
we are just as fierce when it comes to ground engagements." 

Shress takes all this in before saying, "sounds like you have a lot 
to live up to . " 

Six gives a small shrug, "it's not like I really have a choice, but 
it is challenging living up to people with that kind of 
reputation . " 

Shress nods, "It's similar in my case, especially since I'm the first 
and only female to ever join the ranks of a Zealot, some of the best 
warriors our society can produce, who fought in countless battles for 
centuries and uphold the Sangheili honor" she sighs as she looks 
down, "and I've lost all rights to the title, a disgrace before the 
names of such mighty and noble warriors." 

Six doubts some of the things the Zealots have done would be counted 
as noble but he doesn't voice his thoughts. Instead he positions 
himself until he is staring Shress in the eye as he says, "Shress, 
what is it that Zealots are supposed to do?" 

Shress gives him an odd look before saying, "we are charged with 
finding, protecting and restoring ancient Forerunner 
artifacts . " 



"Ok, " Six says, "but aside from that, what else are the Zealots 
charged with doing?" 

She still looks confuse as she says, "we are also charged with 
protecting the weak and defending the helpless." 

Six smiles at her, "Well there you go, you've learn that humanity is 
the one that needs help, we're not defenseless, but we are weak, and 
you'll probably be the first Zealot in a long time to truly live up 
to the reputation of the original Zealot warriors, and a female at 
that . " 

Shress looks to him once more before returning to his embrace, "thank 
you," she mutters as her throat emits her usual gleeful purrs. 

Six smiles and says, "You're welcome." 

They lay within each other's embrace before Shress speaks once more, 
"you still haven't told me what the difference is between a Spartan 
II and a Spartan III." 

Before Six could reply, he hears a growl and thought Shress suddenly 
became annoyed at him again for an unknown reason when he realized it 
was his own stomach that had made the noise. 

Shress laughs lightly as she says, "There are younglings on 
Sanghelios who could put that pathetic sound to shame." 

Six huffs as he says, "you just wait, when I'm extremely hungry, then 
you will see how loud my growling can become." 

She merely laughs at this before saying, "I suppose we should get 


"Do we have to?" Six asks, "I'm willing to starve if it means 
spending more time here with you." 

Shress shakes her head, appearing bashful once more, "Well I'm not, 
and besides, you're not the only one hungry." 

Six finally admits defeat as he says, "Alright, let's see what we 
have . " 

He gives her one last smile before he swings his feet over the edge 
of the bed and sits up. Suddenly he hears a surprise gasp from Shress 
that sounds close to horror. 

He looks over his shoulder at her and sees she has wide eyes and open 
mandibles as she gazes at him. 

"What?" Six finally asks. 

Shress doesn't reply, seeming to be shock by something. Feeling 
concern for her, he reaches for her hand, but she yanks it back as 
she scoots herself farther away from the Spartan, which really starts 
to concern him. 

Six twists his whole body around so he can look at Shress as he asks, 
"Shress, what's wrong?" 



Finally Shress gulps, moves her mandibles a little before saying in a 
near whispery voice, "you ' rea€ | you ' re backa€ i it s-it sa€ i " she didn't 
finish as she looks down, away from his gaze. 

Confused by her words. Six reaches for his backside and feels 
alongside it. All he feels is the fabric of his shirt, the feeling of 
soft cloth passes beneath his fingertips. Suddenly he feels something 
out of place, smooth and warm, he instantly knew what it is; 
skin . 

Slightly confuse, and without really thinking, he takes his shirt off 
and inspects the back of it, what he finds really baffles him. There 
are four perfectly made tears moving diagonally down his back, cut 
perfectly as if the work was done by a knife. 

_What could have possibly made_a€|his thoughts slowly died as he 
turns to look at Shress. She is looking down at the bed not meeting 
his gaze while she slightly wrings her hands togetheraC | hands with 
sharp talons attached. 

Feeling momentarily alarmed, he reaches for his back once more and is 
relieved to find no skin breakage. 

With that concern out of the way he looks up at Shress as he says, 
"ShressaC | was ita€ | did you..." it isn't long before he is having 
trouble finding the right words to ask the question. 

Shress refuses to look at him as she finally whispers in a hoarse 
voice, "I am so, so sorry Michael, I didn't mean to-I didn't even 
know-" 

"Shress, " he says as he sits back on the bed and tries to reach for 
her, "its ok-" 

She shakes her head, "No its not!" she says loudly, "I could have 
hurt you-" 

"And so could I," Six says as he edges himself back closer to 
her . 

This causes Shress to shy away from him some more, "Please, 
justa€ | stay away; I don't want to hurt you." 

Six positions himself directly in front of Shress as he says, "you 
won ' t . " 

"But, I-I-" she didn't finish, with Spartan speed and precision. Six 
leans in quickly and plants a kiss on her mandibles when they came 
together briefly while she is talking. 

Shress pulls away from him, "Michael, we shouldn't, I could-" Six 
does it again, but this time makes sure the kiss is much deeper. 

Six has no idea what happens next, but suddenly he feels as if he is 
losing control of his body functions, like a dam has just burst and 
nothing is keeping its powerful force contained. He presses his body 
against Shress and gently pushes her back down onto the mattress 
while he lies on top of her. He sees her eyes widening at this 
action, bus as soon as he gives her another kiss, her eyes starts to 
lose focus and it isn't long before she closes them. 



Six then takes Shress into his arms and holds her close while 
continuing to give her a kiss, delivering it with a passion he never 
felt before. Shress returns it with equal enthusiasm, mashing her 
lips against his while they both tries desperately to catch their 
breath with their mouths still connected to one another. It isn't 
long before Six begins to push Shress deeper and deeper into the 
folds of the bed as he continues kissing her, trying to taste as much 
of her as possible while feeling the warmth she is providing. 

Soon Shress follows suit as she wraps her arms around the Spartan, 
keeping him close to her. He feels her squeezing him against her 
while her talons slightly leaves scratch marks on his back, her 
previous restraints seeming to have disappeared. Six feels his hand 
running along her side, feeling her curves and caressing the sides of 
her cheeks. Shress, releases Michael of her embrace and her hands 
begins to travel up and down his chest, feeling the firm muscles as 
they went. Her talons leave faint marks as they pass over his six 
pack as they work their way down; he feels them as they get closer to 
his lower region. 

Suddenly Six has a mental flashback of Onyx; the training planet for 
the Spartan Ills. He is sitting at his desk in his classroom as a 
twelve year old, he and his fellow Spartans feel themselves becoming 
embarrassed as their AI instructor. Deep Winter, explains to them 
about the body functions and how it is that the human bodies 
reproduce . 

"I can tell I have your attention," the artificial voice said as it 
echoes into Six's mind, "I am trying to tell you what you will go 
through in life and to stress that you must not give in to your 
humana€ | protocols . To perform such activities with someone after the 
full completion of the argumentation process could lead to disasters 
outcomes; both for you and whoever it is that you are with." 

Six has no idea where that memory came from, but it brought him back 
to reality as it breaks whatever spell he was under. 

Suddenly realizing what is happening or what is about to happen. Six 
literally jumps out of bed and lands three feet away from it; panting 
as sweat starts to pour down his body, both from their recent 
encounter and from the chilling memory. Shress lies in bed for a few 
seconds, breathing heavily as well as if she is shell shocked before 
rising to a sitting position and looks to Six with confusion in her 
eyes . 

Six is still breathing hard as he finally begins to speak, "Shress, 
Ia€ i I am so sorry, but we can't, I can'ta€|do anything, I-I could 
harm you, " he looks her in the eyes, "far worse than you could ever 
harm me . " 

Shress ' s breathing returns to normal, but Six is still close to 
hyperventilating as he stands there, looking away from Shress, unsure 
if she'll be mad or upset with him suddenly pulling away from 
her . 

He hears the bed creak slightly, causing him to look up just in time 
before Shress wraps him in a hug. This isn't really helping him with 
avoiding what they almost did, but moment ' s switches into minutes as 
she continues to hold him. Finally he returns the embrace, resting 



his head against her shoulder before shifting it into the hollow of 
her neck. 

With him finally close to her, Shress lowers her head and says, "It's 
alright Michael, " she says as she licks his face and continues to 
hold him close, "I understand." 

Six has no idea why, but hearing her voice empty of malice and full 
of compassion causes his throat to clog with unforeseen emotion. 
Feeling relieved that he didn't lose her due to his actions, he 
presses his body against hers once more as he simply whispers, "thank 
you," hoping she'll know what he means. 

When he hears her beginning to hum reassuringly and senses her hand 
running through his hair, he knew she does. 

**Shress POV ** 

Shress lies down on the furniture that Michael calls a "couch" and 
patiently waits for him to join her as he puts away the dishes they 
just used for their breakfast. 

As she waits, she begins to wonder what happen that morning. She was 
happy to wake up with Michael so close to her, then kissing her, and 
then talking to her before finally returning to kissing her again. 

The thought of their activates together makes her what to laugh, days 
of painful anxiety yields with her becoming intertwine with the one 
she desires, Michael, her suitor, her first human suitor. 

Her happiness slightly dims as she remembers what happened later on 
in the morning. The discovery of Michael's torn clothing did surprise 
him, but he wasn't scared, the one who was afraid was her. 

Shress has grown to care for the human, sacrificing almost everything 
for him and yet she was the one who almost harmed him. She couldn't 
help but wonder what would happen if one day she'd wake up and find 
Michael's blood on her hands? Or what would happen if she finds its 
Michael's throat that is cut and not his clothing? The thoughts 
pained her so much that she tried to back away from Michael, she 
wanted to be with him, but if that meant putting his life in 
jeopardy, than that's too much. 

And yet, despite all that, Michael didn't back away, far from it, he 
rushed to her side, repeating over and over one thing; she'd never 
hurt him. 

He then went further by giving her a kiss unlike any other. This one 
was full of something, passion, and it took him as it had taken her. 
It felt great, being so close and the emotions she was feeling was 
intense if nothing else. However it clouded her mind and she 
forgotten what it was that Michael had warned her about; he couldn't 
mate, and they had just attempted it without even knowing. 

Then it was Michael's turn to look afraid. What it was that he was 
afraid of, she didn't know, was he afraid of almost mating with her, 
almost harming her, or was he afraid she would reject him? 

It wounds her to think that he feels that way when she knows deep 
within her that no matter what, she would never reject him, as a 
friend or a suitor. She hopes she can show him her commitment, and 



that she will be able to provide him with the same comfort that he 
has been providing her. 

She turns her head when she hears the footfalls belonging to her new 
pursuer and Michael steps into her field of vision. 

They had found a new garment to cover Michael's upper body, a blue 
"long sleeve shirt," as Michael called it. The wear was the only 
thing they could find close to his size, it looks uncomfortable to 
Shress and Michael would occasional itch himself every so often. Yet 
she couldn't help but feel herself growing warm every time she looks 
at him, the shirt may be small, but it revealed all the muscles 
within his upper body. She tries her best to keep her eyes lock on 
Michael's green ones and not look at his muscle mass. 

He gaze at her, running his eyes up and down the furniture piece 
before asking, "where am I going to sit?" in what she takes to be a 
fake hurt voice. 

Shress smiles at him as she presses herself back a bit, leaving some 
room for Michael to lie down next to her. 

The Spartan gives an exasperated sigh, but when she sees his smile, 
she knew he didn't mind. He lies next to Shress and wraps her in 
their familiar warm embrace. She returns the show of affection for 
him as well, encasing him within her own hug. 

She sees his smile, but she feels his body is slightly rigid and she 
knew he wasn't fully enjoying the experience, probably too afraid 
he'll lose control again. She is curious with what he thinks will 
happen to her if they mate, but she respects his distance, which was 
a first. Some of her suitors wanted nothing more than to touch her, 
an action she hardly allows, and here as a twist of fate is the one 
male she is actually interested in and he's restraining himself from 
mating, a first among her species. 

She sighs slightly as she moves nearer to him and licks his face. He 
smiles, but it stills remain stiff, it isn't forced but neither is he 
relaxed like she wanted. She isn't one who gives up easily though, so 
she tries again. She cuddles closer to him and licks both sides of 
his face, making sure that they are both long and is full of love. 
Their eyes meet and she can tell he is slowly losing his stoic 
stance. Next she licks him again, but this time she runs her talons 
down his body, feeling him shiver as her hands trail all over his 
form. His breathing has picked up and she can see his eyes looking as 
if they are starting to glow. Finally she adds the final touch; she 
leans on top of him and kisses him fully on the lips. 

That's when he finally lost the struggle within him. His hands loosen 
their grip and they begin to travel freely over her body as they 
kiss. She feels cold shivers erupt all over her as his hands rub her 
arms, her sides and legs. She returns the gestures as well, only she 
can feel his shivers as her talons make contact with his skin. This 
mixed with the kissing is enough to cause her throat to hum in 
pleasure . 

However it ends when Michael pulls away from her. She sees the pain 
in his eyes as he sadly says, "sorry." 


Shress responds by pulling him back into a hug and nuzzle his neck 



letting him know in her own way that is was alright. She feels his 
hand on the back of her head, sliding it up and down her back, a 
motion that feels wonderful. 


Units start to past, but to Shress they feel like cycles. She wants 
to do more than merely touch Michael, she would settle for kissing 
again, but she knew the Spartan is still afraid, and so is she 
slightly. How could an innocent kiss almost lead to a mating? It was 
a first for Shress and clearly for Michael as well. The event felt 
great to Shress, but now with Michael so stiff and afraid, she is 
starting to wish that morning never happen. 

Finally deciding she needs something to think about other than 
mating, she informs Michael, "you've yet to tell me about the Spartan 
I Is and Ills." 

Michael looks at Shress strangely, as if he has awoken from a dream 
before replying, ""Didn't I already-" his voice dies as she sees 
understanding starting to dawn in his eyes, "Oh, " he said before 
continuing, "yeah, I guess we forgot about that, " he finishes with a 
nervous smile. 

Shress feels heat rushing through her as she nods a bit, feeling 
equally embarrasses. 

Michael coughs as he begins lecturing once more, "Well you see, like 
I said, the first Spartans lived thousands of years ago and now, 
after so much time, a new generation of Spartans are formed; the 
Spartan IIs . " 

He looks her in the eye as he counties, "the IIs have been fighting 
long since before the Covenant war started, battling rebels and the 
likes. However after the war started, we began losing Spartans and 
our Admirals demanded that more are to be created. But Doctor Halsey, 
the creator of the Spartans, firmly said no." 

"What's a-" 

Before Shress could finish. Six quickly moves in and gives her a 
kiss. It annoys her that he cuts her off, but the sweet sensation of 
the kiss partially makes up for it. 

"An Admiral is like the shipmaster of other shipmasters, " Michael 
said in a vain attempt to get Shress to understand. 

"A grand Shipmaster," Shress translate. 

Michael smiles at her before planting a kiss on her forehead, an 
action that she is growing to like as the Spartan continues, "Right, 
and Doctor Halsey, as I said before, is the creator of the new 
Spartans. She planned out everything, or what she considers to be 
perfect," he finishes, not noticing his voice changing. 

Shress looks at her suitor in concern as she says, "you sound 
bitter . " 

Michael blinks before sighing, "Yeah, that's the reason why II 's and 
Ill's are different; because of Halsey." He looks at her to gage her 
reaction with what he is about to tell her. "You see, Spartan II 's 
were given a different serum for the augmentation process, one that 



Halsey thought was perfect. And like I said, the Admirals demanded 
Halsey to make more Spartans, but she said no, she wanted people, or 
kids I guess, who were generally like the original Spartans, but the 
kind of children she wanted wasn't available, so she, without 
authorization, shut down the Spartan program." 

Shress tilts her head slightly, "Then how was it you became a 
Spartan? " 

Michael smiles fondly at her, "I'm getting there," he said, "we 
needed more Spartans, so without the doctors consent, the military 
restarted the Spartan program and attempts to copy the way Halsey 
made the II 's; we even had the original instructors from the first 
program. However there were two things different about the program; 
the serum and us . " 

"The serum was different because this Doctor Halsey was no longer 
there, correct?" Shress asks. 

"That's right," answers Michael. 

She ponders for a while before she asks, "What was different about 
you and the other Spartans though?" 

Michael sighs before responding, "You'll see it if you ever meet a 
II. They are all military, serious in work and when they are taking 
breaks, the most fun they seem to have is telling each other private 
jokes about one another. While the IIIsa€|"here he smiles at her, 
"well if you can imagine a lot of people like me then you will know 
what the difference between us Spartans would be." 

Shress nods her understanding and gestures for him to go on. 

"The other thing that separates us is the serum. It basically does 
the same thing the original did, makes us stronger, faster and more 
pain resisted. I don't really know what the full differences are, but 
I know one of them is that the original one, the one the IIs took, 
suppresses the hormones within them." 

Shress stares at Michael, "Really?" she asks, "So they'll never 
_want_ to mate?" she asks, the idea is very foreign to her. 

The Spartan gives a shrug, "Well if they want to mate they can, but 
it'll be hard for them to feel anything." 

Shress gives a tender smile, "I'm guessing the serum you took didn't 
suppress your hormones either did it?" 

Michael's face becomes a light red as he says, "pretty much, 
yeah . " 

Shress laughs quietly before asking, "Are those the only differences 
between the two Spartans?" 

Michael frowns slightly in deep thought before saying, "Well, on a 
minority, we are in different military branches. IIs take their 
orders from the Admirals in the Navy. And us Ills, we take our orders 
from Generals, the commander of the ground forces on any 
planet . " 



The Spartan breathes heavily as he says, "And then there's Halsey 
herself. That woman is impossible. She is all kind and caring when 
the Spartans IIs are involved, some of them even sees her as a 
mother. But she sees us Ills as nothing more than abominations 
because she wasn't the one who created us and we are so different 
from her 'perfect' super soldiers." 

Shress appears puzzled as she says, "But I've seen your performance, 
you're no different than any other Spartan I have seen in 
battle . " 

Michael did something strange, his eyeballs rolls upwards before 
completing a circular motion before saying, "Tell that to Halsey. 
Unless she personally got a chance to experiment on me, I'm just a 
walking disaster waiting to happen." 

She feels him shiver and she knew he was thinking about what happen 
that morning. She croons silently before nuzzling his neck and 
licking his cheek. Once she is sure she has his attention she began 
speaking . 

"Michael, I care deeply for you and I know you would never willingly 
harm me, what happen happened, even I couldn't understand what it was 
that transpired, " she looks him in the eye as she says, "Until you 
find me undesirable, I will always be here with you." 

The Spartan stares at her curiously before gently placing his hand 
behind her head and moves forward as they kiss. Michael opens and 
closes his mouth, reaffirming the kiss which Shress finds amazing 
before they stop. 

Michael leans against her head and kisses her cheek before saying, "I 
will never find you undesirable." 

Shress feels her whole form starting to shake. Never has a suitor 
ever told her that. Many times she had suitors who wanted to see if 
Shress was "worthy" enough for the males, many of whom saw her as 
nothing more than a tool that will ensure their line will last 
forever. Now here is a man who says he will never leave, even though 
they haven't mated yet and she is sure there are more beautiful women 
far better than her who can please Michael, this suitor, this human, 
this alien, wants her and only her. 

Her whole form feels as if a blaze is slowly eating her while her 
spine is racked by chills. Never before has anyone had such an effect 
on her before. 

She smiles widely before licking his cheek in return and settle 
within the Spartan's embrace. She feels the human tightening his hold 
on her and bringing her close, allowing her to feel his warm puffs of 
air as he breathes down her back while his hands slowly start to rub 
her sides again. She hums happily at this feeling; it's the best she 
has ever felt before, to be loved and care for, far better than the 
form of kindness she grew up on. 

"I never felt this way before," she finally says, "You're different 
from all the other males I've met." 

Michael is silent for a moment before he asks, "what about your other 
suitors ? " 



She releases a tired sigh, "they were only interested me because they 
thought I could produce acceptable offspring's for them." 

She suddenly becomes nervous after speaking. She has yet to tell 
Michael about her condition, she should, but whenever she tells one 
of the males she grows fond of they would leave her, and she most 
certainly didn't want this man to leave, not when she has nothing 
left . 

In an attempt to hide her somber mood, she forces a laugh as she 
says, "When I think about it, you are probably the only male I have 
ever met who doesn't want to mate with me." 

She hears Michael give a slight chuckle before asking in a rather 
concern voice, "you're not offended I hope." 

She shakes her head in return before licking his face again, "not in 
the slightest." 

He smiles at her before saying, "I will talk to a doctor about this, 
see if he can offer anya€ ! advice I suppose." 

Again Shress shakes her head, "It doesn't really matter to me 
Michael," she lays her head on his chest, "I just want you here with 
me, the only person that has ever cared for me." 

There's a moment of silence before Michael asks, "I'm the only one to 
have cared for you?" 

Shress thinks for a moment before answering, "Well I had my family, 
but my father only loved me from a distance, I didn't even know he 
was my father before I joined the Covenant." 

Michael tilts his head to the side, "You didn't know who your father 
was?" 


Shress sighs before speaking, "On Sangheilos, a child isn't told who 
their father is, so if the father holds a honorable rank then the 
child won't think he's better than anyone else." 

"So you start out equally," summarizes Michael. 

Shress nods in response, "I didn't know my father was the lord of the 
Keep, I didn't even know I was directly related to it until I joined 
the Covenant's military. When my father saw me among the fighting 
men, he got angry and in his spasm of fury he accidently admitted I 
was his daughter." 

"Wow," the Spartan said, "that must have been big new to you." 

She bows her head, "indeed." 

"Well" Michael thinks for a minute before speaking again, "Did you 
know who your mother was?" 

Shress nods, "Yes, my mother cared for me, she offered me comfort 
after we are finished being trained by the males of the keep. As a 
female I spent much time with her as she teaches me what I am to know 
as a house mistress, politics, housekeeping, how to get a male to 



mate with me- 


"Wait, what!?" questions Michael looking shocked with his eyes 
appearing huge. Shress only laughs before shaking her head a 
bit . 

"Well where else was I going to learn it?" she questions in a 
semi-innocent voice. 

Michael shrugs, "I have no idea, I was lucky enough just to learn how 
it was that mating worked." 

Shress laughs once more before continuing, "I enjoyed my time with my 
mother; it was probably the only good thing about my childhood aside 
from the few times I was able to play with the other children." 

Slowly she grows silent, remembering now because of her actions, she 
will probably never see her mother or her homeland again. 

Michael is silent before he asks, "Shress, how many suitors did you 
have before me?" 

Shress looks at the Spartan, "why do you ask?" 

He shrugs as he usually does before saying, "just curious is 
all." 

Shress thinks for a moment, remembering all the males she have met 
before saying, "Before you? About thirty-eight." 

Michael's jaws drops open and he appears to be staring at her in 
wonder, "thirty-eight?!" he asks in a dubious voice. 

She lets out a held in breath as she says, "I know it's so few, but 
not a lot males would like to have a warrior as a bondmate." 

Michael still appears to be surprised before he finally closes his 
mouth and says, "So out of all those guys, I'm the only one that 
struck your fancy?" 

Shress tilts her head to the side until Michael rephrases the 
statement, "I'm the only one that caught your interest?" 

She smiles and says, "Yes." 

Michael smiles back as he says, "Well than I'm honored." 

She continues smiling as she lies on Michael's chest while his hands 
continue to run over her body. The setting is so peaceful and 
comfortable that Shress feels her eyes growing heavy, feeling as if 
she is tired once more. She starts to close her eyes, her last image 
is of Michael before her eyes shut and she is shrouded in 
darkness . 

Suddenly she jerks awake as both she and Michael jump up as a 
piercing whistle splits the air. Shress chews her mandibles as the 
painful whistling continues before it finally ends. 

She turns to Michael who appears to have calm down as well and she 
asks, "What was that?" 



He gives a deep sigh and he looks at her with loathing in his eyes, 
"that's the early warning signal; we'll be exiting slipspace 
soon . " 

Shress feels multiples emotions starting to fill her. Disappointment, 
irritation, but mostly fear. She knew they were heading to earth, the 
original home of the human race, but now as the moment arrives, she 
feels a sort of doubt beginning to take over. 

She remembers what she has done, destroying planets, killing 
thousands and all for a false cause. Will the humans be as quick to 
forgive as Michael has? 

As if sensing her discomfort, her human suitor walks towards her and 
wraps her in a hug. She eagerly returns it, but couldn't help feeling 
foolish. She is a Zealot, one of the best warriors and here she needs 
the reassurance of her suitor as if she is a weak house 
mistress . 

Michael pulls back and looks her in the eye as he says, "every so 
often, we all could use some reassurance to get through this hard 
life." 

Shress feels her mandibles form a smile. She has no idea how he does 
it, but he always know what to say. He smiles in return and leans 
down and they share a kiss. After a few moments though, the same 
irritating whistle is sounded and they broke apart. 

Michael shifts his weight around as he says, "I'm going to have one 
last look around and see if I can find anything morea€ | presentable 
that I can wear." 

Shress smiles teasingly at him, it is true she suppose, he does look 
a littlea€ | unprepared for an audience. His feet are still bare, 
there's a strange aroma starting to set in and the combination of the 
long sleeve garment and short lower clothing does look ridiculous on 
his massive frame. 

"Alright, " she says as she positions her jaws close to his ears, "but 
you'll still look handsome to me." 

Michael face turns red slightly as he turns to leave. Their 
intertwine hands soon fall away as he walks out, but not before he 
cast her one last smile before the door seals them from each 
other . 

Shress sighs as she sits back down; trying to keep herself from 
worrying as she ponders her new life. Will it be any better than the 
old life she left behind? How will humanity view her? Would she be 
allowed to fight beside them on the field of battle? 

She shivers at the thought of fighting against her own people, can 
she do it, and does she want to? Shress shakes her head, she's a 
warrior, but now she has no idea who it is she is fighting 
for . 

Finally she gets up and heads to the door, she needs something to do 
to keep her mind occupied. 



><p>Shress carefully ease her helmet on and looks at the mirror she 
found in the closet. She looks like herself when she wears armor, but 
she knew she changed, she could tell just by the way she is standing. 
She is no longer standing with pride and honor, but with heavy 
shoulders, knowing she has helped in a needless genocide. <p> 

She wonders what Michael is doing; the simple thought of him is 
enough to cause Shress to smile. She makes ready to leave, but pauses 
and looks at the mirror again. The sudden thought of Michael was 
enough to change her attitude, she now sees a women standing 
confidently once more with a smile on her face. She turns away, still 
smiling and heads out the door. 

She walks down the hallway and enters the bridge. She hasn't set foot 
within the room for what feels like days, but everything seems to be 
the same. The consols still hum, strange light blinks on odd 
machinery and the screen showing the outside views nothing but a 
black void, slipspace as she recalls Michael calling it. 

The Spartan in question is sitting at the main console once more, 
typing and reading off of it, working diligently no doubt. He is 
wearing the same top clothing, but now he wears a garment that wraps 
around his individual legs; fitting, but like all other clothing it 
appears to be too tight for him. She notices his feet are now encased 
in the same metal footwear that he wears when he is in his Spartan 
suit . 

Shress walks over next to Michael and taps his metal foot with her 
own and says, "I can't imagine why you would wish to cover your feet 
in this manner." 

Michael smirks at her and taps her hoof back as he says, "well if I 
had some tough feet like yours then boots wouldn't be 
necessary . " 

She laughs lightly as she sits next to him, "It's hard to imagine 
that you, a Spartan, the most skilled warrior of your civilization, 
have tender feet . " 

The Spartan turns, probably to say something, but at that moment one 
of the consoles starts to emit a series of noises, drawing his 
attention back forward. He taps in some commands before leaning back 
in his seat and looks to Shress and says, "You might want to 
brace . " 

Shress presses herself into the seat the best she could, but it was 
made for humans, not Sangheilis. She tries pushing herself back from 
the consoles so her legs could have some more space when a small 
beeping noise begins to sound. Knowing what coming, Shress hangs on 
tightly to the arms of the chair when there's a sudden flash on the 
screen and she shoots forward when the craft came close to a complete 
stop . 

Shress caught herself from falling out of her seat and so did 
Michael. They both reposition themselves while Michael said, 
"Wella€|that was more powerful than how it's usually is." 

Shress offers him a rather timid smile as she says, "Sorry." 



The Spartan just chuckles while shaking his head before looking up 
and Shress follows suit. Her eyes widen at what she sees. 

There is a planet in front of her, one she has never seen before. It 
appears to be covered in water or some form of liquid, leaving only a 
small measure of landmass visible. The land appears to be mostly 
green, but in the middle it turns brown before becoming green once 
more. The sun that the planet is orbiting is large and yellow. A 
smaller pale planet, probably a satellite, is position close to the 
primary planet, it appears grey and inhabitant, but it's clearly 
under the control of the larger planet, which she realizes is 
Earth . 

The human homeworld is not quite what she expected. Sanghelios is 
fairly large with three orbiting suns and two satellites attached 
with the surface mostly covered by a large land mass. She didn't 
think Earth was a complete duplicate of Sanghelios, but with the 
amount of effort the Covenant is using to find it she would have 
guessed it would at least looked opposing. Instead this world appears 
peaceful, small, and non-hostile, the last place she would have 
expected the thriving and dangerous humans to originate from. 

"So, " Shress turns when she hears Michael talking to her, "what do 
you think?" 

Shress smiles as she says, "It's not what I expected, but still, I 
haven't seen any other planet like it before." 

Michael smiles once more before tapping some controls and he starts 
to talk, but not to her, "Cairo station, this is Spartan B312, Beta 
company, LW commando, I am coming in, ETA five minutes, be advise I 
have a HVI with me, how copy, over?" 

There is a heartbeat of silence before a response is 
heard . 

"Spartan, this is Cairo," a voice emitted from one of the console's 
devices, "How did you get here so fast. Reach fell just a week ago, 
over . " 

"Cairo, I have a HVI with me who has critical knowledge, both on the 
Covenant and slipspace science, I can fill in the blanks later, but 
I'm requesting permission to land, over." 

There's another moment of silence before the voice responds, "Roger 
that Spartan, come in for a landing, Cairo's CO will like to talk to 
you . " 

"Looking forward to it, see you in a few mikes, " Michael flicks more 
switches and the ship rockets forward, heading towards the 
planet . 

Shress waits a moment before turning and asking, "What's a 
HVI?" 

Michael looks at her and grins, "It's an acronym, the letters stand 
for a word, 'HVI', it stands for 'high valued personnel, ' which you 
are, to me anyway." 

Shress feels herself become warm when she hears him say that before 



she looks down, feeling slightly embarrassed. Michael laughs a bit 
before redirecting their course and they continue on. 

Shress watches as they descend before asking, "So we are landing on 
Earth? " 

The Spartan shakes his head, "Not yet, we have to stop at Cairo 
station first so they can verify we are not a threat." 

Shress lets out a sigh, "That might be difficult for me to convince 
them of . " 

Michael reaches across and takes her hand as he says, "you're with 
me, I'm sure we can work something out." 

Shress doesn't say anything as they continue their journey, unsure of 
what else to say. As they near the planet's surface, Shress is now 
able to see that there are large objects floating in the atmosphere. 
She blinks her eyes a bit to make sure she is seeing correct; there 
are at dozens of the objects floating around in space, each as tall 
as a building and are in the shape of a massive gun. 

"Those are Orbital Weapons Platforms, " Michael explains when he sees 
her staring, "it's one of the few weapons we have that are affective 
against Covenant ships, there are about three hundred of them spaced 
out all over the planet." 

"Impressive," remarks Shress, she has never seen any orbital defense 
system like this before. Then again Sangheilos has no need for 
defending its inhabitants, who haven't been attacked in almost a 
thousand years now. 

"Spartan, this is Cairo, do you read over?" the same voice 
asks . 

"Copy Cairo, what is it?" responds Michael. 

"Just sending you directions to the hanger, does your computer have 
lock on?" 

Michael checks a terminal close to where he is sitting and says, 
"Positive, its reading nice and clear Cairo, will be docking in one 
mike, over . " 

"Copy Spartan, Cairo out." 

Shress breaths in an attempt to calm herself, from the sound of it, 
they have reached their destination. She feels something on her hand 
and looks down to see Michael clutching it once more while his green 
eyes look into hers. 

"It'll be ok," he promises, "I won't let anything happen to 
you . " 

She wraps her longer fingers around his and says, "I know." 

They smile at each other before looking back at the monitor. Slowly 
they approach one of the stations that is grows larger and larger as 
they get closer. Soon Shress could fully see the size of the station. 
It's almost as big as a capital flagship standing on end. Lights 



flash everywhere, all along the exterior and interior structure. She 
could see square panels on the sides, and after a moment of 
pondering, she realizes they are windows. The area they are 
approaching appears to be a solid wall when it suddenly begins to 
unravel itself, revealing a large room with a large number of 
equipment lying around. 

The shuttles slows as it enters, Shress feels a jerk as they enter 
the superstructure. She looks up and watches in wonder as five 
mechanical arms lower themselves from the ceiling and reaches for 
their space craft. Shress feels the ship shudder, probably the 
robotic limbs grabbing hold of them. Delicately, the arms lower the 
ship down to the floor and they land with a soft thump. 

For a while, both Shress and Michael sit there, as if waiting for the 
other to move. Finally Michael stands, but instead of leading the 
way, he holds his hand out to Shress. She peers at it curiously 
before she grabs it. Slowly, Michael pulls her back to her feet and 
they stare at one another. 

Shress gaze into his green and he stares into her silver. He reaches 
his hand up and runs it down her cheek and ending at her neckline. 

She hums for a moment before leaning down and the two kiss. Michael 
wraps her into a hug, running his hands up and down her back while 
Shress does the same, but she adds running her hand through his black 
fur to her motions. They pull apart, no longer embarrassed or feeling 
awkward; a feeling that Shress is grateful for. 

Michel looks down briefly before looking up and says, "You are our 
ally now buta€| maybe now isn't a good time to tell others we 
area€ | together . " 

Shress thinks for a minute before nodding in agreement. The humans 
will be reluctant to accept her as a friend, to find out she and 
Michael are now pursuing each other may not help much either. 

They stand close to one another while holding the other's arms, still 
gazing into each other's eyes before Michael sighs sadly and says, 

"We should go." 

Shress nods in agreement and says, "Lead the way." 

Together they walk out of the control room and heads to the primary 
hatch. Michael enters the same numeral code and they both stand back 
as it begins to hiss and slowly start the process of opening. 

While they wait, Michael looks at Shress and says, "I'm not too sure 
how people will react if they see you walking around with full combat 
armor on . " 

Shress sighs, "I was thinking the same thing, but I will not stand in 
the presence of others wearing rags." 

Michael nods but he leans in close to her and says, "I know, but I 
don't think people will respond well if they see you like 
this . " 

Shress growls lightly, "If it's of any comfort, I left my weapons," 
she looks at him sharply, "Which I expect to receive back 
afterwards . " 



Michael smiles and nods, "Of course. I'll retrieve them myself," he 
is silent for a minute before saying, "I just want to let you know, 
rags or armor, you're still the most beautiful thing I've ever 
seen . " 

Again Shress's breath is caught in her throat. It wasn't because he 
told her she looks beautiful, but because she hears the sincerity in 
his voice. 

She wishes she could reach out and kiss again to show how great her 
feelings are for her, but the door opens and reveals the interior of 
the space station. Her jaws flare a bit at the unusual and strong 
smell that clouds the place. She smells perspiration, strong aroma 
and some scent that reminds her of fuel cells. Michael looks around 
strangely as well, looking unsure of the setting. 

Hesitantly they walk down the ramp, Michael leading the way as he 
looks around, appearing more and more confused by the step. 

All of a sudden there is the sound of rushing feet and clanking metal 
and stepping out of the shadows are dozens of humans in black body 
armor, all with weapons trained on them. 

One of the humans step forward and holds up a rifle and shouts, "Both 
of you, hands in the air!" 

**This was made in response to the demand for drama. If I got it 
wrong I am sorry, but seriously I have no idea what drama is.** 

**I hope you all enjoy and thanks for reading.** 


2 0 . New Family 
**New Family** 

* * A special thanks to Didd23 who added an idea for this story and who 
deserves half the credit for this chapter.** 

* *Six POV** 

"She's a friendly!" 

"She's a Covenant!" 

"She left that life behind her!" 

"How do you know we can trust her? ! " 

Six groans inwards as he sits back down in his seat, facing the desk 
where Rear Admiral Lynch is seated, who now wears a look of 
apprehension, probably in fear of what the Spartan could do to him 
for disagreeing with him. 

Six looks away from the officer and out the small portal that allows 
them to see into space. He sees other Orbital Platforms and UNSC 
shuttles as they lazily drift through space. 


It has been three days since he and Shress has arrived and the 



officer in charge. Admiral Lynch, could not believe, no, refuses to 
believe that a Sangheili is so willing to turn on the Covenant, which 
Six could understand. In fact, a year ago Six would be supporting 
Lynch for his decision, but now, after watching Shress be put in a 
holding cell right after they admitted their feelings, after their 
show of af feet iona€ | now Six understands why Spartans are ordered to 
control their emotions; he's agitated enough to start throwing 
punches, an action that could have very costly consequences. 

He breathes slowly before looking back at the Admiral and asks, "What 
does she have to do to earn your trust?" 

Lynch tries to look intimidating as he says, "help us win the 
war . " 

"That's hard for her to do considering she's locked up," Six points 
out patiently. 

The Admiral glares at the Spartan, "This is why I prefer II ’s," he 
says more to himself than Six, "they don't question orders." 

"They do when the lives of their fellow Spartans or human lives are 
at risk," Six says, but considering he has little contacts with II 's 
himself, he's not real confident with his claim. 

The Admiral leans back, muttering to himself for a while, leaving the 
Spartan to look down at his lap and watches as his hands squeeze his 
knees in irritation. 

Finally the Admiral speaks, but with a startling question, "how do 
you know this Elite is a girl?" 

Six feels as if all the air was suddenly sucked out of his system and 
he tries his hardest not to blush. He didn't really wonder about 
gender when they first met, but he knew she was different because her 
voice was lighter than that of a regular Sangheili would posses. It 
wasn't until later on would he notice her curvy body, her smooth 
leather skin, and her delicate newly formed lipsa€| 

He brings his mind out of his thoughts and simply said, "She told 
me, " which was partially true, she never admitted it but the small 
references to being a mother and all was enough for Six to piece the 
puzzle together. 

The Admiral doesn't seem convince and remains silence. 

Six knows he's probably giving the Spartans a bad name by now, but he 
doesn't care, he just wants to have Shress back, he needs her, "sir, 
please, who do I have to speak to in order to get my companion 
released? " 

The Admiral's eye slightly widen a bit, its most unusual for a 
Spartan to ask a request, better yet start a conversation, then again 
he only had experienced with II 's, this is his first time speaking to 
a 1 1 1 . 

Lynch thinks for a moment before crossing his arms sternly and says, 
"I'll release her, but only if Hood says so." 


"Well where is Hood sir?" Six asks. 



The Admiral shrugs, "Here, Sydney, the freaking moon, I don't know, 
he's been moving around lately." 

Six bites back his irritation before saying, "any idea when I can 
contact him sir?" 

Lynch shakes his head, "None." 

"You can't find the man who you work for?" questions Six. 

"Are you giving me sarcasm sailor?" demands Lynch through gritted 
teeth . 

"Negative sir, I was just observing the situation, " Six replies 
tediously, "and I'm a soldier sir, the II 's are sailors." 

The Admiral grumbles angrily to himself before stating, "Hood will be 
here by the end of the week, he wants to hear your story personally, 
then you can ask him to get your girlfriend out of the slammer." 

Six hopes that his face isn't as red as it feels it is. He is sure 
people are unaware of his and Shress's relationship, however he hopes 
he doesn't look apprehensive as he asks, "can I at least see her, 
sir?" 

Lynch didn't miss a beat, "negative, until I get word from HIGHCOM, 
she ' s all ONIs . " 

Six appears to be calm, but his mind is in a state of panic. Shress 
is alone, probably afraid and all she has for company are spooks who 
will interrogate her through means short of torture. 

A silence now fills the quarters as Lynch is oblivious to the fear in 
the Spartan's mind. Finally the Admiral waves his hand in the air, 
"you're dismissed." 

Six snaps a professional salute, hides his stormy expression behind a 
mask of somberness, and turns on his heels before walking out of the 
door . 

He walks a few paces until he hears the door slid shut behind him. He 
then releases his agitated sigh, the only emotional response he, a 
Spartan, can give. 

He is now starting to long to be back on the Prowler. He didn't 
realize it at then, but the days he spent onboard the ship was 
actually the first time he was able to express himself since he was a 
kid, before he was a Spartan. There were no gawking Marines, no high 
ranking officers, no moody mad doctors, for once he actually felt 
relaxed. He didn't have to stand proudly or be as taught as a string 
for any immanent attack from the Covenant, he wasn't a Spartan on 
that ship, he was something else; someone else. And he wasn't 
alone . 

Six instantly feels his mood sour at the thought of what happen. They 
took Shress and him to an interrogation room; it wasn't long before 
they are able to ID Six. The fact that he was somehow able to travel 
from Reach to Earth within a few days appeared suspicious seeing as 
only the Covenant has that form of capability, which Six, guiltily 



understands. He felt for a moment everything was going to go smoothly 
but then he heard about Shress; they weren't letting her 
go . 

According to Protocol F-Alpha 9102, created a year after first 
contact on Harvest, any and all personnel who is not human in nature 
is to be taken as a threat. That was the Navy's excuse for holding 
Shress . 

These gloomy thoughts continue to go through his head as he walks by 
stun Marines and Sailors alike. He isn't wearing his MJOLNIR armor, 
the technicians in the bay confirmed it is now broken beyond repair, 
but standard grey military coveralls. However, this did nothing to 
hide his large frame and bulging muscles, he is without a doubt an 
intimidating sight. 

As he walks he looks out a nearby window and sees into the darkness 
of space. Six has always viewed the dark void as a threat, hiding 
many dangers to the human race. However, after being caught up in the 
intimacy with Shress he begins to view the universe in a different 
light. Now he sees bright stars, newly born galaxies and a beauty 
that he can't believe he has missed. 

He tears his gaze away from the window and enters an elevator, 
beginning his descent down. He closes his eyes to shield the world 
from his pain. He misses Shress, deeply. It isn't until now that she 
isn't there did he realized how much of an impact she had on him. He 
isn't so reserved around her, he can walk by her and she wouldn't 
flinch and she sees him as someone special, not just because of his 
combat prowess, but because of who he is. 

He opens his eyes when the door opens and steps out. He is now in the 
living quarters of the station, row after row of rooms runs down the 
corridor. Though he's fine and well rested, the doctors has prescript 
that he needs some sleep, so for the moment he is excused from duty. 
But he wishes he has something to do, something to keep his mind of 
his current miserable state. 

He finally reaches his room, enters the code, and steps in. It's 
quite plain with one desk, two chairs and two bunks on opposite sides 
of the walls. There is also a small closet and a porthole looking out 
into space in the direction of the moon. Six sweeps the room clear of 
any threats before walking over to the cot on the right and collapses 
right then and there. He lets out a sleepy sigh as he thinks of 
Shress once more before closing his eyes; wondering where she is, 
what she is doing and if she misses him as much as he is missing 
her . 

**Shress POV** 

_This is demeaning_, Shress thinks as she stares at the human seated 
in front of her. 

"What about this, " the human asks as he holds up another small piece 
of plastic with an image on it, "do you know what this is?" 

Dully her eyes flicker to the image: a picture of a shuttle, a 
Prowler if she remembers correctly. 


She knows all this; she knows every image in the stack that the human 



has been showing her for the past few units. However she has remained 
silent, this being is treating her as nothing more than a 
youngling . 

She switches her gaze from the paper to the human in question. She 
doesn't like him. She knows humans come in a variety of shapes and 
sizes but this male is quite large, particularly in the middle of his 
body. He smells weird, he always seems to be scowling and he is 
looking at her as if she is nothing more than an insect. He doesn't 
wear body armor or the strange clothing she has seen most of the 
humans on board wearing, he wears a black color clothing with a 
strange emblem on the front. 

His companion is a guard that much is obvious, he is wearing the 
green armor, has a weapon in hand and something orange is covering 
his eyes, she wonders if he can even see out of it. 

"Well?" the large human voice brings Shress to look at the male once 
more, "do you know it?" 

In answer Shress looks down at the table she is sitting at. 

"This is a waste of time, " the guard suddenly said in a loathing 
voice, "for all we know this thing is a vegetable." 

Shress doesn't know what food has to do with the matter, but judging 
from the tone in the human's voice it isn't a compliment. She does 
her best not to growl, to growl would show the males that she 
understood them. 

Finally the large male stands up and pockets the small pieces of 
paper, "Well, then we'll come back later," he says to the guard, "as 
soon as Hood gets here, I'm getting permission for more extreme 
examinations . " 

This doesn't sound good, but Shress keeps her mandibles closed. 

With one last glare, the humans turn and left the room, as the door 
slides shut, Shress hears the sound of a click. She gets up and walks 
to the door as was routine and presses against the it. Sure enough, 
like all the times before, it is lock. 

She releases a small growl as she looks around her room. It's all 
made of cold steel, two chairs, one table and a small bed of sorts. 

It isn't as comfortable as the one on the ship, far from it; it was 
just a small mat on a raised platform that she can barely fit on, 
with one small sheet that can hardly cover her body and a single hard 
cushion . 

She walks over to the bed and virtually collapses on top of it. She 
hefts a heavy sigh as she closes her eyes, but this doesn't keep her 
mind from wandering, particularly about a certain male. 

She rolls over, bringing her close to the edge as she thinks about 
him. The past few days were wonderful to her. She finally found a 
male who accepted her odd ways, a male who desires her and vice versa 
and loves her in an almost spoiled way. More than that, he gives her 
confidence, advice and comfort, things that were hardly ever 
available for her for most of her life. 



She should've known their time on the ship wouldn't last, but she 
still feels surprised by what had happen. The humans have taken her 
as a prisoner rather than a guest. They are interrogating her and 
sound close to becoming violet. Her hand forms into a fist, Michael 
told her everything was going to be alright, so where was he now? Why 
did he lead her into this mess? 

But just as that thought goes through her head, it disappears. She 
has known the Spartan for days now, she has come to know his 
personality and feelings, and she knew, deep down, he never intended 
for this to happen. The care she often saw in his eyes was never 
exaggerated while they were alone together on that ship. Her brief 
anger at the human disappears just as it came, but it doesn't sooth 
her the way he would have if he was here, he would have hold her, 
talk to her, and kiss her. Never before has she long for somebody 
this badly. 

_Michael where are you?_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>A light banging brings Shress out of her slumber as she opens her 
eyes . <p> 

It ' s the human who has been bringing her food for the past few 
cycles. For some reason, the human always knocks on the door and 
peers inside through a hatch that can be open on the other side. 

There is another much larger hatch in the middle of the door, usually 
the human would push the hatch down and push her food in. 

Shress thinks about just staying in bed and skip the meal, but her 
stomach says otherwise. Grumbling some curses, she rises from the 
small miserable excuse of furniture and heads to the door to receive 
her food. 

The middle hatch opens and the human on the other side carefully 
inserts the meal. As she grabs the plate, Shress looks up at the 
human and almost drops her food in shock. The human looks young, 
close shaved head, bright eyes and light skin. He is also short she 
suppose, but he wears the usual ware of one of the human 
warriorsa€ | Marines she believe they were called. But what scares her 
is the youthfulness of this soldier; it reminds her of the youngling 
she slayed on the planet Reach, the one who showed her through his 
sacrifice that the Covenant is waging an unjust war. 

The human fear filled eyes clears partially as it pears curiously at 
her. Shress takes the food and walks to the table, not wanting the 
human to see her so unnerved. She sits down and eyes her meal, it was 
a slab of uncooked meat, though she is used to it, she is not used to 
eating alone, but she puts that in the back of her mind as she slowly 
begins to eat her human cuisine. 

When she is halfway done, she looks at the door and is surprised to 
see the middle slot is still open. She leans to a better angle to see 
out. All she sees is another door that looks similar to hers and the 
human guard, who, judging by the way he is standing, is unaware that 
the hatch is open. 


Carefully she eases out of her seat, careful not to make a sound and 
moves forward to better observe the outside. She looks at different 



angles, but all that she can see is that outside is a long hallway 
stretching as far as she can see with metal doors similar to hers 
lining both sides of it. The only living being she could see was the 
human who brought her meal . 

She sighs and returns to her food, quickly devouring it within a few 
units before picking the plate up and returns to the door. As she 
approaches, she can see that the human is looking at something in his 
hands, one of the black pads with the human language on it. She 
pauses and watches as the human scans the words before putting his 
finger to the screen and scrolls down a bit before scanning a new set 
of words all over again. 

Shress watches for a few more units before moving forward and lightly 
knocks the door. 

The human jumps and fumbles with the pad before turning and flinches 
when he sees the open hatch. Shress waits patiently before holding 
her plate out. The human seems amazed at how fast she has eaten her 
food . 

He takes the plate in his hand and for the first time he spoke, "I 
take it that the meal was to your liking." 

He turns as if to walk away while getting ready to close the hatch 
when Shress answers, "More or less." 

She jumps when she hears the sound of fragile dishes crashing onto 
the floor. She looks out of the hatch at the human who looks stun, as 
if he couldn't believe what he has just heard. Slowly his eyes found 
hers, they were huge and full of wonder when he finally says 
"Youa€ | you can talk?" 

Shress doesn't know why, but this makes her growl, causing the 
soldier to backtrack a step, it is then that she notices he is 
limping a bit. Upon seeing his actual weaken form she stops snarling 
and says, "I'm not a mute mindless savage if that's what you are 
thinking . " 

His eyes are bulging as he holds up his hands, "No! No! Of course 
not!" he says quickly, "it's just thata€ | wella€ | I heard you weren't 
speaking to the ONI investigator and you never said anything before 
so I just assumed you didn't know our language." 

ONI? She thinks for a moment, where has she heard that word before 
when she remembers. The Prowler she and Michael escaped on belongs to 
the group known as ONI . 

She eyes the youngling before her and asks, "So are you ONI as 
well?" 

The young stares at her before breaking into fits of laughter. Shress 
feels her own mandibles starting to spread in a smile as she listens 
to the human's strange fit of hysterics. 

Finally the young looks up at her and wipes away a tear, "Nope, not 
me, " he starts to chuckle again, "ONI is full of smart, spooky, 
people, and I'm not spooky or even smart," he says as he ends with 
another chortle. 



Shress frowns slightly before replying, "You must be smart, the 
Sangheili certainly don't let halfwits stay on a station, so humans 
must not either." 

The youngling is quiet before nodding, "I guess that makes some 
sense." He looks down and looks startled as if he just now noticed 
the pile of broken dishes. He bends down, letting out a small groan 
as he does so and starts picking up the fragments. Shress observes to 
see what it is ailing the human; she couldn't see any damage, but 
then she notices his right knee is pointing in a strange direction 
and his back is as stiff as a board. 

"You are hurt, " she finally says, more of a statement rather than a 
question . 

The youngling looks up at her before letting out a sigh as he nods 
and goes back to cleaning the mess, "yeaha€|docs says I'm lucky to be 
walking, but I'm out of the war." 

She couldn't help but feel sympathy for this youngling. So young and 
he's already injured, far too badly to enter battle, a great shame 
among her people. 

"I am sorry," she finally said and hopes he can see how sincere she 
is. He does looks up, looking a bit startled as he does so but then 
he concentrates as slowly picks himself up. With his hands full, the 
human puts his weight against the wall and slides himself up, hissing 
slightly as he does so. 

He lets out another heavy breath before saying, "It's alrighta€|it 
isn't your fault anyway." 

"Yes it is," she says sadly, "Ia€|my peopleaC ! we could have stopped 
it if only we could see the truth, to see how much damage we are 
doing . " 

He gives her a weary look before saying, "well this is the first time 
I've ever heard an Elite say that." 

She feels her body stiffening a bit as she hisses, "I'm a 
Sangheili . " 

The youngling looks scared again as he says quickly, "sorry, sorry, I 
don't mean to offend you." 

She is silent as she looks down, feeling guilt and shame built up. 

How many young have been crippled because of this forsaken war? 

"Can I ask a question?" he asks, having a slight look of curiosity in 
his eyes. 

She thinks for a moment before looking at him in turn, "only if I can 
ask you a question as well." 

The youngling looks unsure of himself as he looks over his shoulder 
again and says, "Uha€|ok." 

She then nods and gives him a continue gesture. 

The youngling thinks for a moment before asking, "Why are you 



speaking to me? Why not anyone else?" 


That's isn't too hard for her as she replies, "So far, you are the 
only person on this station to treat me as another living being, and 
don't see yourself as anything higher than me." 

The young human nods his understanding before licking his dried lips 
before saying, "AlrightaC | what ' s your question?" 

Shress ponders her enigma carefully through before asking, "Do you 
know how Mi-a€|the Spartan Noble Six is feeling?" 

"Noble Six?" the youngling finally asks. Shress nods so he continues, 
"wellaCihe's walking around and doesn't look hurt, I mean, that's 
what people are saying, I haven't seen him yet." He then eyes her 
with a strange look, "is it true what they are saying? Did the two of 
you come here together?" 

Shress nods her head in answer, unsure how this young human will 
react . 

He is quiet, appearing to be deep in thought before he eventually 
asks, "Is he your friend?" 

_He ' s my suitor_, Shress has no idea why, but she wanted to tell this 
young human that she wishes for the Spartan, for the one known as 
Michael, but instead she just nods and says quietly, "he's a good and 
caring person, " she looks down as she feels sadness creeping up on 
her, "he saved me from the Covenant and has been there when I needed 
him the most . " 

The youngling nods his head, "Yeah that sounds like him." 

Now it is her turn to look startled, "You know him?" 

He chuckles again, "Well not on a personal basis, but he's the one 
who saved me on Reach whena€ i wellaC i when this happen," he says and 
gestures to his damaged body. 

_Reach_, Shress thought, _could it have been possible that it was I 
who injured this young one?_ 

Something in the human's leggings beeps, forcing the youngling to 
hold all the shards of the dishes in one arm as he reaches into his 
pocket. He pulls out a small black device and activates it. He looks 
at a miniature screen on top and his eyes widen a bit. 

"Listen," he says suddenly urgent, "I need to go, no offense, but I'm 
not sure if I'm supposed to be talking to you," he says with a 
sheepish look on his face. 

She nods her understanding before pausing and asks, "Can we talk, 
next time you bring the meal?" 

He must have heard the desperation in her voice because he stops and 
looks into her pleading eyes before nodding, "sure, but only 
briefly . " 

Shress feels like humming now that she has someone far more friendly 
to speak with, but before she could, the human slams the hatch shut 



in her face. 


She tries not to take this as a rude gesture as she turns away from 
the door, but just as suddenly the hatch reopens and there stands the 
nervous looking human once more. 

"By the way, " he says rather quickly, "My name is Jaka, Jaka Lin, 
what ' s yours ? " 

Shress could only smile as she replies, "Shress, Shress Vdam." 

The human now dubbed Jaka smiles and nods his head before closing the 
hatch slowly again. 

Shress turns to head back to her bed when she hears a loud clang as 
the hatch is thrown open yet again, with Jaka's surprised face 
filling the small hole. 

"Shress?" he questions, "your name is Shress?!" 

She gives the human an odd look before saying, "Yes, " uncertain of 
the human's reaction. 

His jaw drops open as he stares at her and he begins talking, "But 
youa€ i Reach, Ia€| Noble Six, hea€ i " Jaka shakes his head before 
saying, "What?" 

Shress is uncertain of what to make of the human's behavior, but 
suddenly she hears what sounds like footsteps coming in their 
direction . 

Jaka looks to his right before looking back at her and quickly says, 
"Got to go," before slamming the hatch shut. 

Shress stands in the middle of her prison, unsure with what has just 
occurred. She merely shakes her head as she turns to her bed and lies 
down. She feels her eyes growing heavy, her head and body are now 
full of food and knowledge. She is about to fall asleep when a loud 
tapping gets her attention. 

She sits up and looks to the door just as it opens and the strange 
guard with the orange eye coloring walks in. Following him is the 
same large human, who is casually flipping the same small pile of 
plastic papers together. 

"Shall we try again?" he asks with his usual superior voice. 

Shress leans her head back and rereleases a groan. 

* *Six POV** 

Six stares at his feet as he waits in the examination room. 

This is the ninth time he has visited the med bay in a week, more 
times than any other Spartan should visit. 

Hopefully this will be the last checkup he has, he just wants toa€ ! he 
isn't really sure what he wants to do. He wants to get back to 
fighting the Covenant, but then again he doesn't want to leave, to 
leave would mean to depart with Shress. And for some reason that's 



just not an option for him. 

He looks around the room in an attempt to get his mind off things. He 
is sitting on an examination table with nothing but his underwear on 
and though he doesn't show it, the cold table is freezing cold. The 
walls are covered with posters of the human body, the skeletal system 
and a single small propaganda poster showing a Spartan giving first 
aid to a wounded Marine. 

Six dully notes that the Spartan is a II, so far the existence of the 
Ill's have remained a secret for years, and most likely no civilian 
will ever know of them or the great sacrifices that they have 
made . 

Suddenly the door opens and in steps a female doctor. Her tag reads 
Waters and her white coat is all but flawless. She has tongue 
depressors, small flashlight and bandages resting in her pocket as 
she strolls in. Her blonde locks are pulled into a pony tail, and the 
serious eyes behind her glasses proclaim her as a 'no funny business' 
kind of person. 

Her eyes briefly looks over Six's body before walking in, giving no 
sign of desire towards the Spartan. However, before the portal 
closed. Six spies three women nurses who are all looking at his large 
muscular body with huge eyes before the door blocks their view. 

Six couldn't help but smirk, if Shress was here she probably would 
have torn the women aparta€|if she was here. 

"Well Mr . a€ | Michael " the doctor says dryly, gaining the Spartan's 
attention, "it appears you are in perfect shapea€ | remarkably so," she 
says and bites her lip. Six finds this amusing, it never fails; 
doctors, nurses and corpsmen are always confused and frustrated when 
a Spartan's body doesn't follow the natural ways of the human 
body . 

"Any lasting damage?" Six finally asks, he knows he's fine 
physically, but he has no idea of the battle on Reach has done any 
internal damage to his body. 

Waters scrolls down the pad before shaking her head, "none that I can 
seea€ | I think this is it Lieutenant, I believe you are now ready to 
be reinserted into combat." 

Six feels thrilled, excited but yet also miserable. He's a Spartan; 
he was literally raised to be in combat, to be in the middle of the 
fight. Yet this means since he is now considered eligible for active 
duty, then he will most certainly be transported to another location, 
maybe into another system entirely. Keeping him far away from 
Shress . 

Suddenly there is a light beeping noise that causes the doctor to 
look at her data pad. She arches an eyebrow before looking up at him 
and asks, "feeling alright? You're vitals just spiked." 

Feeling his nerves starting to get to him. Six stands and begins to 
put his coveralls back on, "I'm fine ma'am." 

The doctor just shakes her head, "I doubt that, you Spartans gives us 
medical personnel grief, we have to strap you down and give you a 



full examination to see whatever it is that's bothering you." 

Six offers her a rare smile, "Well we were trained to ignore the 
pain, soa€ | " 

She just shakes her head and turns to leave. Six is zipping his suit 
up when a sudden thought pops into his head, before he could stop 
himself, he turns and says, "Ma'am, can I ask a question?" 

Waters stops and turns to face the Sparta as she asks, "yes?" 

Six suddenly feels himself grow hot and wishes he can take back the 
request, but it's too late now. 

Six takes in a deep breath before saying, "you know Spartans have 
been genetically altered, right?" 

Waters nods her head so Six continues, "Is it possible, that is if 
you cana€ | is there a way for you to see how much my body has 
changed? " 

Waters once again arches a brow before replying, "that's an awfully 
big request, " whether she realizes it or not, she starts to circle 
Six and looks him over with a critical eye, "it doesn't take a 
professor with a PhD to know you have changed greatly; skeletal 
structure, muscle density, skin repair, " she pauses in front of the 
Spartan, "to go through the whole list will take an hour at least, i 
there anything specific you're looking for?" 

Six feels his cheeks starting to flush and he does his best to 
contain it. If this doctor knows about the augmentation, then she 
also knows that Spartans aren't allowed toa€|breed. 

Waters wait for Six to answer, when none is fore coming she glances 
down at her watch and sighs, "are we done Spartan? I still have work 
to do . " 

Six remembers Shressa€|he did promise that he will ask. 

He takes a deep breath before asking, "do you know if it's alright, 
in my case, to trya€ | reproducing? " 

Waters dip her head to the side, gives the Spartan a strange look 
before asking, "Are you talking about sex Spartan?" 

_Well that was blunt_. Six isn't really sure on what to say or do 
next. He has no idea why but he feels terribly exposed at the 
moment . 

Waters just shake her head, "well, are you or aren't you 
Spartan? " 

Finally Six forces himself to bob his head up and down in 
reply . 

Waters tut a little before saying, "I'm sorry, but I just don't know 
I know Ill's are different than IIs when it comes to genetics, but I 
wouldn't know, you need to see a scientist who specializes in the 
field of genetics if you want an answer." 



"Right, " Six says quietly, "thank you for your time doctor, " he gives 
the doctor a nod before edging around her and heads to the door. His 
hand is about to activate the 'open' button when Waters speaks again, 
"do you really want to know?" 

Six turns to the doctor who is quietly observing him, "do you really 
want to know Spartan?" 

There's no stopping it now, heat has finally made its way to his face 
and he hopes he's not as red as he feels he is. He feels as if he has 
been struck dumb by the question, but he again thought of Shress, 
remembers the time when his body almosta€|he must admit it did feel 
good, especially with Shress, who he wonders if she wishes to do it 
almost as much as he does despite their xenomorphic differences. So 
he mutely nods again, feeling foolish by the second. 

Waters smiles lightly at the Spartans embarrassment as she says, "I 
have a friend who works in genetics, if you want, I can send the 
person a blood sample and he can tell us." 

Six ponders this for a while, wondering if it'll be worth it. But 
then again, he doesn't really have anything to losea€| aside from 
Shress, but this way they'll know if he can or not. He sighs 
inwardly; if he can'ta€|he wonders if she'll stay with him if she is 
ever given the choice. 

He shakes his head; it doesn't really matter unless he can find a way 
of getting her out of the brig. 

"Alright," Six finally said, "you can do that." 

"Are you sure?" asks Waters, "I can tell you are uncomfortable." 

Six offers a tiny smile, "I'm uncomfortable just talking about 
it 

Waters shakes her head lightly once more before she starts to type in 
her data pad and says, "Alright then, it may take a while to receive 
a reply, but I'll inform you when it comes in." 

Six takes a deep breath and says, "Thank you." 

"Of course, " the doctor said. 

Six opens the door and is stepping out when the alarms goes off. The 
lights dim and emergency power kicks the flashing caution lights 
on . 

Six freezes and waits for the announcement, soon enough it comes on 
and a voice says, "Attention, attention, all hands stand to, 
unidentified ship has entered the system, and inbound to the station, 
over . " 

That's all Six needed to hear. As quick as a flash, he is out of the 
room. As a Spartan he can't really help much in space, but if the 
unknown vectors try to board, it's his job to repel them. 

Vectors, he thought to himself, it must be the Covenant, who else 
could it be? This thought is enough to make the Spartan shiver. Earth 
is the last and only place for humanity to fall back to, if they lose 



Earth, they lose everything. Six grits his teeth, after the many 
sacrifices that were made in this war, he promises to the loss's 
memories that they did not die in vain. 

He speeds by rushing sailors and Marines, all of whom pauses to watch 
the Spartan run at an unnatural speed. His boots barely touches the 
floor as he flies across the station, trying to get to his duty 
section which is the hangar bay. 

He reaches the stairwell and in the heat of the moment, flips himself 
over the railing and drops down the ten flights of stairwells. With a 
crash. Six lands on his feet, jarring his legs a little, but he 
ignores it and continues running to the hangar. 

Finally, Six passes through the door and to his station area. The 
room is huge, made to accommodate Pelicans and Prowlers alike. 
Pelicans hang suspended from the ceiling on large chains, while the 
latter is resting on raised platforms on the ground. The Prowler he 
and Shress traveled on is pushed against the far wall, being work on 
by ONI spooks no doubt. The engineers are all rushing around, putting 
tools away and breaking out weapons. 

Following suit. Six rushes to the nearest gun locker which is built 
into the wall. He punches in the code and the small handle that is 
holding the guns retracts itself. Six grabs an M7 SMG and a BR55 
battle rifle. He tries to clip the SMG to his hip but then remembers 
he isn't wearing his Spartan armor. He curses as he is forced to drop 
the SMG to the floor while he gets into a kneeling stance and takes 
aim with the rifle. 

He, as well as the other defenders, all points their weapons at the 
large opening into the hanger. The shield is tinge blue, wavering 
every so often as if it's ready to go off at any moment. The Sailors, 
Marines and single Spartan waits, daring any extraterrestrial being 
to cross into their territory. 

Eventually a massive ship drifts into view and Six allows his eyebrow 
to go up in confusion and wonder. 

The ship is a human shuttle, a Frigate, or what's left of it that is. 
The main body of it has been blasted away, probably from being hit by 
plasma torpedoes. The soft underbelly looks as if it's being dragged 
across the black void of space as it trudges forward. All over the 
ship titanic plates are missing, gaping holes appears almost on every 
deck and every so often a small piece of the ship will break 
away . 

At first Six thought it was a ghost ship that has drifted into the 
UNSC controlled space. But then he notices that the bridge has its 
lights on and there appears to be no damage around that area. He 
notes that around the sides of the bridge are hastily welded pieces 
of metal where there has no doubt been damage, apparently somebody 
tried to patch the ship up so the occupants on the bridge can 
breathe . 

He then notices the large white letters just below the stern of the 
ship. It's been scraped and blasted so many time that it's difficult 
to read but Six eventually reads, _Gettysburg_. 


Just then the PA system came back online and the same voice says 



"all units stand down, I repeat, all units stand down, friendlies 
coming on board." 

Almost as one, the soldiers let their arms dropped and looked 
relieved. All except for Six, he is taught to take the world as a 
serious threat, to never let his guard down. Which is why he is 
watching through his scope and sees a Pelican heading to the 
hanger . 

Everybody backs away from the door to make room for the spacecraft as 
it rapidly approaches. Six drops the rifle and picks up the S7 
instead. He moves closer to the landing pad and makes it just in time 
as the Pelican comes in for a landing. 

It passes through the shield barrier and causes a large artificial 
wind storm as it leans back and slows down. The deckhands and Marines 
cower away a bit, but Six stands his ground as he waits for the craft 
to land. Finally it brings the nose down, gently puts itself on the 
pad and cuts the engine. 

Six remains standing close to the Pelican, holding the weapon down 
but ready to bring it back up if the forces inside the green drop 
ship turns out to be hostile. 

The ramp finally hisses and it lowers itself to the floor. Six hears 
a strange thumping noise, which he realizes are footsteps, 
originating from the Pelican. Six couldn't believe at what he is 
seeing . 

Stepping out of the Pelican are Spartans. For one wild moment he 
thought one of them was Jun when he sees the green alloy of the 
armor, but that hope dies when he further examines the Spartans. 

There are four of them, all in green and all looking alike, only 
their width and height shows the difference between them. Six now 
knows that none of them is a III, Ill's decorate their armor to match 
their personality and add their own upgrades to make them more 
unique. These guys are exactly the same, nothing sets them apart; 
they 're I I ' s . 

It is then that he notices that standing by the Spartans is a Marine, 
wearing a cap, cigar in his mouth; all matched with a rather amused 
expression. Six notices the bars on the man's chest armor proclaim 
him to be a Sergeant . 

"Well this is some welcoming committee, " the Sergeant says as he 
looks around, "all guys, no women, no beer; wonder if they even made 
an effort to bake a cake." 

Nobody laugh, not the Marines or the Sailors and most certainly not 
the Spartans. It is then however that one of the Spartans orange 
visor looks directly at Six. He is taller than Six is and appears to 
be the leader for it isn't long before the other Spartans follow the 
person's gaze and their gazes settle on him. 

Six wonders how he looks. He had cut his hair earlier so it isn't too 
long or too short, but he did this so Shress could rub his haira€|if 
they are ever together again. He had also scrubbed himself clean and 
is now wearing a clean set of coveralls, but he knows what the 
Spartans are thinking. He is too tall and too muscled to be a normal 
human being. 



The leader steps forward and pauses; the visor looks at Six's 
shoulder and sees the image of a silver bar, the rank of an army 
Lieutenant, a rank higher than most Spartans receive. 

The leader snaps a salute and the other Spartans does the 
same . 

Finally the leader speaks, "Sir, Master Chief reporting for 
duty . " 


2 1 . Exchanges 
**Exchanges** 

**Shress POV** 

"But where does the plant come from?" 

"Well, uha€ | it ' s already in the seed, soa€ | you just need to water 

it . " 

"Does it have to be underground in order for it to grow?" 

"Yes, because the ground has nutrients that the plant needs." 

"Where do the nutrients come from?" 

Jaka rubs his head slightly before saying, "I don't really know, I'm 
just a grunt, not a scientist." 

Shress thinks over their traded words as she inspects a strange green 
food type that reminds her of a large leaf. The humans seems fond of 
the stuff since they keep adding it to Shress ' s dish, but it isn't 
until now did she decide to try it. 

She sniffs it carefully before tearing a small section off with the 
tips of her mandibles. The strange subsidence tastes horribly plain 
and lacks flavor. She replaces the green food before standing and 
walks back to the door where Jaka stood at the ready as he takes the 
plate from her. 

He gives her a smile, "I guess Sangheilis don't like vegetables do 
they ? " 

Shress growls, "If all these vegetables taste the same as this one, 
then yes, I doubt a single Sangheili would fine this cuisine 
edible . " 

Jaka just laughs as he leans against the wall and keeps the small 
hatch open so that he and the Sangheili could talk. 

"How is it that you came to be here?" Shress finally asks, "your 
leaders were sucpicous of the Spartan Noble Six when he arrived, 
faster than normal from what I hear." 

Jaka offers a tired shrug, "it happened immediately after the battle, 
I was deemed critical and was placed on the very first shuttle back 
to Earth, the only other planet that offered state of the art healing 



tech other than Reach, " he releases a sigh, "we were lucky, we made 
it out of the atmosphere before the Covenant made a blockade around 
the planet." 

Shress mimes Jaka's position and leans against the wall as well, 
offering her legs a moment of rest as she next questions, "What is it 
that you do here exactly Jaka? I don't see other Marines with 
extensive injuries like yours roaming the corridor." In truth, aside 
from the people known as ONI, Jaka is the only other human that 
Shress has seen on this level of the station, she is starting to 
wonder if she is the only occupant in this long hallway of 
cells . 

Jaka is quiet before saying, "I just do some random jobs here and 
thereaC | you see my father is an admiral, soa€ | I guess he can't bear 
the thought of me leaving the service so he has be station here just 
doing whatever that is needed to be done, " Shress notices his sad 
expression and thinks of a way to change the subject when Jaka's 
expression altered and he asks a question. 

"How was it that you and Noble Six met?" he asks, "and how did the 
two of you ended up being friends?" 

Shress feels her skin burn lightly, if only this human knew, she and 
Michael are a lot more than just friends. She remembers when they 
first met, she promised him that she would give him a quick death, 
but then he used his wits and it was she who was at his mercy. 
However, he didn't end her as she thought he would, instead he let 
her go. She has always figured it was because he had a sense of honor 
that caused him to release her. Yet now he claims it's because he 
liked her that is the reason he didn't kill her. 

She shivers as she remembers their final days aboard the Prowler. She 
felt they had grown so close during that time. They learn of each 
other's species, cultures and religion, or at least Michael did, she 
still found it strange that the human knew almost nothing about his 
own society. She did, however learn a lot about him; despite his 
tough demeanor he crumbles before her whenever she trails her hand 
down his chest. She smiles at the memory and would give anything to 
see Michael at the moment. 

"Shress?" The Zealot is brought out of her thinking as Jaka looks 
through the hatch and stares at her, "are you alright?" 

She gulps a couple of times before nodding her head in confirmation. 
She thinks of his previous question before stating, "We met under 
strain circumstancesa€ | but we acted civil at the time and we 
justa€ | started to see each other more and more often." 

She couldn't believe how weak she is sounding now, but what else 
could she say, whenever she tries to speak of Michael and how she 
feels towards him, the mere thought of the Spartan practically causes 
her form to melt in status. 

Jaka nods before asking, "Did you hear the alarms go off 
yesterday? " 

"Yesterday?" she asks, unfamiliar with the word. 

"The day before today," Jaka elaborates, "I don't know how, but a 



bunch of Spartans arrived in a destroyed ship, it's downright 
unbelievable," Shress notices the human's voice seems to hitch a bit 
at these words. 

"You sound excited," she comments. 

He nods enthusiastically, "Well of course I am! I thought Noble Six 
was the last Spartan, but now there are a whole lot more, isn't that 
great ? " 

Shress smiles and says, "That's wonderful news," but in truth she 
feels even more miserable at the moment. 

She thinks back to when Michael spoke of his fellow Spartan warriors. 
He talked of how they made a strong pact with one another and how 
close they are, a bond that made Shress slightly envious truth be 
told since she has always been alone among the Covenant. She couldn't 
help but wonder if Michael has forgotten about her, why else would he 
not visit her yet? And now with the arrival of these Spartans her 
suitor will surely be too occupied to give her a spare thought. 

She aggressively begins to hope that the Spartans are II 's 
considering they and the Ill's don't get along, but she instantly 
berate herself for it. Michael is no doubt feeling as lonely as she 
does, she should feel happy for him that he has somebody who 
understands him and who he can talk to. But still she feels hurt at 
the thought of him being with anyone else other than her, her blood 
starts to boil as she wonders if there are any females among the 
group of Spartans. 

"Shress," Jaka says again, "are you sure you're ok, you're awfully 
quite . " 

Shress feels her mandibles twitch in agitation at the interruption of 
her thoughts, but is polite when she says, "I'm fine; I'm just 
thinking about Noble Six is all." 

Jaka gives her an odd look before he asks a startling question, "Do 
you like him?" 

Shress feels as if the very air has been pressed out of her system as 
she wonders if she heard the human correctly. Was it that obvious? 

Has she been acting like a heart sick fool as is expected of a 
female? 

Jaka continues to gaze at her before saying, "Sorry I was just 
wondering-" 

"Yes, " Shress interrupts, feeling a slight surge of pride as she 
says, "I like him and he has agreed to be my suitor." 

Jaka eyes become huge as he exclaims, "What! You love him!? And he 
loves you?! He can actually feel!?" 

She regards him strangely, "You asked if I like him, " she points 
out . 

"As a friend, " Jaka says still looking stun, "so you two are a 
couple? " 



Shress wonders at the word before figuring that couple is a word use 
to associate a male and female companion together so she nods. 


Jaka appears astonished as he takes all this in, his eyes begin to go 
up and down over Shress' s body, but she allows it for she sees no 
harm. Besides, she understands now, human females are much more 
different from the males, their bodies are curved and slightly 
different in body structure. Among Sangheili, females and males 
appears to be almost exactly alike in physical appearance except for 
their gender difference. 

She supposes human females are much more worthy of attention compared 
to the female Sangheilis, which is why Shress started to doubt 
Michael. Why did he choose her when there are so much more better 
choices ? 

She suddenly becomes alert when she heard the crash of a plate and 
Jaka releases a small yelp. She turns, but the hatch has closed. 
Feeling unnerved and slightly concern for her human friend, she 
stands and tries the door, but it remains lock. Suddenly it slides 
open, forcing Shress to step back. 

Walking in is the large human that she simply knows as ONI . He has a 
wide smile on his face, but despite this, she feels unease. Even more 
so when she looks over his shoulder and sees his guard throwing Jaka 
away before entering the room himself. 

Shress makes to move forward, but the large human takes out a metal 
shaft and slams it against the wall. She jumps when a small electric 
storm takes place, filling the room with bright blue flash as 
lightning plays alongside the wall. 

Shress is forced to move back, snarling as she does so. She's a 
Zealot, she shouldn't be retreating, but the human is armed with a 
weapon that she has never seen before and he appears to know how to 
use it. Her armor covers parts of her body, but upon arriving to the 
station the humans had done something to rob it of its power, leaving 
her without its protective energy shield. 

The guard closes the door and strides forward. His rifle is slung on 
his back, but he holds out a hand towards his human companion and he 
throws him the metal baton. The guard inspects the rod before 
bringing it down on the floor, causing sparks to fly. He grins 
wickedly as he begins to circle around Shress. 

She raises her mandibles, willing to fight if she has to when the 
large human speaks. 

"So you can talk, can't you?" he asks in his usual obnoxious 
voice . 

Shress snarls in response as she glares at him, but she keeps a weary 
eye on the human with the weapon. 

"You know, originally we couldn't harm you because it was believed 
you couldn't understand us," the human says as he walks to position 
himself opposite of his companion, making it difficult for Shress to 
keep an eye on both the humans. "You see to us, to humanity that is, 
to harm you simply because you can't understand us is like harming a 
child, a crime against humansa€ | I'm not sure if it's the same with 



your race though." 


She turns and growls at him, but that was a mistake. She hears the 
rushing footsteps and she turns with a raised arm to swat away an 
attack, but the guard goes under her arm and hits her bare skin 
between her chest and hip pieces. 

Shress releases a whine at the pain, it feels as if she has been 
branded, her skin burns and cracks slightly at the feeling of the 
extreme heat as it also leaves a nasty bruise. Shress touches the 
wound but withdraws her hand with a hiss; the flesh is still too hot 
to touch. 

"Nasty little bite isn't it?" questions the large human, "now, 
understand this, if you don't answer me, he'll hit you again until 
you start speaking, " this infuriates Shress further; he is speaking 
like an adult to a youngling once more. 

When she remains silent, she hears the whirl and tries to jump out of 
the way. The baton skids on her chest armor, but she still feels the 
uncomfortable heat as it passes by her face. The guard turns and 
before she could weave out of danger, is struck against one of her 
legs. She goes down as she tries to sooth the pain, gridding her 
mandibles together in pain. 

"Now," the large human continues, "my question is this; what is the 
location of the super structure that you know as High Charity?" 

In spite of the agonizing pain she is feeling, Shress is surprised 
that the humans know of High Charity. The giant spacecraft is 
defended by the entire Covenant fleet, which is understandable 
considering this is the heart of the Covenant, where the holy 
Prophets themselves reside. It is constantly moving, from planet to 
planet, investigating worlds for holy sites. She doesn't know where 
the station is now, but she isn't prepared to tell that to her human 
interrogators . 

The large man sighs and signals the guard further. The guard smiles 
once more as he moves forward once more, baton raised. 

Shress snarls in determination, daring the human to do his 
worse . 

* *Six POV** 

_Come on_, Six tells himself, _if you can talk to an alien about your 
feelings towads her, then surely you can speak to your fellow 
Spartans_. 

Six takes in a gulp of air before sitting. He glances up and catches 
the Spartans II 's observing him before returning to their 
meals . 

They are in the canteen area, eating lunch, or so say their watches. 
This is the first time Six is with the team of Spartans since their 
arrival yesterday. They were all cleaned, fed and were provided 
medical care, after that, the Master Chief told Six and Admiral Lynch 
everything. The loss of the _Pillar of Autumn_, the death of almost 
everyone on board and the discovery of Halo. 



Six is still reeling from the fact that the famous Master Chief was 
on board the ship that he helped saved when the Chief told them of 
the Forerunners. An alien race that is far superior to the Covenant, 
the race that the Prophets refers to as their gods. According to the 
Chief, he and the crew of the _Autumn_ made a blind jump into 
slipspace that ended up with them finding Halo; a fully artificial 
superstructure of magnitude size, shaped like a ring floating in 
space but providing air, water and possibly food on the surface as if 
it was a planet. The technology and equipment used to build Halo is 
light years beyond human comprehension, or even the Covenant's. 
However, it didn't stop there, while exploring, they discovered a 
parasitic life form only known as "The Flood." If it was a regular 
Marine telling the story. Six would have suggested that the man gets 
a psychic check, but seeing as it's the Master Chief himself is what 
made the tale all the more horrifying. Even the Chief shivers as he 
describes what happened; a single bite from the Flood can transform 
any man into a mindless drone whose sole purpose is to pass on the 
parasite to other life forms. While battling the Flood, the Master 
Chief's personal AI, Cortana, hacked into the Forerunners archives 
and discovered that the Flood feeds on their "hosts" and sucks every 
bit of knowledge the poor person knows. It was also then discovered 
that the Halo ring was actually a huge super weapon, capable of 
destroying an entire galaxy; the Forerunners believed that the 
destruction of civilization was the only way to destroy the flood, by 
destroy the food source, which is humanity and the species of the 
Covenant, they in turn will destroy the flood. Chief was able to find 
a Long Sword and escape from Halo, taking with him Cortana, who 
downloaded the firing mechanism needed to fire the Ring, without it 
Halo is harmless. Or it was now, in order to ensure that the Flood 
doesn't spread, the Chief caused a meltdown in the _Autumn ' s_ engine 
core, resulting with it destroying the Ring. 

Six couldn't believe the story, but the surprises just kept on 
coming. After searching through the wreckage of the ring. Master 
Chief regrouped with Marine Sergeant Johnson, an ODST, a pilot and a 
ONI agent who survived by flying inside a Pelican. They also 
recovered cryo-tubes that must have been ejected from the _Autumn_ 
before it was destroyed; only one person in the tubes survived, the 
Spartan known as Linda-058. Soon after they were engaged in a fight 
with a roaming Covenant patrol in which the Chief and his now small 
crew of misfits, boarded a Covenant Flagship, eliminated the crew and 
jumped into splispace before the remaining Covenant vessels could 
retaliate. From there they journey back to Reach in hopes of finding 
a small refuge to restock the ship. 

Next it was Spartan 104, Fred, turn to tell the story. Apparently 
while Six and Emile made their run to the _Pillar of Autumn_, a total 
of twenty two Spartan II 's, led by Fred, were dropped to the surface 
of Reach. In a final desperate attempt to defend the planet, the 
Spartans were task with guarding the ground generators that powers 
the Super MAC guns circling in the planet's orbit, weapons that was 
critical to the human's space battle against the Covenant. They put 
up a valiant fight, but it ended with their demise except for four 
Spartans, one of who was Fred, who were forced to fall back. Six 
remembers his supposed last stand, fighting in a field full of fallen 
Spartan II 's. That must have been Fred's teammates, or what was left 
of them that is. The remaining Spartans fell back to Castle Base 
where they met Doctor Halsey. At that point Six butted in and asks, 
or rather demanded, to know if Jun was with her. Fred gave him an odd 
look before shaking his head, they saw no III at Castle nor did 



Halsey mention him. Six feels his fist curls at the memory, did the 
doctor abandon Jun? No, most likely Jun ensure that the doctor made 
it to the base before probably going back out into the field, 
searching for the rest of Noble team, looks like he is still MIA. 
Returning to his story, Fred gives detail of how the Covenant found 
them again, forcing the Spartans, plus Halsey, to retreat further 
below into the underground caverns beneath the base. 

Here, the Master Chief speaks again. Upon arriving to Reach, the 
crew, save for Cortana who stayed to watch the ship, traveled to the 
surface when they received an emergency broadcast sent by a Spartan. 
They followed the signal and discovered a three man Spartan team who 
were split from the rest of Fred's group and were in company with 
Admiral Whitcomb. From there Master Chief led the party to Castle 
Base, where he suspected the rest of the II 's were considering they 
trained there as kids. They rescued the remaining Spartans as well as 
Doctor Halsey. Once rescued, they return to space and discovered that 
Cortana had constructed a hybrid vessel, combining the flagship and 
the destroyed UNSC ship _Gettysburg_ together to empower the vessel. 
They then jump back into slipspace, however before they got far, the 
ship was fired upon and took damaged; forcing the Spartans plus the 
one pilot to attempt to fix the damage. This was accomplished, but 
resulted with the deaths of the Spartans known as Li, Anton and the 
pilot, leaving only six Spartans accounted for. 

From there they jumped to Eridanus II, where they stumbled upon an 
insurgent base built in a nearby asteroid field. At first the 
insurgents refused to help them, but when the Covenant arrived, the 
UNSC forces eliminated the threat and in return, the insurgents 
helped the Spartans. However, something unexpected happen. Doctor 
Halsey went AWOL, and she kidnapped the Spartan named Kelly. How she 
manage to do this. Six has no idea, but he feels his blood stating to 
boil, he always knew Halsey would put her personal interests first 
and it would be fatal to those who depends on her and judging from 
the Spartans rigid posture as Master Chief said this, it looks like 
he was right. More Covenant forces arrived soon after Halsey 
disappeared, forcing the Spartans to jump once more, but not before 
the distraught ODST killed himself in an explosion, whether it was a 
intended suicide or accident will never be known. 

Yet while en route to earth, they learned of a Covenant super battle 
station called _Unyielding Hierophant_. Believing the station was on 
its way to Earth as well; the Spartans boarded it and raided the 
ship. They were able to arm a bomb and place it into the station's 
core, destroying the large battle ship, but during the attack, 

Spartan Grace was KIA. It didn't stop there however, the remaining 
Covenant ships started to chase after the Spartans, but Admiral 
Whitcomb and the ONI agent disentangled the Covenant flagship from 
the _Gettysburg_ and rode it into battle, destroying the pursuing 
Covenant ships, but dying in the attempt as well. 

Master Chief took a deep breath after finishing the story, some of 
which Six couldn't really understand. It is now easy for the III to 
understand how it was that the Chief is so famous; he probably has 
the best luck out of everyone else in the service. With the story 
done, it becomes clear that the Spartans Fred, Linda, Will and Master 
Chief, are the last remaining IIsa€|just like Six being the last 
III. 


After the story telling, they contacted Hood, but he was busy at the 



moment (much to Six's disappointment) so the Master Chief just had to 
write a really long report for the Admiral. 

That was approximately twelve hours ago, now here Six is, sitting 
with the IIs, who feels more and more like an outcast by the second. 
He is at least five years younger but he is sure their level of 
experience is the same as his. They all have a wariness about them 
that unites them in combat, but Six can still see he is singled out. 
He has a relaxed pose while the others sat rigidly and they ate with 
manners fit for nobles at a formal dinner party. Yet, almost 
embarrassingly, he notices that they are taller than he is by a few 
inches. Master Chief easily towers over the III, standing well over 
seven feet tall. They might be in the standard Navy coveralls, but 
with their supreme height and muscle tone they are an intimidating 
sight . 

Six hears a burst of laughter and looks to his right. There he sees 
the Sergeant known as Johnson getting along well with the other 
Marines at his table as they all laugh at whatever it was that he 
said . 

_Why can't it be that easy_. Six wonders to whatever being that might 
be . 

Finally Six clears his throat and says, "Soa€| how's your day 
going? " 

Almost all the Spartans looks up as if surprised that the III could 
speak . 

It scared Six slightly when they acted as one and says in unison, 
"We're fine sir," their voices mingling with one another, making it 
sound like one united voice. 

Six sighs, "Guys, please don't call me sir, it's weird enough that 
you salute me." 

The Spartans stares at him as if he is an alien before the Master 
Chief reply, "Its protocol sir." 

"Yes, but you don't have to keep doing that," Six says, "honestly 
Chief I feel like I'm the one who should be saluting you." 

Six hope the Master Chief would laugh or at the very least smile, but 
his chisel face remains emotionless as he says, "I'm sure you are as 
worthy of your rank as I am of mine." 

Six has to restrain himself from releasing a growl of frustration. 

Was Jorge the black sheep of the Spartan II family? The giant Spartan 
was well known for his positive demeanor and deep chuckles. As for 
the other II'sa€|Six is sure that they probably only smiled twice a 
year . 

He glances up at each and every one of them. It's obvious that Fred 
is second in command, he isn't as large or as lean as most Spartans, 
but he doesn't show any sign of bitterness towards that end, he also 
has streaks of silver hair on the side mixed in with the brown. 

Next to him sits Linda, she is the only woman in the group, small, 
about six foot nine, has blood red hair, sparkling green eyes and a 



hard stoic look, yet what Six finds unsettling about her is that she 
doesn't appear to ever blink, easy to see why she's the team 
sniper . 

Across from her is Will, another average Spartan who appears quite 
plain save for the twin scars caressing the side of his face as his 
brown eyes keep their full attention on his food. 

Finally, sitting across from Six is the man simply known for his 
rank; Master Chief. He wonders what his real name is, but at the 
moment Six doesn't really have the faith that he would answer, so 
he'll just call him by his rank just like everyone else. He has sandy 
brown hair, a light dash of freckles and possesses what appear to be 
dark eyes. The very image of the grim reaper if Six has ever seen 
one . 

Six looks back down at his food in deep thought. When he and Shress 
talk she usually would be the one to start the conversation with a 
question, maybe he should give it a try. 

"SoaCiyou were inside the _Pillar of Autumn_?" Six asks Master 
Chief . 

Chief is silent before looking back at Six, "Yesa€ | and you were the 
one who defended it?" 

Six nods his head. 

"You're also the one who transported Cortana, correct?" 

That question threw him off. Six thinks of when he did that. Did 
Chief have him confused with another Spartan? Because he certainly 
can't remember transporting Cortana, he hasn't even met her before 
yesterday . 

"I'm sorry Chief," Six begins, "I don't recall-" 

Before he could finish speaking his COM Pad beeped. Six takes it out, 
activates it, and almost jumps. He was looking at Cortana, her face 
filling the entire screen. 

"A little edgy, aren't we Lieutenant?" she says with a smirk. 

Six felt embarrassment and shame starting to blossom within. He has 
no idea what is going on, but his senses seems to have dulled some. 

Hs reservoir has also been open and is more acceptable towards 
others, like now, never before would he have ever tried to be social. 
Has his time with Shress altered him in some ways? He hopes not, he 
didn't want his war fighting skills to go slack nor does he want to 
stop being with Shress, in fact, he wants to be with her more than 
ever right about now. He finds her presence more cheerful and 
comforting rather than the hard Spartan demeanor. 

Ok, he feels scared now. He has been surrounded by people like this 
most of his life. Why is it that he is suddenly no longer reassured 
being in this sort of presence? 

"Lieutenant, are you alright?" 


He looks into the AT curious expression and then it clicked. He 



remembers that face, it was the one he often seen Doctor Halsey wear. 
He then remembers back at Sword base, the package, and the strange 
glowing chip, how it looked like a woman before it was downloaded, a 
very specific woman to be precise. 

"You were the package," Six says rather dumbly. 

Cortana smirks at him, "Yes Lieutenant and for the record, I didn't 
enjoy the ride." 

Six smiles in return, "Nor did I, I'm glad to hear you were a big 
help . " 

"As was my programming, " Cortana says in reply, "Your skills are 
almost similar to the Master Chief's." 

"Almost?" Six questions and looks up amusingly at the Chief, hoping a 
quirk from his AI companion would get some emotion from the man. The 
Chief's jaw tightens by a fraction before it relaxed again. 

Slightly worried by this unreadable sign. Six turns back to his pad 
and asks, "What is it Cortana?" 

The AI looks Six straight in the eye, her eye appears to be blue in 
nature but he notices that instead of webs of veins there are only 
codes streaming through. 

"I've just intercepted a message that was being sent to Admiral Lynch 
from Lord Hood-" 

"Cortana," the Master Chief interrupts rather sternly, "that's 
classified material for officer's eyes only." 

The AI disappeared from Six's pad, leaving it in its original default 
setting. Before Six could question where she went, the lens of the 
camera in Six's pad suddenly releases a ray of blue light and there 
stands Cortana as her miniature holographic self. 

She crosses her arms and glares at the Chief, "I was designed to hack 
into security systems and to dismantle them Chief, are you 
questioning the point of my existence." 

The Chief shakes his head before looking down at his food. 

"How are you doing this?" Six asks as he observes the light streaming 
out of his Pad, "I didn't even know there was a projector in this 
thing . " 

"There isn't," Cortana says with a sly grin, "it's a little trick I 
learned from the Forerunner Archives." 

"Cortana," Chief interrupts again, "You shouldn't be experimenting 
with Forerunner technology, you should turn it over to ONI-" 

"I copied and downloaded all of my files to ONI Chief," she says, 
irritation clear in her voice. 

Feeling a little tension rising. Six instead asks, "What is it you 
wanted to tell me Cortana?" 



She returns her gaze back to Six, "I intercepted a message from 
Admiral Hood to Lynch-" 

"Which is for his eyes only," Master Chief states again. 

Six glances up and sees the Spartan giving Cortana a hard look. 
However the III notices the other Spartans are now watching with what 
appears to be twinkles of amusement in their eyes as they watch their 
leader. Six guesses this isn't the first time the Chief and Cortana 
argued, or what came close to arguing. 

Cortana gives a human like sigh of exasperation before saying, "It's 

about and for the Lieutenant and the Sangheili prisoner 

Chief." 

Before the Master Chief could speak again. Six leans forward, and 
asks, "What? What did it say about me and the prisoner?" It pained 
him to refer to Shress in this manner, but what can he do? 

Cortana arches a eyebrow, probably hearing the desperation in Six's 
voice before saying, "he has granted your request, you may see the 
Sangheili, he hopes that a familiar face will make it more 
corruptive . " 

"Her," Six says suddenly, "It is a she." 

Cortana 's brow arches even higher, "Well in that case, you are 
allowed to see her then." She then turn to look at the other 
Spartans, "One more thing, all of you, " here she looks at Six before 
looking back, "have been ordered to the armory at seventeen hundred 
hours, your new MJOLNIR armor has just arrived." 

It could easily be told from a distance that the mood at the table 
has lifted. Fred's fingers started to drum on the table, Linda's foot 
started to tap the floor at a rapid pace and Will actually smiled. 
Master Chief remains as serious as ever, but Six notices his eyes 
squint slightly, this must be as much emotion the Chief reveals. 

Six feels himself cracking a smile as well as he stands, "Thanks 
Cortana, and I'm guessing I speak for all of us when I say 
that . " 

Cortana gives another of her smirks before saying, "My pleasure. 
Lieutenant, " with that the light from the pad fades and so does 
Cortana 's form. 

Six picks up his plate before dipping his heads to the II 's, "Guess 
I'll see you guys later." 

He turns to strode off but stops when he hears the Master Chief's 
voice, "Lieutenant." 

Six turns back to the Chief who is giving him a solemn observation, 
looking him up and down as if he has never seen him before. 

"Yes Master Chief," Six asks cautiously. 

The Chief looks up and says, "You are looking eager." 

Six wonders where this was leading, but he plays along as he says. 



" Ye s a€ | " 


The Chief is silent before saying, "I was just wondering 
why . " 

There's a challenging enigma, especially when the III looks up and 
sees the other Spartans have focused their attention on him now. Six 
wonders how the Spartans are going to react until he decides to tell 
them as delicately as possible. 

"I'm going to see Shress, " he could see their confusion and 
enlightens them, "that's the name of the Sangheili." 

The fact that none of them are showing the slightest of emotion 
doesn't bode well for Six as he waits for them to say 
something . 

Finally Will speaks up, "You're excited to see a split lip?" 

Six tries to breathe regularly so they won't see his anger at the use 
of the derogatory word, "Yes I am, I would even go as far as say 
we've become good friends." 

"Friends?" question Linda as if she has never heard the word 
before . 

Six nods, "Yes, friends." 

Fred crosses his arms, "And how did that happen?" 

Six should have seen that coming, he thinks of what to say, knowing 
full well the truth will cause problems, but seeing no other way out 
of his blight. Six sighs inwardly before saying, "Wea€| talked 
anda€ | it just went on from there." _Way beyond_. Six thinks to 
himself . 

Silence fills the table before the Chief leans towards Six, "You 
_talked _to it?" 

"I talked to her, yes," Six replies. 

"What did you to tell it?" the Master Chief asks. 

"Just basic human things like human words, what kind of food we eat, 
how to read the alphabet-" 

"That material could prove useful to the Covenant and fatal to 
humanity," Fred injects. 

"She left the Covenant, " Six says, feeling the grip on his tray 
tightening, "she wants to help humanity." 

"Why?" Will question. 

"Because she is one of the few to realize that this isn't a holy war, 
its genocide-" 

"She just now realized that?" Linda questions next. 

Six bites down hard on his tongue in irritation. These Spartans have 



been battling long and hard like machines, and as such they now see 
the Sangheili as enemies, now and probably forever. 

Six turns to leave, but the Chief calls to him again. 

Six looks over his shoulder at the Master Chief as he says, "We're 
just looking out for the good of humanity sir." 

Six feels his body quiver slightly before replying, "And I'm looking 
out for the good of my friends, " with that, he begins walking away 
from the Spartan II 's table, now feeling the barrier between them 
strengthening . 

**Shress POV** 

Shress coughs up another blue mass of blood before resting her head 
on the floor again, feeling exhausted just from that small 
action . 

She takes long and slow breaths as she tries to asse her damaged 
body. She commands her left leg to right itself up, but she feels 
nothing. She then tries to get her one and only working arm to push 
her body up, but she only place a small bit of weight on it when the 
arm gave out. She hisses as she makes contact with the floor. It 
feels as if her entire body has inherited the weak muscles of a 
youngling . 

She has no idea how long she has been lying on the floor, nor how 
long the interrogation has lasted. As she remained silent throughout 
the whole ordeal, the humans just got angrier and angrier until the 
guard was beating her for no apparent reason at all. He has struck 
her multiple times with the metal club like weapon, each time it 
shocked and bruised her skin whenever it struck flesh. She tried to 
fight back at one point, but that only resulted with her receiving a 
kick in her chest. 

She carefully directs her left hand to her chest and feels it become 
slick with blood. It was the only wound she has sustained that has 
drawn blood. She carefully touches her face, but flinches as soon as 
her fingers touched it. Before the humans left her lying on the 
floor, the guard delivered one last swing that crack against her 
head. She feels that one of her mandibles is bleeding while the left 
side of her face has been cracked with electric power. She runs her 
tongue over the limp mandible and feels a trickle of blood; hopefully 
it's just a breakage and nothing more. 

Her eyes widen in panic when she hears the door sliding opening. 

_It can't be them_, she thinks wildly, _they just left, I can't 
endure another session like this again, it could kill me_. 

She shivers when she hears the sound of booted feet entering the 
room. She is facing the opposite wall, making it nearly impossible 
for her to see who has entered, especially with her weaken state 
ailing her from turning. 

She hears quick footsteps heading in her direction. She tries to 
steel herself and release a growl, but she lacks the stamina to 
empower it . 



She becomes alert when she hears something drop down next to her. 
Before she could wonder further what is happening, she feels hands, 
nice gentle hands, grabbing her and carefully rolling her over so she 
is looking upwards. Her breath caught in her throat when she sees who 
it is . 

Hovering above her is Michael. His eyes and mouth are set in a grim 
and angry look as he looks down at Shress, but his eyes are full of 
tears and what looks like sorrow. 

Shress couldn't tell if she is dreaming, she has longed for this 
moment and there is no one else she wanted more than her suitor, is 
her mind playing tricks on her? 

That thought is eliminated as he raises a hand and removes her 
helmet. His hand then descends and slowly starts to caresses Shress ' s 
cheek, ensuring that this is no illusion. This is real, Michael is 
here with her once more. 

"Shress, " he says, she feels her emotions spiked when she hears him 
say her name in a loving yet concern manner. He looks her body up and 
down before looking into her face and says in a pained voice, "What 
happened? " 

Shress couldn't form the words; she is still having a hard time 
believing that the Spartan is truly here with her. Instead of 
speaking, she moves her head forward and leans it against his chest, 
feeling his clothes rubbing against her skin. She gasps slightly when 
she feels his arm tighten around her shoulders while the other is 
position underneath her knees and he stands up, holding her. 

She leans back to look at Michael. She knew he was strong but she 
didn't think he would have the strength to lift her up. He doesn't 
look strain at all, but he looks as if he is drowning in self misery 
as he looks down at Shress. This close next to him, allows her to 
smell his scent, it still smells of a forest along with the odor of 
male, but it is a aroma that she has missed. He carries her to the 
other side of the room and lowers her onto her bed. 

He takes a half step back, but Shress ' s arm moves forward and grips 
his as she whispers hoarsely, "stay with mea€ close." 

Michael looks her body over again before leaning down and says, "I 
don't want to hurt you." 

She raises her hand and holds it against the side of his face as she 
replies, "You won't, I really need you now Michael." 

His eyes releases the tears and they fall down his cheek, Shress 
feels her own eyes starting to water. However, Michael slowly crawls 
into the small bed as well, their combine weight caused it to creak, 
but it holds. Shress hugs the Spartan with her one good arm and 
nuzzles his neck, while pulling her knees up as she snuggles against 
Six, wanting him to hold her. He wraps his arms around her and she 
feels him kissing the top of her head. It pained her to move this 
much, especially while she is wearing her tough Zealot armor, but she 
just wants to feel safe in her suitor's arms. 


Finally she leans back to look into his eyes. The tears are gone, but 
his eyes still gleam as she takes in the familiar green color that 



she has missed for days now. She places a hand alongside his head and 
rubs it, mindful of her talons. Her hand eventually went upwards and 
runs through his fur, but as she feels the hair she tilts her head as 
she peers at Michael closely. 

"You've cut your fur," she says rather plainly. 

Michael laughs as he looks into her eyes, "Yes, I hope you don't 
mind . " 

She shakes her head, feeling a smile starting to take shape for the 
first time as she says, "Just as long as it doesn't cover your entire 
form like a Jiralhanae." 

He smiles and nods his head obediently before the miserable look 
returns and he looks at Shress as he asks again, "What 
happened? " 

Shress wanted to forget what had transpired, but she sees the 
desperate like look in his eyes. 

She sighs before saying, "Two humans kept coming to see me, ONI I 
believe they are called." 

Michael's face hardens and Shress stiffens when she feels his arms 
tighten around her and burned her injuries. The Spartan became aware 
of what has just happened as he loosens his grip and says, 

"sorry . " 

Shress nods, accepting the apology before continuing, "I didn't say 
anything to them, for days, but then I met Jaka Lin." 

Michael cocks his head a little as he asks, "Lin?" 

She smiles at him, "I believe you two know each other?" 

Her suitor huff slightly, "barely," is all he says. 

Shress continues with a sigh, "A few units ago I think, I was talking 
to Jaka and the ONI agents overheard us, " she closes her eyes as she 
remembers, the whole scene replaying in her mind. "They pushed Jaka 
away, I don't know what they did to him, but soon their attention was 
on me." She shivers as she thinks of the pain, "Theya€|they were 
angry that I could talk and yet I wouldn't speak to them, they pulled 
out thesea€ | these blunt weapons that spark lighting and 
they-theya€ | " 

She couldn't finish, she didn't know why but she feels her throat 
closing. Suddenly chills breaks throughout her body when she feels 
Michael's soft lips as they brush over her face. She shivers as he 
kisses her wounded face, causing a slight calming sensation to fill 
her as the slight wetness cools the agitated injuries. His multiple 
kisses finally causes Shress to chuckle lightly as she finally opens 
her eye and looks back at Michael. 

She could tell he is still angry, but his expression has softened as 
he looks at Shress. He runs a hand down her form and she quivers 
whenever his flesh makes contact with hers. He pauses when he feels a 
scorched area of skin on her ribs. He sighs lightly before looking 
back into her eyes. 



"I can see if some of the doctors can come in and have a look at you 
if you want, " he finally offers, "They might not know much of 
Sangheili biology, but they could try and help lessen the 
pain . " 

Shress is already shaking her head before saying, "It's alright 
Michael," he opens his mouth to argue but she says, "It's alright, 
Sangheilis heals faster than humans anda€ | it has always been viewed 
as a dishonorable act to be treated by a healer." 

Michael's eyes squints slightly before replying, "I don't care about 
honor, it just hurts me to see you in pain-" 

She runs her talons down his chest like before, feeling them make the 
marks beneath his clothing. She smiles as he shivers like she 
predicted he would. 

"You might not care but I do, please Michael, no doctors, " she 
said . 

He frowns again, "But-" 

She sighs and leans against him, "Please Michaela€ ! I miss 
Sanghelios, " she admits in a sad, almost broken, voice, "my honor is 
all I have left to remember my home, " she feels her tears returning 
as she thinks of her decision of changing to the humans side, a 
decision that resulted with her being beaten within an unit of her 
life, but she is still close to Michael, the one she cares for the 
most . 

Michael takes hold of her again as he sighs, "There must be something 
that I could do." 


"There is," she answers as she snuggles closer, "Just hold me. 


She feels him let go as one hand gently takes hold of a part of her 
leg that isn't covered in armor and pulls it closer against him while 
his other arm pulls her upper body against his chest. He shifts his 
body until it could accommodate her and she could fit into his full 
embrace . 


She sighs before saying, "Thank you." 

Michael responds by kissing the top of her head and saying, "Of 
coursea€|my beautiful Shress." 

She feels her smile return only for a moment before her suddenly 
heavy eyes close and she begins to fall asleep. Before slumber takes 
her though, she allows her throat to thrum a bit, hoping Michael will 
know how happy she is just by being in his presence. 


When she feels him holding her closer, she knew he understands. 


* * 


* 


><p>Shress awakes still lying next to Michael, but only one arm holds 
her and she hears him speaking. She blinks and sees she is pressed 
right up next to the Spartan's chest. She makes to move her mandibles 
so she could reply to him, but then she realizes he isn't talking to 



her . <p> 


"I know, I know," he says, "just tell them I got caught up in 
something. I'll be down as soon as I can." 

She waits to hear the other person reply, but there is only silence. 
She sniffs the air carefully and smells that she and Michael are the 
only ones in the room. 

Michael then speaks, "Look Cortana, let's just say I'm in a important 
meeting anda€|what?" his voice is suddenly filled with surprise. He 
carefully raise himself higher, keeping one arm on Shress's back so 
she wouldn't slip off. She retains from letting her suitor know she 
is awake, she is curious with what he is talking about and more 
importantly, who he is talking to. 

"Are there cameras in here?" he asks and she feels his body twist in 
different directions. He hears him curse before saying, "Cortana, 
please delete the pass hours of footage in this rooma€ ! yes you can, 
you were designed to do thisa€|look you saw how the Chief and the 
others acted when they thought I was just a friend, can you imagine 
how they will react if they learn of thisaCiyes you can, you're the 
smartest smart AI ever to be made of course you can imagine." 

Shress tries her best not to quiver. She doesn't know who he is 
speaking to, but she knows it's about her. Apparently Michael's 
comrades already dislike her, and why shouldn't they? She's surprised 
that Michael doesn't feel hateful towards her to be honest. Yet what 
hurts her most is hearing that he is late for something, for a moment 
she forgot she was a prisoner and that Michael had obligations to 
meet. She knew he will have to leave, and soon. 

She tightens her embrace and slowly rubs her head against Michael's 
chest . 

"I've got to go," she hears Michael says before he sighs heavily, 

"Yes, yes. I'll give you a full explanation later, alright. Noble Six 
out . " 

Shress blinks a bit before looking up at Michael who smiles at 
her . 

_If only he is as large as a Sangheili male_, she thinks to herself, 
_that way I don't always have to look down at him_. 

"Who were you speaking to?" She asks. 

Michael doesn't seem surprised, she wonders if he knew that she was 
awake at the time. 

"Just a friend," he says in a casual like voice. 

Shress sighs as she rests her head on his chest once more before 
saying, "You need to go don't you?" 

She feels his whole form quiver before he replies, "Yesa€|but I can 
stay down here a bit longer." 

She looks back at him and says, "We both know that will be unwise, 
especially if you don't want people to discover you are courting 



me . 


IT 


Michael bites his lower lips before saying in turn, "It's not that 
I'm ashamed of our relationship or anything, it's just 
thata€ i " 

Shress sighs, "That your fellow humans don't approve of 


Michael's face hardens as he says, "Maybe, but I swear, someday, when 
the situation allows it," he places a hand against her face, "I will 
confess to everyone that you are the one I care for and nothing will 
ever change that . " 

Shress gulps as she looks down, the thought of him leaving and the 
fact that she's pushing him away is growing heavier and heavier in 
her chest. She never wants him to leave, but she knows that they'll 
both be in trouble if they are caught together. 

"You should leave, " she finally whispers as she looks into his 
eyes . 

She feels him only tightening his grip on her as he says in return, 

"I don't want to." 

She licks his neck and says, "Neither do I, but we both know what 
will happen if you don't return to your people soon." 

Finally Michael sighs as he sits up and swings his legs out of the 
bed. She is already missing his touch and has to keep her hand from 
reaching out for him. Her human suitor looks back at her before 
kneeling at the bedside and careful places his hand alongside her 
mandibles. She allows him to gently push it together with their 
counterparts as he leans closer to her and she moves forward to meet 
him. 

They met and performed the strange action that humans call a kiss and 
Shress loves it. It sends a warm exhilarating feeling inside of her 
that fills her with a kind of wholeness and happiness. She has never 
felt anything like this and is certain she will fail if she tries to 
find a substitute to this emotion, this is a sensation that only 
Michael could provide, a sensation that she has missed. 

Michael pulls away slightly, but he raises his head and kisses the 
area where she feels her skin blistering. It stung, but she still 
likes the contact as she lets her throat thrum. It is broken when she 
hears a light beeping originating from a device clipped to Michael's 
ear, a device she hasn't notice until just now. 

The human sighs as he pulls back and stares at her once more. He 
takes her hand in his and she squeezes it. They remain locked 
together for a few moments before Shress hears the beep again. 

Her suitor kisses her once more before saying, "I'll try and visit as 
often as I can . " 

Shress ' s throat has already tightened with emotions, but she finally 
pushes words out of her mandibles, "I'll be waiting then." 

He smiles at her once more before kissing her cheek and standing. He 



walks to the door, pauses and looks back at her. She nods her head 
slightly at him and grins at him. He returns the gesture, but there 
is a sadness in his eyes that she is sure mirrors her own. Finally, 
Michael touches the device on his ear and the door opens. He steps 
out and cast one more sorrowful glance at her before the door slides 
over and blocks her view. 

Shress rolls over in bed and tries to make herself comfortable, 
trying desperately to hang on to the memory of Michael holding her. 
But that only causes her heart to ache some more, forcing her to 
release a low whine as misery sets in once more. 

* *Six POV** 

"I don't think this is a good idea." 

"Just tell me where they are Cortana. " 

"Lieutenant, you are aware of the consequences that will befall you 
if you harm ONI personnel-" 

"I am aware of the risks Cortana," Six says as he steps out of the 
elevator and enters the canteen area once more. Six is late for the 
meeting in the armory, it's already evening and Marines and Navy 
Sailors are already sitting down for their meal. The spacious room is 
designed to house about five hundred people at a time, leaving Six 
with staring at rows after rows of tables. Just finding the two men 
he is looking for would be difficult- 

"Got them, " Cortana says in his earpiece, "They are in the corner on 
your right, five tables away." 

Six turns in the said location and his eagle like vision searches the 
vicinity. Sure enough, sitting at a table in the corner are two men; 
one is a well-muscled Marine wearing orange sun glasses with body 
armor and a man sitting in a suit that is bulging because of his 
large belly. 

The Spartan's gaze hardens as he analyses the man in the Marine 
armor. Out of the two of them, he appears to be the most troublesome. 
The Marine isn't just dressed in battle gear, but he has a lack of 
respect, that much is obvious in his pose and he has what appears to 
be a dangerous look about him. This Marine must have gotten in 
trouble in the service, but now it appears he has a new life as being 
ONI ' s lapdog . 

Six marches towards the table, wondering what he should say, how to 
start. He needs to be civil; he didn't want to bring shame to the 
Spartans further because of his actions. He breathes slowly and 
evenly as he closes in on the men. They were speaking lowly to one 
another; or rather the man in the suit is talking while his companion 
is leaning back while taking in mouthfuls of pasta. They both look up 
when Six comes to a halt before them and stares at them and they 
stare back. The ONI agent has the experience to know to be cautious, 
but the Marine looks as if he is amused. 

They stand before each other for a while before Six asks, "Were you 
the ones that interrogated the Sangheili prisoner?" 


The man in suit seems to think for a moment before responding 



"Indeed, as ordered I assure you. 


The memory of Shress's body flashes through the Spartan's mind. Her 
burnt like skin, the webs of injuries that appeared after the impact 
of the metal baton, and the slight sliver of blood that falls from 
her mouth. Six feels his fists curl, the agent leans back while the 
Insurgent remains where he sits, either unaware of the tension or too 
thick to realize the situation is going south. 

"I was unaware that Lord Hood gave you permission to use extreme 
measures for thea€ i quest ionings , " Six says as lightly as he 
could . 

The agent swallows before saying, "It knows what we are saying but 
refused to answer, my job is to gather information by whatever means 
necessary . " 

Before Six could respond, the Marine laughs and sits forward, resting 
a hand on the table, "It was actually quite fun, you should have 
heard the screams." 

Six slowly cranes his head until he is looking directly at the man as 
he asks, "What?" 

The man laughs again, "Its screams was so funny, it sounded like a 
cross between a gagging bird and a-" 

The man didn't finish; all he could see was Six's fist before it 
slammed on top of his hand. The full force of the action pushed it 
deep into the metal table, leaving a hand shaped imprint while also 
jerking the man forward, causing him to lose his glasses in the 
process. The entire room resided with the sound of the strike and the 
sound of breakage. But Six knew better, he didn't break the bones in 
the Marine's hand; he shattered it. 

The Marine stares down at his flatten limb for a second before 
opening his mouth to release a wail, but the Spartan moves with the 
speed of lightening. He catches the Marine's throat with just his 
thumb and forefinger, but the strength within the digits is strong 
enough to block the man's air tubes. The Marine gasps for air but Six 
doesn't let go, instead he stares with complete malice in his eyes at 
the pained man. Six glares at the Marine before looking back to the 
agent who watches with huge paralyzed eyes. 

"Listen, " Six growls, "both of you, I have enough evidence to convict 
the two of you on trial for disobeying direct orders, but if I hear 
you so much as plan to do something similar to what you did today, I 
swear I will kill you and I don't care who you work for." 

The Spartan turns to the Marine he is holding and loosens his fingers 
as he asks, "Clear?" 

The Marine has tears in his eyes and his skin is starting to turn 
blue, but he nods nonetheless. 

Six then looks at the other man, "Same with you, even if Hood gives 
you permission, you will not harm that Sangheili again, clear?" 

The agent frowns, "Now wait a moment, I have the full authority of 
the Oval-" 



Six smashes his fist on the table, causing the man to jump as the 
hand leaves yet another crater in the table made of alloy. Six glares 
at the agent before asking again, "clear?" 

The agent gulps before whispering, "Clear." 

Six nods and is about to let go of the Marine but pauses before 
asking the agent, "What did you do with Lin?" 

The agent licks his lip nervously before saying, "We've just confine 
him in the barrack-" 

"For what?" the Spartan demands, unaware that he squeezed the 
Marine's neck tighether. 

"Withholding information-" 

"Well let him go, " Six orders, "Because I do have more than enough 
reason to snap you in two, and you know it." 

The agent nods tensely. Six finally release the captured Marine by 
shoving him back in his seat. The Marine coughs as he massages his 
neck while trying to examine his destroyed hand through tear filled 
eyes . 

Six wishes he could carry out his threat, there's no doubt he can't 
do it, he's angry enough and strong enough to do it, but he knew this 
small action alone will draw unwanted attention to the Spartans. With 
one final glare at the two men. Six turns and walks away, hardly 
noticing table after table of Marines and Sailors are now gawking at 
him . 

It isn't until he reaches the hallway and the door closes behind him 
did Cortana speaks again through his ear piece, "Well that went 
well." 

"Keep talking," Six says as he walks down the hall. 

"About?" Cortana asks. 

"Anything," Six replies curtly. 

"Why?" She asks with true confusion in her voice. 

"So I don't change my mind, go back there and kill them," he replies 
in a cold voice. 

**Sorry I haven't been updating, my life has been busy and I've put 
extra effort in finishing my other story "Call of Duty Ghosts: 
Defenders of All, " a CoD/A&O crossover fic, feel free to check it out 
if you're interested.** 

**Also, school is starting up again, so updates will be slower, hope 
you all understand. Thanks for reading and I hope you enjoyed 
it.** 


22. Honors and Dishonors-Part 1 



**AN: Sorry for my absence, but as I said I'm quite busy at the 
moment, and yes in the past I updated frequently but that was when it 
was summer and I had more free time, now I have school back on and 
all. So don't worry if I don't update in a few weeks, I'm probably 
just busy . * * 

**Also, if it's not too much trouble, check out stories written by 
Sabere Commander, a real master of twists and plot forming, 
especially if you're a fan of wolves, military adventures and 
DBZ . * * 

**Also, sorry if I got any dialogue wrong in this chapter, it has 
been a while since I last played the game. Thanks for reading so far 
and I hope you enjoy.** 

**Honors and Dishonors Part 1** 

* *Six POV** 

Six is still in an irritable mood, but that doesn't stop the 
excitement as it spread through him as he observes his newly armored 
body . 

The Spartans are in the armory as they inspect the new state of the 
art MJOLNIR exoskeleton suits. They are Mark VI battle armor, never 
been seen and never been field tested, which excited the super 
soldiers even more. Their HUDs are now powered with a direct link to 
command, a liquid crystal layer as another barrier from any fatal 
blast has been added, and a bio-foam injection system designed to 
inject the wearer with the sealing substance should he or she take 
any external damages. They even have a Neural Interface Integration 
installed in the back of their necks, just like the Chief's, giving 
all the Spartans the ability to carry AI ' s just like Cortana if 
needed. The Spartans were already walking war machines, but now in 
their Titanium Alloyed shell, they appear to be virtually 
invincible . 

"Nice aren't they?" Gunnery Sergeant Greco asks with a grin. 

The Spartans II 's nods their heads in silent agreement, leaving Six 
as the only one to say, "They're quite nice Gunny, thanks for 
handling them so well." 

He shrugs in return, now putting all his focus on the III, "It was 
nothing Lieutenant-" 

"Noble Six," the Spartan said, "Or just call me Six for short." 

The Gunny frowns slightly before asking, "Why Noble Six? Are there 
more of you?" 

Six sighs as he looks down, pretending to be expecting his gauntlet, 
"Negat ivea€ | I just got use to people calling me Six." 

The Gunny nods his understanding, "So it's like your nick name, 
right ? " 

Six smiles behind his helmet, "I guess you can say that." 


Greco then turns to the other Spartans 


"So are they all working 



well? No malfunctions or anything?" 

Again the Spartans remain silent as they shake their heads in answer, 
all except Six who the Gunny immediately swooped down 
upon . 

"Anything wrong LT, " he asks. 

"Wella€|" Six replies hesitantly as he tries to figure out a way to 
say it nicely before bluntly asking "Is there a way toa€| modify our 
gear?" 


The Gunny becomes stiff, eyes widening and his mouth is slightly a 
gap as if he is shell shocked by the request, "Why would you want to 
do that?" 

Six shifts uncomfortably, not looking at the II 's as he replies, "I 
just feel sort ofa€ [plain." 

Gunny snorts, "You want to be unique Spartan? Get a tattoo, but don't 
mess with your systems, its beautiful just the way it is." 

Six sighs within his suit of armor as he crosses his arms and looks 
down again. The first thing he did when he received his first MJOLNIR 
model was paint it blue with white highlighters and added his own 
personal upgrades to strengthen what he believes to be his strong 
points. Now however he appearsa€ | indifferent ; he is wearing green 
alloy with an orange faceplate, nothing special, nothing to set him 
apart from the IIs either. Only his height reveals the small 
difference between him and the others. 

Before anything else could be said, their comms activated and 
Cortana's voice fills the channel. 

"Spartans, report to launch bay for departure to Earth, " she 
reports . 

Six suddenly becomes alert as he stands and does one last run down of 
his suit, trying to hide his growing sense of panic. He knew this was 
coming; no amount of anticipation could prepare him for this however. 
He is going to be assigned to some base on Earth, leaving Shress 
behind in the process and she won't even know he's gone. He shivers 
and thinks of something to say, but that is when Cortana finishes her 
statement . 

"Except for you Chief and you Lieutenant." 

The two mention Spartans looked up at one another in confusion. It is 
Chief who dared to ask the question, "Why us Cortana?" 

"Admiral Hood is coming in early and he wishes to award both of you 
for your actions after your last engagements." 

Six really feels dumbfounded now. Him being honored? By the leader of 
Humanity himself? This is unheard of to the III, no third generation 
Spartan has ever been honored before, they didn't even receive the 
Purple Heart, the medal given to those who have been injured in 
combat, and Six knows for a fact that almost all the Ills were 
injured at one time or another. 



There are also security reasons as well. Ills are supposed to be the 
UNSC's top secret weapon, a weapon that hardly anyone knows about, if 
he stands before a crowd than everyone will know of the secret 
Spartan's existent. Maybe he'll get lucky and he will be mistaken for 
a II, as far as armor systems goes, they are quite similar. 

The Master Chief's face is hidden from Six so he has no idea what he 
is thinking, but eventually he gives a sigh and says, "Roger that 
Cortana, " he says in what sounds like an annoyed voice, "I'll see my 
team out and then the Lieutenant and I will report to the 
bridge . " 

"Copy that Chief, make sure you wear a tie, " Six knew she would smirk 
if her hologram was present. 

The II says nothing in return, instead he looks to the other Spartans 
and appears to be having a private conversation on a secured Comm's 
channel . 

The Sergeant turns to Six, "I don't mean to be rude, but you seem to 
be the odd man out . " 

Six shrugs, "I'm used to it," he replies, which is true since he was 
trained to be a lone wolf, "I just hope this won't happen on the 
battlefield . " 

The Gunny nods before saying, "I'm going to get some chow and I'll 
come right back, we still need to perform the mobility test on you 
and the Chief's suits to make sure your coordination relays are 
working . " 

Six rolls his eyes, he's pretty sure he would have noticed a 
malfunction by now since he has been walking around in the suit for a 
few minutes with nothing happening, but he knew it ' s standard 
procedure to test a exoskeleton before it is sent to the 
field . 

Gunny turns on his heel and walks out of the armory, leaving Six 
alone with the IIs once more. A relentless silence fills the air 
since the II 's are only speaking to each other. Six has no idea where 
he and the others are standing on now. They are pretty much separate 
on their views; Six supposes this disturbs them that a Spartan sees 
an alien as a comrade and not an enemy. He wishes that they meet 
Shress, at least in that way they will understand how it is that she 
is different from the others within the Covenant. He hopes they won't 
remain separate for long considering they have to depend on one 
another . 

Finally the Chief looks back at Six as if remembering he is in the 
room before saying, "I'm going to see my team to the launch bay and 
I'll coming back up sir." 

Six groans inwardly, the fact that he continues to call Six sir and 
Lieutenant goes to show how he remains locked onto the military 
way . 

Six just nods his head in acceptance to this arraignment. The 
Spartans then march to the exit, but Fred, Will and Linda, the 
departing team, turns and gives Six a crisp salute. Figuring it 
only right, the III stands up straight as well and returns the 


was 



gesture. The II 's drops their arms before turning and marches out 
with the Chief behind them. 


Six watches them go, but before the doors closed, he calls out, "Good 
luck Spartans . " 

Will is the only one to look back at him before the door closes. Six 
sighs again and leans against a work bench, hoping they knew how 
sincere he was being. They are different, yes, but right now they are 
the only existing Spartans as far as he knows, and he learned from 
recent experience that they should bond whenever they get the chance . 
You never know when a plasma shot will get lucky and finds its 
target . 

Six looks to the wall and sees something that catches his eyes. He 
stands and walks over to the shelf he is staring at and removes two 
cans of spray paint. One is dark blue and the other is bright 
white . 

He grins beneath his helmet. 

**Shress POV ** 

Shress breathes calmly and carefully as she examines her body again. 
After Michael's visit, she had drifted off into a fitful slumber, but 
it still reenergized her. Her figure is now covered in strange 
markings that look like broken glass. From her thighs to her face, 
small web of scars emits from the point of origin where the baton had 
struck her skin, spreading out by a few units. She stares at her arm 
where a dark stain marks her flesh, it looks like ash and Shress soon 
begins to fear that's what it is. 

She sighs once more before lying back down and looks up at the 
ceiling. This is one of the things that she has grown to hate about 
her prison; she has plenty of time to think to herself. 

She tries to ward her wandering mind off certain subjects, but with 
nothing to distract her with; she is left to with nothing but her 
worries. Her one and primary concern at the moment is not about her, 
nor is it about Michael: but about the people of the Vdamee 
Keep . 

She shivers for she knows exactly what will happen. Her father would 
be stripped of his rank within the Covenant and be excluded from the 
alliance. Her people will be shamed, the younglings within the Keep 
will be taught of this disgrace and it will hamper them from joining 
the Covenant and even though Shress knows this isn't an honorable 
war, there are many Sangheilis who will find it disgraceful to not be 
able to join the 'righteous' struggle. Neighboring Fiefdoms will no 
longer wish to do business with them, believing that whatever blight 
that caused the Keep's daughter to fail is contagious and must be 
avoided at all cost. 

Worse is her parents still. Her mother will retain her position as 
mistress of the house, but she will be ordered not to produce anymore 
offsprings with her father or any other males. Though this is the 
fate that Shress wishes to escape, she knew bearing young is the 
traditional and well respected trait of being a female, to be ordered 
not to use this gift is a great shame that no woman could endure. 



A shame that her mother, her most beloved mother, will surely 
suffer . 


_Have I made a mistake^., Shress questions, _I ' ve sacrificed and 
destroyed everything that I have ever loved just so that I may be 
with an alien, a human_. 

Michaela€ | her opinion of the male keeps shifting with each encounter. 
She wanted to be angry with him, to even go as far as to hate him for 
all that he has done, but she knew it was she alone who made the 
decisions and who has to answer for it. His interference had 
preoccupied her to the point where she could no longer focus on her 
duties within the Covenant, worse, she could now no longer kill a 
human without tarnishing her conscience further. She had worked, 
trained and endured so much, a lifelong dream to make her father 
proud, a goal that now can no longer be accomplished. She practically 
threw it away for him, for her suitor, for her human. 

She growls but it soon turns into a whimper. Whether she likes it or 
not, this human is all she has left and now she wishes for him to be 
here, to hold her, comfort her and care for her. Her talons begin to 
dig into the tender insides of the bed as she picks at the enigma 
known as Michael. 

He is strong, honorable and filled with just, he is sensitive, 
comforting, unarming and quite caring. He is something that many 
females would love to have, he is someone who her father could 
appreciate and someone she knew her mother would approve of. The only 
declining aspect about him is that he is an alien. 

She smirks at this, she knew it is impossible for her to imagine her 
parents ever accepting Michael; it'll be a miracle for him to be in 
their presence without them trying to kill him. 

She sighs at the thought of her parents. Her stubborn father and 
considerate mother would be horrified and enraged at what has happen 
to their daughter, beaten, imprisoned and probably scarred for life. 
She knew males would display any battle wound proudly, but among 
females, to be marked by combat was considered an ugly shame, for 
what kind of male would want a damaged female? 

Shress knew the answer; the only male that would still want her would 
have to be human. She was afraid that Michael would see her as a 
dreadful sight because of her wounds, yet he kissed and caresses her 
with the familiar feeling of a love one. 

Her thoughts darken as she begins to think of one feature that may 
take her suitor away. She shudders in fear and sorrow at the thought. 
She should have told him when she had the chance and see if he would 
still accept her despite that one flaw that many females would have 
seen as a curse. And in a way it is. 

She knows not many people would approve of her decisions in life, she 
most certainly doesn't at the moment, but she cannot change it. And, 
truth be told, she wouldn't change it even if she could, though she 
has faced many trials and pain, she would never regret meeting and 
being with Michael. 

All she can do now is lie in wait, waiting for her suitor, her caring 
human, to return. As she stares at the door in anticipation, she 



wonders what it is that he is doing now. 


* *Six POV** 

The Master Chief walks back into the armory, but the presence of the 
legendary hero of humanity is not enough to distract the Gunnery 
Sergeant as he continues his furious tirade. 

"WHAT ON EARTH DID YOU DO TO IT!" he shouts, "IT'S RUIN!" 

All that Six could do was hold his hands out as he tries to defuse 
the situation. 

"I didn't do anything Gunny," he says in a calm voice, "I just 
painted some pieces of armor that's all." 

This was true, for Six has painted blue and white stripes onto his 
armor. Blue streaks along the sides of his arms, down his legs and a 
large unfinished stripe ends on his main chest piece. The only white 
highlighter is placed on the top of his helmet, starting from the 
back of his neck and ending right above his orange visor. He is still 
overall green, but at least now there is a way for him to be 
distinguishing from the II 's. 

Six would have preferred to add some upgrades as well as fully color 
himself blue in the likeness of his old armor, but decides to leave 
it like this, hoping that the Gunny wouldn't mind too much. The red 
faced Marine however destroyed any past hope of that. 

Six turns to the Chief and asks, "Do you really think colored stripes 
would affect a mission's outcome?" 

The Spartan is silent for a few moments before replying with, "No." 
Six feels a victorious smile starting to form on his mouth but it 
died when the Chief continued, "However it is against protocol for 
any and all UNSC personnel to upgrade, dismantle or interfere in 
anyway with equipment provided by the UNSC SPECOPS Warfare 
Group . " 

Six seethes from behind his helmet, he should have known there was 
something in the manual and the Chief was just the person to find 
it . 

The Chief moves forward and says, "Can we take the mobility test now 
sergeant? We're being paged to the control room." 

The Gunny casts one last glare at Six before waving them to follow 
him. The Spartans fall behind the man as he enters another sector of 
the armory. 

The room looks more like a storage area rather than an armory. Here 
shelves are stacked full of equipment, some appears new while others 
are otherwise destroyed. In the middle are two raised platforms, one 
with an open screen in front while the other is facing some sort of 
turbine hanging from the ceiling. 

Six glances out a nearby window and sees the blackness of space, but 
from this angle he can see the rest of the station, more 
specifically, the giant MAC gun it's built around. It is nothing more 
than a long tube pointing into the black void, but the Spartan knew 



this machinery has enough destructive force to blow a hole in the 
moon . 

Six returns his gaze to the room and spies something on a nearby 
table. He recognizes a power generator, a prototype shielding matrix 
and what looks like a melted down helmet. 

He raises an eyebrow beneath his helmet before looking at the Gunnery 
Sergeant and ask, "What happened to this stuff?" 

The Gunny just grunts before jerking his head at the Chief, "Ask him, 
this all came off his armor, " he then turns and faces the two meter 
giant, "do you have any idea how much this equipment cost son?" 

The Chief merely shrugs before stating, "Tell that to the 
Covenant . " 

The Gunny shakes his head before pointing with a finger at one of the 
platforms, "Chief, get on that one, " he then turns to Six, 
"Lieutenant, get on the other one." 

Six couldn't help but smile as he walks to the indicated machinery. 
Another good thing about painting his armor is that now Gunny appears 
to have lost the respect to call the Spartan sir; which, ironically, 
was a relief to Six since he didn't like the idea of being seen as a 
man high in status. 

The Spartan III steps onto the podium that is position in front of 
the turbine while the Chief is facing the giant screen. 

"Alright," begins the Sergeant, "Chief, I'll be testing your vision 
and helmet movement, " he twists his head towards Six, "and 
Lieutenant, you're going to test how well your new shielding tech 
works . " 

"What?" No sooner did the words leave his mouth, the giant turbine 
starts to hum and begins to circle the III at a fast pace. Yellow 
rays appear and soon entrap the Spartan within, growing brighter as 
the vibration grows. 

Six knew what was coming, but that didn't prevent him from feeling 
the sting. The ray released a powerful electric shock that has enough 
force to stop a man's heart from beating. Thankfully the armor 
prevented that from happening to the Spartan. 

After the initial shock, the turbines slow to a crawl before finally 
coming to a complete halt. Six steps off of the podium, walking 
normally, but feeling shaken from the encounter. 

He leans against a wall in a slight daze and watches the Chief 
complete his test. Unlike Six he wasn't performing a life or death 
test, instead he was looking up and down, left and right, following 
the blinking light that would glow alongside the frame of the screen 
in front of him. 

Finally there is a beep and the Gunny nods, "Alright Chief, you're 
good to go, " he then turns to Six, "And how did your armor tested out 
Lieutenant?" he asks with a subtle grin. 


Six grunts in return 


"Considering I wasn't electrocuted, I think it 



worked well . " 


The Gunny gives a small bark of laughter before saying, "Yeah, that's 
the idea, " he suddenly becomes serious as he says, "Now remember, 
your shields are stronger and more endurable, but you're not 
invincible, so you might want to find stable cover while your shields 
recharge . " 

"That or they can hide behind me." 

The Gunny turns in surprise, but not Six and Chief, they heard 
someone walking in, but it wasn't until now did they see who. In 
walks Sergeant Major Avery Johnson, a tall and rather courageous 
figure, by Marine standards of course, but Six couldn't help 
wondering what kind of Spartan the Sergeant would have made. Despite 
being a Marine though, he is wearing the white dress uniform of a 
Navy Sailor, he probably lost his Marine uniform a long time ago, but 
he still has a chest full of medals nevertheless. 

"You done with our boys here Gunny, " he asks as he looks over Six and 
Chief, "I don't see any training wheels." 

The Gunny looks insulted as he defends himself, "Their armor works 
fine Johnson, they've all but been field tested." 

Johnson laughs at that, "Not for long they won't," he then turns to 
the Spartans, "Come on guys, they're waiting for us." 

_Finally_, Six thinks to himself as he gets up and follows the Chief 
to the elevator, _after the ceremony I should have enough time to 
talk to Hood about Shress, one way or another, I'm getting her out of 
the brig_. 

The two Spartans step on board with the lone Marine as they wait to 
descend . 

Gunny steps up next to the threshold and asks, "By the way Johnson, 
when are you going to tell me how you got back home in one 
piece? " 


"Sorry Guns," Johnson says with a grin, "it's classified." 

Gunny snorts and says; "Well then you can forget about the 
modifications to your sniper scope-" he is cut off as the small cart 
begins its journey down. 

Johnson chuckles to himself, "Well it looks like he's in a fine mood, 
maybe we should have sent him an invitation." 

Six crosses his arms over his chest and says, "I don't think that 
would be a good idea unless you want him to criticize people for how 
they're dressed." 

Johnsons laughs again, "I can see why," he says before bumping into 
Six's elbow in a vain attempt to get the limb to move, but the 
Spartan doesn't budge an inch. 

Johnson huffs before looking at the Master Chief and says, "So what 
about you Chief? They didn't have your favorite color in stock or 
what ? " 



Six smiles as he looks at the two men. The Sergeant appears to be one 
of the few who doesn't fear the Spartans; in fact, he looks 
comfortable being around them. 

The Marine's happy demeanor doesn't affect the II in anyway though, 
the Chief looks down at the Sergeant and says in his usual deep 
voice, "Protocol stimulates that the decorating of UNSC property is 
considered vandalism, but it is acceptable by some 
standards . " 

Johnson regards the chief with furrowed brows before looking to Six 
who could only shrug to answer the Sergeant's silent question. It 
looks like nothing could penetrate the wall of solitude the Chief had 
placed around him. 

Finally the cart comes to a halt and they are on the main floor of 
the station. Lying before them is a trolley that runs the entire 
length of Cairo; it is the fastest way to travel to the command 
center. Without saying a word, the trio makes their way to the glass 
box and seals themselves within as they stand in the middle of the 
contraption. It is then that Six looks up and see they are position 
beneath a wide window that showed them the planet. 

Johnson sighs as he stares at the world as well, "Earth, " he says 
rather dreamily like he couldn't believe it, "haven't seen it in 
years . " 

Six wish he could say the same, but truth be told, this is his first 
time seeing the "mother" planet. It looks exactly like the post 
cards, blue water covering most of its surface, green and brown 
landmass floating within it and the top and bottom portion are 
covered in small ice caps. Here and there he can see spacious 
greenery of forests and jungles, brown of the untamed deserts, white 
of the merciless winters and the grey of urban sprawl. He can see the 
scars of natural disasters and the stains of human warfare, despite 
people doing their best to cover it up; there will always be evidence 
of man's mistakes. 

The trolley gives a little jerk to the left, but after that small 
motion, they are rolling down smoothly to the left towards the center 
of the station. As they travel they pass multiple windows showing 
either outside of Cairo or its insides. Cairo is considered an 
example of one of the most advance technical marvels ever built by 
man, a fully operating superstation with artificial gravity on all 
the time, a massive gun that requires the power of an entire city 
grid to fire and a crew of the smartest people alive. Six glances 
down at one point and watches as they pass the atrium, which is 
filled with trees to provide the station with actual air; not the 
recycled oxygen that is often used on Navy ships. Finally after 
nearly ten minutes of traveling, they arrive outside of the command 
room, but Six frowns at what he sees. 

Standing outside the massive doors is a large group of battle ready 
Marines and Sailors, all watching with obvious anticipation as the 
small cart pulls up. As soon as the trolley doors open, they release 
a thunderous cheer that Six is sure Shress could hear from three 
levels below. Everyone, man and woman, starts to shout, whistle and 
whoop as the three men steps out; a Marine, a Sailor, and a Soldier, 
all of whom are being hailed as champions of the human race. 



Johnson smiles broadly as he straightens his cap and stands straight. 
The Spartans on the other hand becomes as still as statues in a 
hopeless attempt of being ignored by the army of admirers. Six has no 
idea why the Chief is uncomfortable, he's already a legend among the 
fleet; maybe it's a Spartan reflex to avoid detection. Six however 
feels like he is a special case; he was raised and trained to be a 
lone wolf, a secret weapon, taught to evade attention and to 
disappear from public view. As if to further mock him, small video 
drones appears out of nowhere and begins to orbit the three as they 
record this moment forever. 

"You said there wouldn't be any cameras," Six is sure he could detect 
a hint of contained annoyance within the Master Chief's words. 

"And you said you were going to wear something nice, " Johnson came 
back with as he leads the way to Central Command, forcing the two 
Spartans to follow. 

"Folks need heroes, more than ever now, " they halt in front of the 
door as Johnson removes his dress cap to pat down his buzz cut hair, 
"so smile will you, while we still have something to smile 
about . " 

He just finished his words when the massive doors peel open and bathe 
them in blinding light as they walk in. When they entered. Six 
instantly wishes he could disappear. The Command deck is a cavern 
made of the most advance machinery and tech to have ever been built 
by human hands. There are five entire decks filled with clapping Navy 
personal, along with officers wearing white ceremonial dressings. 
Before the newly arrived warriors is a long narrow path made of high 
ranking officials that leads to a podium where an officer is standing 
in front of a large blue screen with a large widow showing the stars 
of space behind them. Six swallows his nervousness before he starts 
walking in synch with the Master Chief and Johnson. 

This seems to spur the crowd on for some reason, now they start to 
cheer and wave their arms with complete enthusiasm. Six feels 
horribly exposed in the large room that is pack full of celebrating 
people, and he judges from the Chief's silence that he feels the 
exact same way as well. Johnson remains as cool and as collective as 
ever, he even has the nerve to blow kisses at some of the female 
Sailors they passed. Six is starting to have a sinking suspicion that 
the Sergeant is now mocking the stoic Spartans. 

Six's feet is running on auto pilot now, his mind too petrified with 
fear to really give any commands to his body. Every step they take 
brings them closer and closer to the podium, but each slow second 
feels like another agonizing hour being spent within the public eye. 
Finally, with greatly concealed regret. Six feels his body relax as 
they march up the small flight of stairs onto the small platform and 
salute the officer before them. 

It isn't until Six is standing before the man did he realize who the 
he is. He is standing in the presence of yet another hero of 
humanity; Fleet Admiral Lord Hood. The old man's face is wrinkled 
with age, but he still stands tall and possesses the presence of a 
person who deserves and receives absolute respect. His broad chest is 
full of medals; almost equivalent to the one's that Sergeant Johnson 
has while also baring the stars of an Admiral gleaming proudly on his 



shoulders. He stands past six foot status, taller than Johnson, but 
was still dwarfed by the size of Six and the Chief. Though he is a 
veteran of multiple campaigns, the fact that he is still alive after 
twenty seven years of brutal warfare alone tells all; he is a 
survivor and a very commendable leader, the sort that humanity needs 
now more than ever. 

The Admiral returns the salute and in unison they all drop to a more 
relaxed pose, except for the Marine and Spartans. 

"Gentlemen," the Admiral said in his iconic deep voices, "I'm sorry 
to say this, but we have to make this short." 

Six instantly tenses and a sixth sense informs him that the Master 
Chief is feeling the same way. It's almost as if there's a voice 
whispering in their ears that something is about to happen. 

Hood turns to a terminal and says, "Update Cortana." 

There is a flicker of blue light before Cortana 's transparent figure 
appears with her hands behind her back as she reports, "The signal is 
weak, but it's getting stronger by the second, I calculate we may 
have a minute, maybe less before we have contact." 

Hood sighs before nodding and turns away to consult with a Captain 
standing nearby. Cortana then look at the three men and said, "You 
look nice . " 

"Thank you," Johnson begins when Chief simultaneously said "thanks." 
The two men look at each other and Six couldn't help but release a 
small chuckle at this near comical scene. 

Hood then turns back around and says, "Keyes, step forward." 

The Spartans and the one Marine turn in surprise, wondering if they 
have heard Hood correctly. They scan the line of white colored men 
and women, looking for the face of the courageous captain that they 
all met and respected, but he isn't there. How could he? Both the 
Master Chief and Johnson reported that the Captain was KIA, murdered 
by the Flood parasite. 

Their surprise doubles however when somebody did step forward, but it 
wasn't Keyes. It was a woman, a rather young woman from the looks of 
it. She has her brown hair cut to military standards, looks to be 
about five foot ten and she looks to be no older than thirty or maybe 
even younger. She wears the uniform of a combat officer with a few 
medals pin to her chest, while the symbols on her shoulders proclaim 
her as a Commander in the Navy. 

She takes a place next to the three men and, though it was thought 
impossible, the two Spartans stood straighter. The Commander is 
standing next to Six so he is able to observe her out of the corner 
of his eye. He didn't want to be seen as a stalker or anything, but 
with her being so close he couldn't help but see that there is 
something familiar about the young lady. 

She has a serious expression along with harden eyes and a aura of 
command surrounds her. She stands with a respectful attitude that 
could have rivaled a Spartan's own commitment to the UNSC. She seems 
entirely focus and remains rigid with well set eyes, clean face and 



light complexion. That is when Six realized it, her features mirrors 
that of Captain Keyes. She must be related to him somehow, she's 
either his very young sister or his daughter. 

His thinking is interrupted when Admiral Hood turns to face them with 
the Captain he spoken to earlier by his side, holding a wooden box. 
Hood looks in each of their faces before stepping in front of 
Johnson, the first in line. 

"Sergeant Major A. Johnson, " The Marine stood tall as the Admiral 
spoke his name, "For your valiant efforts and never ceasing courage 
in the face of a relentless enemy, I present you with the Naval Cross 
of Combat Heroism, " here he reaches into the box and pulls out a 
bronze medal cross hanging onto a blue and white ribbon. On the cross 
is a person holding a rifle in one hand while also holding a flag in 
the other. Six's eagle like vision allowed him to see the minuscular 
details portraying the UNSC flag. The medal is carefully pinned on to 
Johnson's chest. Six is sure he is about ready the Sergeant is ready 
to burst with silent pride. 

The Admiral then moves along and stops in front of the Chief and 
says, "Master Chief Petty Officer, " the Chief remains absolutely 
still as Hood gazes into his faceplate, "For your unbelievable show 
of strength, stamina and will that represents the true colors of 
humanity, I reward you the Naval Cross as well." He takes out another 
prize the same as the one that Johnson had received, but the Admiral 
appears stumped with what to do with it since there is nothing for 
the ribbon to be pinned to. The Chief answers by holding out his hand 
that seems massive to Hood, who drops it into the Spartan's palm. The 
Chief stares at the medal for a millisecond before opening a hatch on 
the side of his hip and pushes the small reward within its folds 
before closing it again. 

Hood next moves to face Six and says lowly, "I hope you don't mind 
getting an award from an Admiral and not a General Lieutenant." 

Six tries to imitate Chief's iron like pose as he says, "No problems 
at all sir . " 

Hood nods at this before reaching into the box and pulls out a 
different medal. This one is bronze and being held by a ribbon as 
well, but the shape is different. The Cross is of different origins 
and it has the UNSC Eagle branching out its wing as if it's taking 
flight . 

"Lieutenant," the Admiral says in a much louder voice, "I present you 
with the Distinguished Service Cross for your courage as you defended 
Reach, you and your team reminded us why we fight and how far the 
human spirit can carry us," he reaches out and Six's hand meets his 
as he presses the reward into Six's gauntlet, "accept this on behalf 
of your team, who's brave sacrifices will not go in vain." 

Six could only nod and say, "thank you sir, " before copying the Chief 
and placed the award in his mechanical pocket. He actually felt 
something stirring within him after the Admiral's words and the true 
impact of Reach finally hit him. 

His entire team has given their lives to ensure that he would live, 
not so he could get a medal but to continue the fight. Six wish he 
could say something, but that would break the Spartan's code of 



silence and besides, if Emile ever saw him give an emotional speech 
he would no doubt call Six a sissy for the rest of his life. 

Finally Hood moves to the young woman at Six's flank and says, 
"Commander Miranda Keyes, " he pauses as he reaches within the box and 
removes the reward. This next award was indeed different. It held a 
multitude of stars on the ribbon while supporting a bronze medal 
stare with the image of a person saluting with the planet Earth 
rising like a moon behind him. 

Like the Spartans before her, Miranda holds out her hand while the 
Admiral places it within her palm, "In memory and honor of your 
father's great service to the human race," Hood says in his solemn 
voice, "I give to you the Medal of Honor in remembrance of his 
dedication and his strong conviction of justice that made him the man 
we all needed in our darkest hour." 

The Commander breathes in a shuddering breath before closing her tiny 
fingers around the cool metal and tucks it into her pocket. She looks 
greatly shaken, but she keeps her composure, aside from that small 
stuttering breath, she stands with absolute resolve. Six can see why 
someone so young got promoted to a Commander; good leaders who knew 
how to keep it together are hard to come by, even in the best of 
times . 

Hood, having finished allotting awards, now looks at each of the men 
and woman as he nods towards them and says, "I speak with confidence 
when I tell you that you made the people of the UNSC proud with your 
show of valor and courage, " he ends with a salute, to which the 
honored line of warriors salutes back. 

Suddenly the whole station shudder and the lights flicker while a 
boom was sounded in the distance. Miranda Keyes was falling forward, 
but Six quickly catches her by the shoulder and brought her back up 
to her feet . 

Hood has his feet braced before looking to the same console and says, 
"Cortana-" 

The A. I appeared and was already speaking, "Admiral, we have contacts 
entering the Sol system, " behind Hood the massive screen flickers to 
life and displays a series of symbols. Earth was a large half circle 
on the far right of the screen while tiny blue dots surrounded it, 
the UNSC forces. Opposite of the blue was a contingency of crimson 
spots, all of which were ten times bigger than the azure dots. 

Six immediately feels his insides freeze as he looks along the line. 
Johnson's eyes are wide and Keyes looks stun while the Spartans 
remain immobile. But Six knew what it was that the Master Chief was 
thinking, what he was feeling. 

An emotion of rage and surprise takes over Six as they all look up 
and out the nearest portal. Through the glass they see them; over 
dozens of bulbous purple ships are making their way towards the space 
station . 

The Covenant has found Earth. 


23. Honors and Dishonors-Part 2 



**Honors and Dishonors Part 2** 


* *Six POV** 

The deck shakes with a shattering vengeance that sent dozens of 
people to the ground, only the Spartans remain standing. 

"We have taken damage on decks A through B, " Cortana's voice said 
through Six's helmet, "we're venting oxygen and taking casualties. 
Sealing the breached levels now, " she becomes silent for a while 
before her holographic form appears on the console and reports so 
everyone can hear, "boarding crafts are heading our way Admiral, 
their trajectories suggest they are going to try and assault Cairo, 
Athens and Malta" 

Lord Hood releases a heavy sigh as he looks at the battle screen in 
front of him and whispers a few words that only the Spartan's advance 
hearing could detect, "and so it begins." 

Six couldn't help, but agree with the Admiral. Earth is it, this is 
where humanity was born and where it originated from, a place that 
humans often considered sacred grounds. With the Covenant hereaC | how 
long until they start glassing? There is no way the humans can last 
long against a Covenant fleet, even if it is Earth, everyone knew in 
the back of their minds that this is the start of the end of the 
human race . 

"Lieutenant, " Six stands at attention as he hears Lord Hood say his 
name, "Master Chief, " the other Spartan stiffens as well as Hood 
orders, "defend this station." 

Six and Master Chief nods their heads. Six brandish the bleak 
thoughts from his mind. He has been trained to ensure that humanity 
will be safe and secured, and he's willing to die trying to defend it 
to his last breath. 

Master Chief turns to the Sergeant and said, "We need weapons." 

The Sergeant merely chuckles and walks towards a stairway that leads 
down while waving his arm at the Spartans and says, "Right this 
way . " 

The two Spartans follow and they came upon the lower level where 
there are racks of weapons. Marines and Sailors are already grabbing 
what they can and stuffing ammunition into their pockets. 

"If we live through this day," Johnson says as he removes his cap and 
hefts a portable heavy machine gun from the racks, "I'll never call 
the squids paranoid again." 

"Agreed," Six says as he looks through the weapons as well. He 
settles for the M7 SMG and the BR55 battle rifle. The submachine gun 
will do well in close quarters and it packs a powerful punch. He 
suddenly remembers Emile and what he did during the final defense of 
Reach. Deciding to try it for himself. Six picks up another SMG and 
clips both the guns onto his belt, this way he'll have dual weapons 
just like Emile. 

After securing the two weapons he then turns his attention to the 



rifle. The BR55 fires a three round burst yet despite this the 
bullets will remain on target and can take out an enemy's shield with 
just a few shots. Six grabs a handful of magazines, but hesitates 
when he looks at the grenades. All it takes is one misplaced 
explosion and the whole station could lose its oxygen supply or they 
could all be suck into the black void. He ponders just for a few 
moments before picking up three grenades, promising himself that he 
will only use them when it's absolutely necessary. 

He feels eyes on him and looks up to see the Master Chief staring at 
him. He seems to be debating something before he reaches back into 
the weapons locker and takes out another SMG and clips it onto his 
belt just like Six. The III smirks at this when another tremor rocks 
the station. 

"The first boarding craft just impacted on E deck, " Cortana reports, 
"Another is homing in on your position." 

Six breathes slowly and evenly. He is about to ask a question but 
Chief beats him to it. 

"Where," the Master Chief simply asks. 

"The first craft is going to land next to the recreation room, " she 
answers . 

This time. Six turns to Johnson and asks, "where's the recreation 
room? " 


The Sergeant points at the door behind them, "it's right through 
there . " 

"Then let's move," Chief says and leads the way through the portal. 
Six follows close behind while the Marines and Sailors trail after 
them . 

The door opens to a small hallway which the Spartans quickly pass to 
the door opposite of them. The large metal doors slides to reveal a 
computer room where the station's air, water and food supplies are 
allotted and monitored. The group of humans are on top of a stairway 
while half a dozen computers forms a parallel line below them, 
leaving a lot of space for infiltration. The door opposite of them on 
the lower level is closed shut, but then Six notices a shadow 
appearing on the window. 

He turns and sees a Covenant infiltration craft, a long tube with 
tentacle like arms on either side of it. It flies at ramming speed 
before it disappears from the window, but Six feels the whole floor 
shake again, the craft has locked onto its prey and is now probably 
spewing out its load of Covenant foot soldiers. 

The Master Chief steps up next to Six and they both look at each 
other when Six asks, "What's the plan?" 

The Chief thinks for a moment before asking in turn, "you're a 
marksman, correct?" 

"Affirmative, " Six replies while hefting his rifle to put extra 
emphases on the statement. 



The green clad warrior nods before saying, "stay up here with the 
machine gun and help lay down supportive fire, " he then points 
downwards, "I'll lead the rest of the men and repel the 
troopers . " 

Six nods "got it Chief." 

The Master Chief then rushes down the steps with a dozen Sailors and 
Marines following after him. Six meanwhile gets down on his knee and 
brings the scope up to his faceplate. It's impossible for him to peer 
through the scope with his helmet on, but luckily the helmet's HUD 
system links him to the scope and he is able to see downrange; with 
the crosshairs to help him lock onto his targets. 

Sergeant Johnson stops next to the Spartan and places the LMG down. 

He deploys the small stand and the foldable pole that supports the 
gun while also allowing him to fire a spray of bullets in a hundred 
eighty degree angle. 

"Finally, " Johnson says as he braces himself against the gun as his 
finger dances close to the trigger, "something to do." 

"Oohra, " Six says in agreement. 

The Chief meanwhile divides the human defenders into different 
squads, each to cover a different firing angle of the room while he 
unclips his twin SMGs and stands at the ready in the center of the 
lane, guns lowered as he waits. Six brings his own rifle down a bit 
as he waits as well. Throughout the whole station he can feel the 
constant tremors and knew that hundreds of Covenant troopers are 
beginning to pour in. 

His thinking then turns to Shress. He hopes she is alright, the brig 
isn't anywhere near something important so chances are the Covenant 
won't find her. 

He is brought out of his thinking when he sparks suddenly appears on 
the door in front of them. The Covenant is trying to cut their way 
through. The defenders tense and raise their weapons unsteadily, all 
except for three, the Spartans and the Sergeant Major. Calmly they 
brace their stance, inhales, exhales and raise their weapons. 

Six is expecting the door to be slowly sliced open, instead there is 
an explosion of heat and fire. Artificial dust and a blue flash 
blinds everyone except the helmet covered Spartans. Six activates his 
infrared setting and he is able to see them. 

Like specters in a fog, the Covenant starts to flood through the 
opening, over a dozen tiny Grunts with four Elites in the rear, 
forcing them forward. 

Six hesitates upon seeing them. Every Sangheili he sees is Shress, 
but upon seeing them raise plasma rifles he banish the thought. 

Shress isn't here and she would never attack him, these are the 
Sangheilis loyal to the Covenant, who would kill Shress if they ever 
find her. He won't allow any harm to come anywhere near her or Earth. 
With that he catches the head of a Sangheili in his sights and fires 
off a burst. 


The shot throws the Elite backwards, it is still standing, but now 



its shields have been deactivated. Six fires two more bursts, each 
bust found its target; one hitting the chest while the other hits the 
head. The Elite goes down with blue blood being pump out of its 
wounds . 

It's a surreal moment to Six who feels as if the whole world came to 
a stop as he tries to asses what has just happen. He killed a 
Sangheili, and for a moment he actually feels for it, as if he just 
killed a fellow human being, something that the Spartan has rarely 
done . 

A purple streak flashes by Six's faceplate and he snaps out of the 
strange stupor he is trapped in. Sound and sight returns to the 
Spartan as he beholds the chaotic scene before him. The Grunts are 
firing off either plasma or needles while the Elites release their 
savage war cries as they fire their plasma storm rifles. Johnson and 
the Master Chief are cutting them down with their rapid firing guns; 
the sight of these two fighting forces Six back to action. 

He lines up the scope with his next target and fires. The invaders 
didn't stand a chance. The Grunts are easy to cut down, precise 
headshots is enough to kill one and at the same time scare the one 
next to it so much that it tries to run, causing disorder in the 
ranks and making them easier to kill. The Marines and Sailors try to 
copy the Spartans, but their marksmanship is no match compared to the 
super enhances warriors. The Chief fires the shot that killed the 
last Elite, but everyone else kept shooting. Six counts off fifteen 
seconds until the soldiers finally take their fingers off the swivel 
and beheld the bloody scene before them. 

The Marines shows their relief while the Sailors starts throwing up 
their lunches. For some, this was their first time in actual 
combat . 

Sudden movement catches Six's eyes. In a fluid move he brings his 
rifle up and fires again. The Grunt that is peeking around the 
destroyed doors squeals but it is short lived as the rounds tore 
through its skull and it flops down on the ground. The humans winches 
at this, unable to believe how honed the Spartans killing skills 
are . 

The smoke is barely clear of Six's barrel when Cortana gets back on 
the Comms, "Spartans, you're needed in the hanger bay, Johnson, take 
your Marines and secure the atrium." 

She is barley off the air when the Master Chief turns to Johnson, 
"Sergeant, secure the atrium, " he then looks to Six, "with your 
permission sir." 

Six shakes his head before jogging in front of the Chief, "Let's just 
move it Spartan." 

The Chief follows the III as they cut around the corner and heads for 
the hangers. They slow their movement as they hear the echoes of 
combat through the long and narrow hallways. Alien roars and human 
screams travel through the air ducts, seeming to surround the 
Spartans in their cries. They check each and every corner with 
cautious yet daring skills. Years of experience and training takes 
over as they move. 



The Spartans pause when they happen upon the occasional carnage, most 
of which leaves few, if any, human remains. Bloody pulps, mutilated 
and capitated bodies and spineless forms litter the hallway, but so 
far there is no contact. 

As they near the hanger though they knew that is about to change. 
Thumps and booms can be heard, resounding from behind the closed 
doors as they near them. They perform one last check of the hallway 
they are traveling in before taking up positions on either side of 
the door. They both take out their twin SMGs, and load them before 
they look up at one another and Six gives the Chief a quick nod. 

The Master Chief nods back at him before reaching for the control and 
opens the portal. They both race in, guns held high as they take in 
the whole chaotic scene before them with a quick sweep of the 
eye . 

In simple words, it's just plain madness. The hanger bay is cluttered 
with Pelicans, Short swords and Broadswords, some working, some being 
repaired while others are just pushed into the corner. Boxes of 
gears, tools and equipment are spread across the floor in a heaped up 
mess, a hazardous state by any safety standards, but it is at the 
moment ignored due to the raging firestorm happening. 

Within two raging forces struggle to topple the other, but from where 
the Spartans stood the battle looks well matched for once. The humans 
lack the power that the Covenant is displaying, but they were able to 
band together and the small group of Marines, Pilots, and Sailors 
found suitable cover behind a damaged Pelican as they fire upon the 
invaders. The Covenant troops in turn fights the same as they always 
have. Grunts first. Jackals second and Elites last. However among the 
Grunt ranks, four of the creatures are hoisting Fuel Rod Guns and are 
blasting away at the humans. 

Six and the Chief are still trying to think of a means of attack, but 
they then hears the squeal. One of the Grunts has spotted them and 
fires off its Fuel Rod. 

With matched grace, the two super humans rush forward, summersaults 
into the air before landing on the floor of the hanger right as the 
green projectile explodes above them. Their shields flash as debris 
rains on them, but other than that they aren't harm. 

They look at each other briefly and it's like they are now connected, 
for they both nod and takes off at the same time. Six rushes left 
while the Chief sprints right. The Covenant sees the Spartans right 
when they open fire. With the two of them firing a pair SMGs, they 
devastates the alien's ranks. Grunts yips as the bullets tear them 
apart while the Jackal and Elites take cover behind their 
shields . 

The sight of the Spartans helping to even the odds causes the humans 
to release a cheer before they left the cover of the Pelican and 
slowly advances on the Covenant. Six releases volley after volley of 
lead upon his enemies as the guns rattle off bullets. The Jackals 
tries to shoot back, but each of them are eventually shot through the 
gaps in their shields. The Elites are overwhelmed and destroyed with 
a final burst of fire. 


The hanger becomes eerie silent as the humans came together in front 



of the bay doors that are open, its force field activated so the air 
can remain inside. 

Six looks among the soldiers and asks, "Who's in charge here?" 

They look among each other wearily before a CPO steps up, "I think I 
am sir." 

The Chief steps forward and says, "The hangers are the Covenants 
primary target, set up defensible positions around the entrances and 
prepare for assaults from any and all angles." 

The CPO swallows, and opens his mouth when Cortana's voice suddenly 
came back on through the PA system. 

"Spartans," she says, "you might what to listen to this." 

There is a explosion of static before Hood's voice is heard, "-are 
you sure Commander?" 

"Affirmative sir!" a relieved and happy voice answers, "the Covies 
turned and run ! We won ! " 

_The Covenant running?_ 

"Cortana, where's this coming from?" Six questions. 

"From Athens station behind you Lieutenant," she answers. 

Everyone turns their heads and couldn't believe their eyes. Almost a 
thousand miles from where they are standing is another floating space 
station, Athens. It's a copy of Cairo, except for the fact that parts 
of the facility are on fire and they can see air seeping out. Yet 
what catches their eyes are the dozens of purple space craft fleeing 
from the station. 

The humans' starts to whoop, but the Spartans remain silent for more 
than just stoic reputations. In all their lives they have never 
witness the aliens to have ever retreat, especially from them, the 
"weak" human beings. So what is it that- 

Athens is suddenly engulf in a raging fire storm that appears to have 
come out of nowhere. Pieces of the space station comes apart in 
chunks, with the MAC gun's massive barrel falling into Earth's orbit 
while thousands of rumble dematerialized as the forces of space tears 
them apart. Everyone gaps at the show of destruction except for the 
Spartans, instead they analysis the situation. Athens wasn't hit as 
far as they knew, in fact. Six is sure he saw the inferno erupt from 
_within_ the middle of the station. 

"Cortana, " the Chief says into their private COMM channel so that 
only Six and the UNSC officers can hear, "that blast didn't come from 
outside the station, it looks like it came from inside." 

"Correct Chief, " Cortana responds, "video log confirms your 
observation, this leads only one other explanation; a bomb." 

_A bomb__? This is a first for Six, since when has the Covenant fall 
back onto insurgent style warfare? 



"There's also another problem," Cortana reports, "I'm detecting 
foreign substances that was released from Athens explosion. I just 
cross reference the material and confirm that there are traces of the 
same dangerous chemical emitting from Cairo and Malta." 

Six wets his lips when they became mysteriously dried, "Cortana, are 
you sayingaC | " 

"I'm saying there's a possibility that there is a bomb on Malta and 
Cairo," Cortana says solemnly. 

"Spartans," Hood's commanding voice booms, "new mission, locate that 
bomb, and get it off Cairo." 

Both Spartans stood straight as if the man is present and they both 
said, "Sir . " 

No sooner did they say this did the whole deck shakes 
again . 

"Spartans, " Cortana voices says into their ears, "we have a massive 
boarding party in the midsection of Cairo and the Covenant has just 
taken over the secondary hanger. Without the second hanger we can't 
evac all Navy personnel if needed and with the boarding party it will 
make things a bit hazardous if anyone tries to go through the middle 
of the station . " 

The two Spartans look at each other. Six waits for Master Chief to 
respond when he remembers that he is the one in charge. In the past 
few moments he has seen the Chief as a fellow Spartan and not a lower 
or upper rank, but now that leadership is needed, it is up to Six to 
make the decisions. 

He has a surplus of grenades which will come in handy since he'll be 

in the center of Cairo and the Chief is well suited against 

impossible odds. 

"Chief, clear the hanger," Six says, "I'll handle the boarding 
party . " 

The two Spartans nod to each other before they both turn on their 

heels and spring in opposite directions. The Master Chief heading 

towards the hanger and Noble Six heading further into the 
station . 

**Shress POV** 

Shress twists and turns, but the booming keeps her from drifting off 
into sleep. 

_What are those humans doing now_, she wonders as she finally lifts 
herself up from the bed. 

Tenderly she puts her feet on the ground and stands, hissing slightly 
as she does so. She can stand, but there is a irritable pain, all 
originating from the points where the metal batons have struck 
her . 


Carefully she makes her way to the door and leans against it. She 
smells around the frame and shudders as she pulls away. She smells 



the aroma of smoke. 


She wonders if there has been an accident. Or if there is a fire. 
Maybe one of their human ships has malfunction after a battle and 
exploded or something just as tragic had happened. 

That thought is eliminated when she feels the tremors. They aren't 
powerful, but with her weaken stance she falls to the floor. She 
releases a snarl at her frail form when she hears something that 
fills her with fear. It is the sound of screaming humans mix with a 
far too familiar sound; the battle roars of her people. 

The Covenant has found them. 

* *Six POV** 

Six fires burst after burst as the Spec Op Elite charges. It cloaks 
vanished with the first volley, its shield after two bursts, but now 
it is upon him. It growls as it raises an energy sword and plunges it 
down. Six ducks underneath the swing and places the barrel of the 
rifle against the alien's neck and fires. Blue blood is sprayed 
across the wall as the Spec Ops remains standing for a moment, gaging 
on its own blood before falling to its knee and lands face down 
against the floor. 

Six then returns his gaze out the atrium window as he observes the 
battle that is ensuring. The Grunts have been making steady advances 
against the Marines, but upon Six's arrival he was able to turn the 
tide. Now the Grunts cower behind the cover of the atrium's trees 
while their commanders shout to them to advance. One Grunt tenderly 
looks up, but Johnson blows its head off with his machine gun. 

"You know," Johnson grunts, "I had the situation under control before 
you came along." 

"Of course you did, " Six says as he bends down and checks his 
weapons. He has run dry on ammunition for his SMGs, but he has a few 
magazines left for the rifle. He hopes its enough for what he 
plans . 

"Sergeant," Six says. 

"Yeah?" Johnson asks before firing of another chattering shot. 

"Hold the line here, keep the kids from running off, " Six loads a 
fresh clip into the BR55, "I'll be back." 

"Back?" Johnson grunts as he fires, "What do you mean-" his eyes 
widen as he look back at the Spartan, "You're not going to-" 

Before the Marine could answer. Six takes a running start and jumps 
out the atrium window. He curls himself into a ball before he bounces 
off the floor and flares himself open. He lands on his feet and takes 
off in an all out dash. He passes the trees as he makes his way to 
the other side of the massive room. Every so often a plasma round 
will go by his head or a grenade explodes close by as he leaps, ducks 
and slides beneath the danger. A Jackal peeks around from a tree 
trunk right when Six passes, he raises a fist and punches it against 
its beak. The bird like alien went flying through the air with its 
head twisted in the opposite direction. 



Finally Six weaves through the last bunch of tree before making it to 
the other side of the massive room. Standing before him are three 
Elites, two Minors and one silver Ultra. They appear surprise so Six 
uses that to his advantage. 

He rushes the Ultra, figuring it is the biggest threat to face. The 
Elite tries to put up a defense, but it's too late. Six kicks at the 

alien's out jutting knee, causing a massive crack to be sound as it 

falls. Once it is eye level, Six grabs its neck and twists hard, 
causing the massive body to twirl, nearly tearing its head off as 
it's neck is snapped. 

By then the other Elites turn and issues a roar as they rush the lone 
human. Six raises his hands and deflects the Elites strikes as they 
attempt to knock him to the ground. He bats away the blows, slowly 
retreating to give himself some room while trying to find an opening. 
He spots it almost instantly, the Elite on the left lifts its arm 

higher than usual. Six bends down low to avoid a clawed swipe before 

bringing his leg to his chest and kicks outward, striking the alien 
in the ribs and forcing it back. 

Now the Spartan turns his attention to the remaining Minor. It makes 
another attempt to bash Six against the wall, but the Spartan jumps 
backwards. As the Elite moves, its momentum carries it forward, 
within the Spartans reach. Six grabs the alien's head and slams it 
against the hard wall continuously until a blue substance starts to 
seep out of its skull. 

That's when the other Elite threw itself back in. The second Minor 
roars and grabs Six by the neck, who was too preoccupied with the 
other Elite to notice. The alien then shoves Six against the wall as 
it tries to choke the Spartan out. Six kicks, twists and struggles, 
but the grip is too strong. The human's mind becomes groggy and his 
vision starts to go black. In one last attempt to free himself, the 
Spartan puts both his feet against the wall and propels himself 
forward. The surprised Elite finally lose its grip and footing and 
the two falls to the floor. The Minor is still stun, but Six finishes 
the job as he flips back onto his feet and brings a boot down on the 
alien's face, causing its skull to cave in to a bloody pulp. 

Six pays the gruesome scene no mind as he races back to the atrium. 
Not much has changed, the Covenant is still pinned down, but now 
without their leaders and a Spartan directly behind them, the odds 
have tipped in the human's favor. 

With that. Six finds his rifle and holds it in one hand while taking 
out a grenade and primes it. He doesn't worry about any explosions 
now; they are far enough from a bulkhead to worry about that now. He 
flings the cooking grenade to a cluster of trees where he is sure he 
has seen a troupe of Jackals. Sure enough there is a chorus of 
screeches as the creatures are blown into the air. Six then races 
into the open, locks onto his target and begins firing. 

The Grunts are stirred into a panic when they realize they have been 
flanked and runs into the open in a panic. It soon becomes a shooting 
gallery for the Marines as they finish the job. The battle, if it 
could be called that, is over within minutes. 


Six exhales deeply. He isn't tired by the combat, this feels more 



like a workout session compared to what he went through on Reach. 
However he couldn't help but feel slightly annoyed that the Marines 
and Sailors seems to be in a constant need of help. 

He watches as Johnson comes down the stairs with a BR55 rifle in his 
hands as he looks at the bloodied corpses. 

"Well that was easy," he finally comments. 

Before he could respond, the Spartan feels a light tremor run through 
the steel floor, more powerful than ever before. The slight shaking 
signifies the attachment of a boarding craft, so what did that more 
energized vibration mean? 

Finally the radio crackles to life, "Noble Six," Cortana's voice 
says, "Malta has just been destroyed." 

Six tightens his fists before relaxing and he asks, "Was it a 
bomb? " 

"Affirmative, which mean there has to be a-" she becomes silent 
before reporting, "Brace yourself Spartan, the MAC is coming online 
now . " 

"Wonderful, " Six mutters before looking to the Marines and shouts, 
"Brace ! " 

All of them drop to a crouch and tightens their muscles in 
anticipation while Six stands tall, aside from spreading his feet, he 
makes no other preparations. 

Finally there is a resounding boom that is louder and closer than 
anything else that they have heard that day. The sound of a mighty 
thunder clash resounds throughout the hallways, signifying the firing 
of the mega weapon. 

Six counts up to fifteen seconds when there is a loud rumble and the 
station shook again. However this time is different, the entire world 
seems to be falling apart. Trees are shaken from their place in the 
soil, doors open and closes and the Marines falls to the ground. Even 
Six loses his balance and stumbles a bit, but he does not go 
down . 

For a brief moment Six thought the bomb has detonated, but the 
shaking finally ceases and all is still. 

"Cortana, " he finally says, "what was that?" 

"A super carrier just flew past the wreckage of Malta and is heading 
to Earth," she gravely reports. 

Six curses lightly beneath his breath. A super Carrier is large 
enough to glass an entire continent and has more than enough troops 
to invade a city. 

"Lieutenant," Cortana's voice says, "we have another 
situation . " 

"What is it, " Six asks, wondering how things could get 
worse . 



"There's another landing party, they have landed on the lower 
levels . " 

Six's very world has tilted. The lower levelsa€ | where the brig is 
located . 

"Sergeant, take over, " Six orders before sprinting for the nearest 
stairwell . 

**Shress POV** 

Shress waits to see what is to become of her as she kneels and begins 
to meditate. She is hoping to clear her mind, but her curiosity and 
the unknown is keeping her from her calm state. 

She had tried opening the doors and call for the guards, but there 
has been no response. In fact, the only thing she is now aware of is 
the battle being raged throughout the space station. 

She hears the screams from all around, the familiar clash of forces, 
human projectiles bouncing off shields, plasma shrinking through the 
air and the sound of suffering and anger fills the air. She has grown 
accustomed to the heat of battle, but that has changed after spending 
time with Michael, feeling only warmth and affection instead of the 
coldness of combat. 

She couldn't help but shiver when she hears the humans scream 
becoming more and more frequent with each passing moment. 

She soon begins to worry for Michael. With him being a Spartan, there 
is no doubt the humans will want him to be on the front lines and 
battle the invading Covenant. She wonders if her alien suitor has 
anything to do with the constant tremors she has been feeling or the 
massive boom that she had heard earlier. 

She suddenly becomes still when she hears another explosionaC i coming 
directly from the hallway outside. She waits before she hears it, the 
blast of human projectile weapons as they bang while the Covenant 
plasma weapons whistled. 

She stands and stumbles forward before resting against the door frame 
and listens. She can feel the thumping of weapons and the pounding of 
flesh while creatures screamed. She hears the roar of a Sangheili, a 
whine from a Kig-Yar and the cries of humans. 

_Have they fallen back to hand to hand combat_, she wonders as she 
waits to hear what this will develop into. 

Almost as soon as it had started, the noise suddenly ceases. 

Shress tries to listen, but there is only silence, a first in a long 
while . 

Has the humans repelled their attackers, or are they simply all 
dead? 

That thought is extinguish when she hears it; a thumping sound, 
beating with a careful repetition that she is sure is a sign of 
footsteps. There is someone outside, someone who is large enough to 



make such a resounding racket. 


_Is it Michael_, she thought to herself, as far as she knew, the 
human is the only one large enough to be able to produce such a 
sound . 

The footsteps came to a halt right in front of her door. 

She leans away slightly before calling out, "Michael?" 

Without warning, the door disappears within a cloud of black smoke 
and Shress is thrown off her feet as she lands on her back, stunned 
by the sudden explosion. 

She lifts her head up slightly and stares into the grey clouds that 
block her vision while its pungent smell hampers her sense of 
smell . 

"Michael, " she whispers uncertainly into the smoke filled room, 
unable to make out a shape. 

Suddenly something is pressed against her throat and pushes her down. 
Her eyes gazes downwards and see it's the barrel of a Carbine. She 
looks up and her eyes widen in disbelief as she stares at the 
Sangheili Ranger above her. 

"Greetings heretic," growls Din jit. 

* *Six POV** 

Six blasts away at the Grunts and Jackals, not even stopping to seek 
cover, as he races by. 

He doesn't care as plasma hits him, all his thoughts are focus on 
reaching the lower levels and makes sure Shress is alright. He knew 
the Covenant kills humans brutally because they simply didn't share 
their view of religion, he can't even begin to imagine what it is 
that the Covenant do to traitors. 

He reaches another stairwell where two Jackal snipers are position 
one level above Six. Simultaneously they fire their beam rifles. The 
purple lasers cause Six's shields to flare, but he doesn't stop. 
Instead he rushes the aliens. They fire again but this times the 
Spartan dodges and slides beneath the rays as he goes up the stairs, 
closing in on the snipers. 

The Jackals screeches what Six guesses to be curses at him, but that 
doesn't stop him as he leaps towards the alien pair. He grabs one by 
the neck and in one fluid motion he throws it over the railing and 
down below towards the bottom of the station. The other jumps back to 
fire, but Six is faster as he raises his rifle with one arm and fire. 
One round hits the Jackal's chest, the second strikes its neck before 
the final round snaps its head back, causing it to fall to the steel 
floor . 

Once he is sure the threat is neutralized. Six grabs the rail and 
swings himself over the side. He falls at an angle as he drops down 
three levels before he reaches out with his hands and grabs the 
railing on that level. He climbs over it and doesn't even pause as he 
rushes forward and punches the controls on the wall, causing the door 



to open. 


The hallway of cells is grim as human and Covenant remains decorate 
the scene like the rest of the station. Red, blue, and purple blood 
is splattered on the floor and walls, but this doesn't faze Six. What 
catches his attention is the group of Grunts standing in front of a 
blasted door where Shress's room is located. 

The Spartan runs with all his might, releasing a battle cry as he 
raises his rifle and fire. The Grunts screams and shoots back, but 
they are all killed by a single burst from Six's rifle. By the time 
the last Grunt has fallen. Six skids to a halt before the cell. 

The entrance has been blown open while soot covers the destroyed 
room. The table, chairs and bed has been reduced to pieces; the 
metallic floor and walls are dented in various places, suggesting a 
powerful force was at work. Yet what cause Six's heart to skip a beat 
are the specks of blue blood covering the room. 

_No, no, no, this can't be happening_. 

Humanity may be facing extinction yet the thought of Shress being 
deada€ | the mere thought alone is enough to cause the Spartan to shake 
with emotion. 

"Cortana, " he shouts into the comms, "Is Shress still alive?" 

"Stand by," is her reply. 

"Cortana," Six says tensely. 

"She's alive," Six's relief is cut short when she finishes, "The 
Covenant is taking her back to their ship, they're in the next 
room . " 

Six didn't say another word as he takes off again. He feels like he 
is going faster than ever before, the thought of the one person he 
cares about the most in his whole existence being harmed or even 
killed fills him with dread. 

He slams into the door with full force, actually bending the steel 
and creating a small hole. He wedges himself through and finds 
himself in another hallway. Then he sees them, the Covenant troops 
are reentering the boarding ship. He doesn't see Shress, but he 
assumes she is already inside the shuttle. He raises his rifle, but 
the aliens are already aboard and the doors seal themselves. 

Six barely realizes the danger before it was too late. He grabs the 
door frame just as the boarding craft pulls away from the station. 

The air then rushes out of the ship whipping with the force of 
hurricane winds, if it wasn't for his augmented strength. Six is sure 
he would have been blown into space. 

He hangs onto the frame with a death grip before he finally pulls 
himself back into the brig's hallway. He grabs the already twisted 
door and molds it back into its original shape as he blocks off the 
rest of the Cairo from the breech. 

He stands there, panting from the use of his extreme strength, but 
also from the panic attack he is having. 



Shress is gonea€ | and he wasn't even there to protect her. 


He feels tears starting to make their way down his cheeks before he 
shakes his head. 

No, he won't give up, not now. He's a Spartan, there's one last hope 
he can try. 

**Shress POV** 

Shress breathes heavily, her limbs burning from the physical tussle 
as she looks up at her captors with a grim smile. Though she is 
injured, it still took five Rangers to subdue her, while she has 
bruises; they are standing by the opposite wall, nursing the wounds 
she has given them. 

Dinjit snarls at her while he carefully caresses his lower left 
mandible that is now hanging limply, she is sure she has dislocated 
it from his main jaw structure. 

Her small victory though is gone as she looks out the window. The 
human station is growing smaller the farther away they travel and 
closer still to the massive Covenant ship they are heading to. 

She thought of Michael and couldn't help but wonder where he was. He 
said he'll be there, that he'll protect her. 

She tries not to let her tears show as she wonders what will happen 
to her now. No doubt she'll be tortured and openly dishonored by the 
Covenant before she is put through a slow and painful death. 

She feels anger towards Michael, anger that gave way to sadness. She 
knows she'll always care and harbor feeling for him. 

_If only he knew how much he meant to me_, she thought as she lowers 
her head, thinking for the first time of the one word she wished she 
had told him before they took her from him. 

_I love you my suitor_, she finally thought, _my Michael, my 

Spartan_. 

* *Six POV** 

Miranda Keyes has changed out of her dress uniform and into her grey 
coveralls, but Six barley notices this as he rushes onto the 
Frigate's bridge. 

"Commander," he puffs, "We need to get after that ship, now!" 

The Commander turns from her seat to look at Six, a bit surprised 
from the Spartan's show of emotions, "I assure you Noble Six I intend 
to do so, " she gestures to the station, "We are waiting for Cairo to 
release us-" 

"Well tell them to hurry, " he cuts her off, "we need to go, 
now . " 

Keyes raises an eyebrow, but a deep chuckle is head off to the side, 
"My, my Lieutenant, ready for another around?" 



Six turns and for some reason isn't too surprised when he sees 
Sergeant Major Johnson in full tactical gear standing just off the 
podium with a unlit Sweet William cigar hanging from his mouth. 

Six finally breathes slowly as he says, "We have a high priority 
personal on that ship, " he says with coldness laced in his words, "we 
need to go before they-" 

"Commander," Lord Hood's voice cuts in via comms, "you are now clear 
to depart . " 

"Finally, " Keyes mutters before looking down from the command podium 
and orders, "Lieutenant Wei, pull us from the station and set course 
for Earth . " 

"Roger Commander, " the indicated officer responds as the whole crew 
jump to perform their duties at their designated stations. 

Six watches a nearby camera as the Frigate, In Amber Clad, pulls away 
from the station. Security locks break, fuel lines are disconnected 
and walkways are retracted. With nothing holding them, the ship 
slowly floats in space for a few moments before the thrusters are 
engaged and they angle towards Earth. 

Six knows Frigates are light space craft and thus are the fastest in 
the fleet, he is still anxious to set course, his mind being tortured 
with the thoughts of what is happening to Shress and an overwhelming 
guilt that is starting to bloom within him. 

_If she dies, will I be the one responsible_, he wonders to 
himself . 

"Well that might be a problem." 

Six is pull out of his bleakness at the Sergeant Major's words and 
looks back at the monitor. His guts twist at what he sees. 

All around Cairo is space warfare. Navy ships engaged with Covenant 
shuttles that have broken off from the main fleet that is hovering 
nearby. MAC guns fire. Archer missiles streaks through space, plasma 
torpedoes burn and in the distance a nuke goes off. 

Six always despised this. When it comes to ground engagements, the 
Spartans are usually the ones who are victorious, just as they have 
been taught to be. But once they are in the air that all changes. 

When they're in space they are at the mercy of the Navy's skills, 
their combat prowess becoming useless when it comes to space battle. 
Six can only watch and hope that he can make it to the super carrier 
before it bolts. 

Suddenly a large alien craft breaks from the line and flies downwards 
towards Earth. Cairo's gun tries to get a bead on it, but the Cruiser 
simply passes by while sustaining little damage. 

"Ma'am," one of the officers reports, "if another Covenant ship 
breach Earth's atmosphere, then the Covenant will have more than 
enough ships to glass the planet." 


Keyes nods silently to herself before pressing a button on her 



command chair. 


"Cairo," she says, "this is In Amber Clad, I'm requesting permission 
to engage the enemy shuttle." 

Hood's voice responds coolly, "Negative Commander, not against a ship 
that size, not on your own." 

There is another spark of static before a new voice enters the 
conversation . 

"Sir," the Master Chief's voice says, "permission to leave the 
station . " 

"For what purpose Master Chief," Hood inquires. 

"To give the Covenant back their bomb." 

There is a heartbeat of complete silence before Hood's voice says, 
"permission granted." 

"Wait," Keyes said, "what is he going to do?" 

Six reaches for the monitor's controls and switches the view back to 
Cairo station as he says, "What any Spartan would do, " he looks back 
at her, "finish the fight." 

Keyes seems puzzled and opens her mouth to speak when one of the crew 
members gasp. They all look back at the scene and, aside from Six, 
are surprised at what they see. 

A green clad armored human being is dropping through space while 
holding onto something as some sort of anchor. If Six has to guess, 
he would say that the Chief is riding on top of the bomb. 

The Sergeant chuckles, "I knew it," he says as he breaks regulation 
and lights his cigar, "he is suicidal." 

They watch in silence as the Chief falls until he disappears from 
view behind the Carrier as it slowly chugs towards the planet. Six 
feels himself hold his breath as he waits to see what will happen 
next, to see if the Chief will be able to do it. That thought is 
answered when the Spartan leaps from the alien ship and is falling 
towards Earth. Not a second later, the Covenant ship explodes, 
sending thousands of scrap into different directions as the pieces 
slowly fall and burn in the atmosphere. 

With anticipation they watch the Chief as he continues to fall. Soon 
he is getting closer and closer to the camera until finally his 
entire green frame blocks their view. A millisecond later, they hear 
a loud clang above them and Six, Johnson and Keyes look up at the 
sound . 

"For a brick," Johnson says, "he flew pretty good." 

Keyes touches the same button and speaks into the comms again, 

"Chief, get in here, we've got work to do," she says before signing 
of f . 

_Yes we do_. Six thought with curled hands as they descend towards 



Earth, following directly behind the fleeing super carrier. 


24. Worth It-Part 1 
* *Worth It-Part 1** 

**Sorry it took some time for me to update, had small amount of free 
time and writing block on how to play this chapter out, also just to 
let you know, it has been a while since I last played Halo 2, so 
forgive me if I get any details wrong.** 

* *Six POV** 

The twin Pelicans cuts through the skies as they head towards the 
smoldering city. New Mombasa; one of the most prosperous cities on 
Earth is now under Covenant siege. 

The day has started out normally for the inhabitants of the 
metropolis, with traffic jams being seen as their biggest challenge 
of the day. To be assaulted relentlessly by the alien juggernaut 
known as the Covenant was not a part of the agenda. As Six looks out 
the cockpit window of the Pelican, he feels his anger rising once 
more. The Covenant Assault Carrier is resting above the center of New 
Mombasa with an energy beam connecting it to the surface. All around 
it tendrils of smoke rises into the orange colored skies as dawn 
approaches . 

"Poor suckers, " Johnson lightly says as he stands next to Six, 
looking at the city, "they probably still don't know what hit 
them . " 

Six says nothing as his eyes critically scans the Carrier, looking 
for weak points, any opening that can be used to get in. He is 
determine to get Shress out of there before the Covenant does 
anything to her. And to think he was anxious at the thought of her 
being in a human prison. Now he is forced to face the unknown, 
wondering to himself if she is even alive. He prays that she is, he's 
not sure if it'll work or even if he's listening, but he just 
whispers to himself that she'll be safe. Is that even considered a 
prayer? 

"Lieutenant," Cortana's voice slices through his thinking. 

"This is Six," the Spartan answers briefly. 

"How are you feeling Noble Six?" 

Six is a bit stun by the question. He was expecting Cortana to give 
him an order, not to ask anything personal. He glances over his 
shoulder and looks at the Back Bay area. Over a dozen Marines are 
nervously adjusting and readjusting their gear and weapons. Standing 
out from among them is the Master Chief who stares at Six only for a 
moment before looking away. Six is willing to bet that he and Cortana 
has been talking about him and, quite possibly, spying on him as 
well . 

This got Six a little edgy, 
you? " 


"Cortana, you didn ' ta€ ! tell Chief did 



He knew that Cortana will know what he is talking about and he 
silently hopes that she didn't tell the Spartan II, or worse, showed 
him the video that Six had asked her to delete. 

"Ye of little faith," Cortana says in reply, "I know how to keep a 
secret Lieutenant and the reason the Chief and I are observing you is 
because your stormy attitude is quite noticeable." 

Six wants to make a quick comeback, but couldn't think of anything to 
say. What can he say? Shress is being held hostage by the most deadly 
beings in the whole galaxy and he doesn't even know what is happening 
to her, only that it's bad. He clenches his fists, but aside from 
that, there's really nothing he can do to help Shress. The only thing 
on his mind is to find her, save her and kill as many Covies as he 
can while doing it. 

When he remains silent, Cortana speaks again, "We'll save her 
Lieutenant, " Six jerks back as he looks back to the Chief who is busy 
checking his weapon, he probably doesn't even know about the 
conversation Six and Cortana are having. 

"You have yet to tell me how it is that the two of you have met, " 
Cortana continues, "let alone how it is that you love each 
other . " 

_Love_? Six wonders, does he love her? How can he tell, he 
practically doesn't know the meaning of the word. 

He hears an exasperated sound being given from across his comm link, 
"Six, it's obvious that you like her, and she in turn cares for you 
just as much." 

Despite himself Six feels his stomach flip as he asks, "Really? How 
do you know?" 

"I didn't really erase that recording," Cortana admits with what 
sounds like an amused voice, "I've been studying it for a while now 
and, considering from what we know about the Covenant species and our 
own race, I've been able to deduce that the two of you find great 
pleasure with one another." 

Six isn't how to respond to that, never in his whole life did he 
think he would have a conversation like this with a computer program. 
Then again he never expected to fall in love with an alien 
either . 

"As a Spartan, I imagine it gets quite lonely" Cortana says, "and I 
expect this is especially true for you, being trained as a Lone Wolf 
Operative, having only to interact with fellow Spartans during 
training and once with Noble Team, you are also consistent and brave, 
which, to my understanding, is quite attractive to the person of the 
opposite sex." 

Six is slowly choking as his heart climbs into his throat; there is 
no other way to describe it. It feels as if Cortana just looked 
inside of him and just informed him of her logical assessment before 
ending it with an embarrassing statement in her usual playful tone. 
The more he gets to know her, the more Six realizes Cortana is no 
ordinary AI; she could be mistaken for a human with her combine humor 
and mature logic. 



He gulps a couple of times before finally speaking, "It sounds like 
you gave this a lot of thought." 

He couldn't believe his ears when Cortana made a noise that sounded 
like a chuckle, "When you're stuck in a Spartan's head for a while, 
you get to see things from a different perspective." 

Six couldn't help himself anymore as he looks back at the Master 
Chief once again. Is this how the Chief feels? 

"Don't worry Six," Cortana says, "As long as I am around, he won't be 
lonely anymore." 

Now the Spartan is truly confused. Is Cortana trying to imply 
something here? 

Before he could say anything, another voice speaks into his ear, but 
this time it's on an open channel so others are listening in as 
well . 

"Cortana," its Commander Keyes, "sitrep report." 

Cortana 's voice suddenly becomes all business when she replies, "the 
Covenant has launch ground troops and they are now establishing a 
perimeter around the craft whicha€|is just sitting there in the 
middle of the city." 

"Is it prepping to glass the planet?" The Master Chief breaks 
in . 

"Negative," Cortana reports, "there's next to no activity at 
alla€| except a signal they are sending out, it's a weak transmission 
and it keeps repeating the same words over and over again, regret, 
regret, regretaC | " 

There is a moment of silence before Keyes asks, "Any idea what it 
means ? " 

"With all due respect ma'am," Sergeant Major Johnson pips in, "but I 
believe what they are trying to tell us is that we regret coming, to 
Earth, we regret being alien scum and we most certainly regret that 
the humans blew away our rigidity fleet!" The amount of emotion 
Johnson puts in those final words are enough to cause Six to smirk 
while the Marine pilots up front both said, "ohraa!" in 
unison . 

"Regret is a name Sergeant, " Cortana corrects, "more importantly, it 
is the name of one of the Covenant's high Prophets and he is on board 
that ship . " 

The Chief perks up at this as well as Six. It was Regret who Shress 
had betrayed and now she is in his clutches, what could he be doing 
to her? 

"Noble Six, Master Chief, " Commander Keyes address, "that Prophet is 
a priority, kill or capture Regret by any means necessary, we can't 
miss an opportunity like this." 


Both Six and Master Chief speaks in unison 


"Yes ma'am. 



"Good luck Spartans, " Keyes says, but Chief suddenly cuts 
in . 

"Ma'am, any word on Blue Team?" he asks. 

"Sorry Chief," the Commander says, "but they're tied up at the 
moment, the Covenant sent a small contingency of fighters to the 
Artie and Blue Team is being sent in after them, you are on your own 
from here, Keyes out." 

Six observes Chief, but he doesn't show any outward emotion. The III 
however knows that he is worried about the other Spartan IIs. He 
tries to take comfort in knowing that at least now he knows that the 
Chief has emotions as well. 

"Noble Six, Master Chief, " one of the pilots said, "we are 
approaching the designated drop point, this is as close as we can get 
you, you're at least a fewa€ i " the Marine trails off before 
muttering, "whoa." 

Curious, Six looks back into the cockpit and freezes. Stepping out of 
nowhere is a Scarab, the massive Covenant ground super vehicle 
capable of destroying an entire battalion of tanks with little 
effort. It's a massive platform supported by four mobile bent legs, 
enabling it to walk and jump. The head sticks out a bit at the front 
where its slowly begins to churn with green energy while the giant 
cannon on its large rear starts to power up as well as they both take 
aim at the two Pelicans. 

"Evasive of maneuvers!" Six shouts, "Now!" 

The pilots' twists hard on their sticks, causing the bird to make a 
sharp right turn while the other Pelican banks left, but it's already 
too late. The massive eye like weapon fires a long and lasting beam 
at the Spartan's bird, but misses. The cannon on the back however 
release a powerful salvo of plasma rounds. Six watches the rounds as 
they streak towards them and disappears from view. It isn't until he 
feels the terrible shudder, hears the scream of a man in the back and 
the feel of going zero G did he realize they have been hit. 

He looks back and sees the Chief attending to a Marine near the back 
of the Pelican while plumes of smoke is being vented in from 
somewhere and is now starting to fill the cabin, causing its 
occupants to cough while releasing well chosen words of profanity at 
the same time. 

"Open the doors, " Six orders, "The men in the back are 
suffocating ! " 

"We got bigger problems!" The pilot shouts as they approach the 
ground at an unbelievable speed. Six grabs on to the steel frame of 
the doors and goes into armor lock mode when the pelican's nose rams 
into the side of a skyscraper. Six's frozen body hangs on tightly as 
they continue their fall. He watches as the ruble of a collapsed 
building on the floor seems to races forward to meet them. 

"Brace!" Six shouts as they hit the ground at high velocity. 


The whole aircraft bumps high into the sky before crashing back down 



again with its nose down as they smash into the streets. The iron 
frame gave way and Six falls at almost the same speed as the Pelican. 
He crashes through the cockpit window, skids across the pavement as 
he rolls end over end with an implausible force before a concreate 
wall halts his progress. His body made contact first, and his head 
snaps back despite the armor lock feature, causing a loud crack to 
revolve within his skull at the unrelenting impact. 

His vison blurs and blackens as he lies there, stunned by the 
incredible force. Even by Spartan standards, that was extreme and it 
certainly feels that way. Six's head is throbbing, his body feels 
numb and his eyes are having trouble focusing. Slowly he deactivates 
the armor lock, allowing his battered limbs to fall to his side as he 
takes a moment to asses himself. 

_Open and close your fist_. Six orders his body. He can't see, but he 
brings his fingers together and slowly the numbness starts to fade 
away. At least now he knows he isn't paralyzed, he may have a 
fractured bone or two, but at least he is still breathing. 

Finally the pain starts to settle in certain sections, on his arms, 
his legs and finally a painful ringing that starts to fill his ears. 
He squints lightly as his vision begins to return, but at the moment 
he can only see shadows. The Pelican has landed with its tail 
sticking up into the air and slowly Marines are trickling out of it. 
One figure however jumps from the wreckage, flips once in the air and 
lands on the pavement with a heavy thud. The figure takes out a 
weapon and scans the area before his eyes settles on Six. The person 
makes his way to the Spartan before stopping in front of him and 
squats down until he takes up all of Six's vison. 

"Lieutenant?" the voice asks, "sir, can you hear me?" 

Slowly the haze falls away and Six can see clearly. The person who is 
addressing him is none other than the Master Chief as he examines the 
Ill's body . 

"Cortana, " the Chief says, "assessment." 

"Noble Six has a sprain, almost broken, arm, fractured ribs and 
probable concussion, " Cortana reports, "His bio meter is a little 
jittery so the damage could be worse." 

"It isn't," Six finally mummers as he pushes himself forward until a 
hand is placed on his shoulder and holds him there. 

"Sir, you're wounded," the Chief says, "We need to get you to an aid 
station . " 

"I'm fine Chief," Six grunts as he strokes away the II 's hand and 
stands. It is painful, but manageable. 

"Sir, " the Chief tries again, "with all due respect-" 

"Master Chief, " Six interrupts as the Spartans look into each other 
faceplate. Six is slightly smaller than the Chief, but his gaze is 
steady. "I'm not a Marine, I'm a Spartan, just like you, I'm not a 
liability, I can take anything you, or any other II can 
withstand . " 



The Master Chief is silent before replying, "I never implied that 
before sir . " 

"Of course you didn't," they both turn and look to see Johnson moving 
towards them with a slight limp in his step, "just what I need, 
another brick head." He pauses and looks between the Spartans before 
saying, "If you two are done," here he removes a sniper rifle off his 
back, "there are still a few Covies that needs to be killed." 

The Master Chief glances ta Six once more before turning and starts 
moving off. Six shakes his head as he reaches over his shoulder and 
brings out his BR55 rifle. He loads in a clip, pulls back on the 
hammer and chambers a round. He feels a sharp sensation spike in his 
chest and his arm, particularly in his wrist as well. His body does 
feel a little stiff, but he ignores it as he thinks about Shress. He 
needs to get to her. 

Slowly the Marines start to come out of their shock and move, but 
only a few. 

"Sir, " a Marine Master Sergeant approaches the Spartan, "we have four 
KIA's including the pilots and five wounded who are critical." 

Six looks over the area. They have landed in the middle of an empty 
road that offers no real cover. The burning husk of the Pelican will 
be more of a hazard than of any use, with its choking smoke and 
burning engine, it could blow anyone to pieces if they're not 
careful . 

"The Chief and I will scout ahead, " Six finally says, "get the bodies 
and the wounded ready to move, we're going to find cover and set up a 
casualty collection point." 

The Sergeant nods her head before moving to get the platoon of 
Marines in order. 

Six then turns back to the Chief who is standing to the side with the 
Sergeant Major along with a small Marine machine gun team. The five 
Marines seems shock that they weren't killed, save for Johnson who is 
chewing on the end of a partially squished cigar. 

"We need to find a safe location for the wounded to be moved to, " Six 
informs them as he takes up a position beside the Chief and holds his 
rifle out as he starts to scan for targets. 

The Chief looks down for a bit before asking, "Cortana?" 

"Give me a minute," Cortana says in response. After a heart beat of 
silence she reports, "The city's AI says there's a plaza down the 
street with a small mall that can offer suitable cover." 

Six nods at this, "Alright, we're going to move out and secure that 
plaza," he looks at their small group, "got it?" 

The small team nods in confirmation as they all rise and moves out. 
Johnson takes point with his sniper rifle. Master Chief right behind 
him with his twin SMGs at the ready, followed by the four Marines. 

Two Marines have SMGs, one has a BR55 and the last one is in the 
middle, carrying a light machine gun on his shoulders. Six meanwhile 
brings up the rear as he glances back and forth between the Marines 



behind him and in front. 


They have only gone a few blocks, but Six already feels uneasy. The 
streets are deserted, cars are left with their doors opens, a few 
with their engines still going, a vehicle pileup here and there, a 
small fire has started in one of the apartments yet there isn't a 
living thing in sight. Six can only pray that the civilians got out 
and weren't already made victims of the Covenant. 

After a while they have made it to the plaza, it's small but 
workable. Shops forms a rough circle with a single lane cutting 
across it, leaving only three ways in street wise. A small two story 
building sits to their right and has a good overview of the entire 
area. To the structure's left rests a small fountain and series of 
sidewalks cuts across a small pasture of grass while a few trees are 
left standing. 

Master Chief directs the machine gun team towards the building at the 
intersection and says, "Set up the gun up there." 

The Marines pause and looks to Six who nods, approving of the Chief's 
decision . 

At this, the Marines move to the designated building, leaving Six and 
the Master Chief behind as they continue to scan the area. 

"If the Covies come down those streets," Six comments, "then it'll be 
a massacre . " 

"Ours or theirs?" The Chief questions. 

"Theirs if they funnel down the roads in a steady stream, " Six says, 
"but if they attempt to swarm us then we're be the ones in trouble, 
not unless we can get another gun or more men." 

"There are also these side shops, " the Chief observes, "Jackals, 
Grunts and maybe some Elites can fit through them and flank us." 

Six nods his head in understanding, "this would be a good place to 
defend, but we are lacking the man power to guard it." 

Chief ponders this for a bit before saying, "True, but Cortana says 
this is the best defendable position in the AO." 

Six casts a glance over the plaza once more, but it isn't long before 
his eyes crawls upwards and he is looking at the Assault Carrier 
again. He estimates that at least an hour has passed since Shress's 
abduction; he wonders if she is alright, he wonders if she is even 
alive . 

He shakes his head in a vain attempt to clear his head. There is no 
room for thinking in a combat zone, only action and reaction is 
required, nothing more, nothing less. 

Six looks to Master Chief and asks, "Can Cortana contact the Marines 
and tell them to meet us here?" 

"She already has, " the Chief says, earning him a quick glance from 
Six. Was it the Spartan's imagination or did the II sound slightly 
annoyed? 



Before he could muse some more on this, Johnson's voice is heard over 
the comms, "Chief, Six, we're all set up here and according to 
Cortana, we're about to make contact." 

At these words the Chief seems to retreat into himself as he looks 
down at the floor, probably conversing with the AI in question. Six 
glances down the road and scans it once more. The single street 
splits off into two a little further down the road where a giant gate 
blocks the path. The smaller road then peels off behind some 
buildings, making it impossible for the Spartan to see where it 
leads. He looks back to the line of shops and wonders if the Covenant 
soldiers will be smart enough to move in on them through the 
structures . 

In the past the Covenant made it very clear that they are loath to 
use human weapons. He watched as Elites past by loaded battle rifles 
when they have no weapons, rather fighting with their bare hands then 
using the human tech. He observed a Jackal hiss at a building before 
entering it. He even witness a Sangheili beheading a Grunt when it 
was caught trying to fit a human pistol into its hand. Some of the 
spooks in ONI believes that they don't use human objects because they 
are as "unclean" as the humans who wields them. 

Master Chief looks back at Six and says, "The Covenant is closing in 
on us, drop ships are in-bound." 

Six takes this in before asking, "How many?" 

"About twenty," responds the Chief stoically. 

Six's eyes widens a bit before he asks, "do they know we're here or 
are they just being paranoid?" 

This time it is Cortana who answers, "I believe they are being 
paranoid, I'm scanning their channels and they all seemaC | confused 
about something, I'm trying to verify what it is." 

"Keep it up Cortana, " the Chief says before looking at Six and says, 
"we should get ready sir." 

Six nods and together the two Spartans makes their way to the small 
building . 

**Shress POV** 

Shress has been detained yet again to another cell, but this one is 
far worse than the one she grew accustomed to on the human 
station . 

This place is more of a dungeon than a cell, maybe even worse. There 
is no bed, no chair, no table and no privacy. It's an oval shape room 
that is barely big enough for her to stand up in and is completely 
plain. There is no door, just a floor to ceiling barred wall that 
keeps her separate from the outside world. The one time she did look 
out all she saw is an empty corridor. 

The only occupant she could see is a Kig-Yar in the cell opposite of 
hers. She considered starting a conversation with it, but immediately 
changed her mind when she saw that it was feasting upon the remains 



of another of its species who could have been possibly its cell mate 
at one point in time. This left her alone and with more than enough 
time to think upon her troubles. 

Many lunar cycles ago, her biggest worry was eluding would-be suitors 
as she tries to be of service to the Covenant. Now here she is in a 
cell, having betrayed the Prophet of Regret himself, her people, and 
the very ideal she was supposed to hold in high regard as a 
Zealot . 

This is her worse fears coming to life. She dreaded being captured 
and of being forced into an audience with the Covenant Prophets. To 
betray or rebel against their might was met with sheer and upmost 
brutality. Shress is a Zealot, torture and suffering was one of the 
things she was taught to do when acting as a Zealot. She knows what 
is in store for her, she is not sure if this is better or worse 
compared to her time being held in human custody when she was facing 
the unknown of the human way. 

Self-consciously and not fully realizing what it is she is doing, she 
crouches against the rounded corner of the cell, hugs her chest and 
places her head on her arms. She didn't want to look weak, but now 
she's tired, just tired. 

Tired of pretending, fearing and being confused. What is she doing? 

Is she doing the right thing? Who is she fighting for now? What does 
she love more? 

Her whole life she has been striving to win her Keep glory, to show 
her father that as a female she can bring honor to their name. Now 
she has left that behind and followed Michael, but this proved harder 
than any other challenge she had to endure. The humans didn't trust 
her and for good reason. They beat and scarred her, probably for the 
rest of her life, something she feels she will never 
forgive . 

Yeta€ i there are humans who are kind to her. Michael obviously was, 
but then there is also Lin, Jaka if she remembers correctly. He was 
as nervous as a youngling preparing to perform his deadly arts before 
an elder, but he talked to her and comforted her at some points. It 
pained her to know that this nice young human was crippled by the war 
and it was probably her or someone within her Legion who caused the 
fatal injury. 

She thought back to the planet of Reach where everything she knew had 
changed. Her mind had been shifted greatly over what she had learned 
of the human race. How they used thoughts and feelings for one 
another to bond rather than using the code of honor and glory. The 
more she learned about them, the more baffled she became of why they 
were considered filth before the eyes of the Forerunners. 

It wasn't until the great land battle she fought in did she realize 
that she was fighting an unjust war. It was when she held the 
youngling and sang to it a slow lullaby that only Sangheili young 
were graced with did she truly see what it was the Covenant is doing. 
Watching the human die before her eyes, watching the life drain out 
of its eyes was a harsh awakening to the horrors she herself has 
inflicted upon the humans. However, the youngling she killed, it 
smiled at her, for comforting it as it passed on, she took this as a 
sign that she could gain forgiveness for her mistakes and she decided 



to start by helping Michael . 


The Spartan who she called a demon, an ally, a friend and finally her 
suitor, changed everything she knew. He destroyed the world she lived 
and took pleasure in and showed her the grim reality that is 
surrounding them. He had more than enough opportunities and reasons 
to kill her, to end it all, yet he didn't. Far from it, he helped 
her, healed her and gave her another purpose. He created a new place 
for her, a new atmosphere; one that she knew would be honorable. 

The thought of the human Michael almost brought a tear to Shress's 
eyes. This one person whom she almost killed became her first true 
friend before becoming something more to her. He was always 
comforting, always helping and extremely loyal. If he was a Sangheili 
he would have no doubt been considered a Keep Lord who would have 
been the secret love to most Sangheili females. A person who the 
Sangheili could consider as a true warrior. 

His humanity however blocks her people from viewing Michael in such a 
manner. He doesn't act like a warrior sometimes either, he doesn't 
boast over his victories, show off his skills or peruse as many 
females as he can to pass on his next bloodline for future kin. Far 
from it, he is kind, humble and quite reserve that borders along the 
line of shyness. 

She wonders where he is now. No doubt he's trying to defend his home 
from the destructive Covenant and protect what is left of his Spartan 
family. She sighs and allow a single tear to escape. He has no time 
to come to her rescue, for all she knows he isn't even giving her a 
second thought, he probably doesn't even know she has been 
captured . 

Or quite possibly he is dead. 

She knows that killing a Spartan is a difficult and near impossible 
feat to accomplish, but it can be done. The thought of his form lying 
broken on some battlefield with his eyes open like so many other 
humans she has killed causes her to shudder. 

The thought of never seeing him again, never feeling his lips against 
her mouth, his hands running down her sides, the soothing in his 
voice and the care he gives her is enough to break her hearts. He is 
more than just a warrior to her, he is someone who she can talk to, 
relax with and even find comfort with. Someone who she can be herself 
with, without the fear of being a disgrace or be judged by. 

She never knew what it means to be in love, she never experienced it 
with any of her previous suitors before, but she hopes that this is 
what it feels like. 

Her wandering mind is interrupted when she hears the hiss of a door 
and the stomping feet of a pair of Jiralhanae approaching. She stands 
tall and wipes away the tear just as the bars in front of her 
retracts upwards and two of the large beings steps in. 

She hisses at the mere stench the two aliens are emitting. They are 
large, strong and brutish in nature. No sense of honor or dignity 
lives within their entire race as they sneer down at her. The 
carnivorous beasts are well known to hate the Sangheili for their 
upper held positions within the Covenant, so to have a chance to beat 



or humiliate a rare Sangheili prisoner is considered a treat to 
them . 

One of them growls in the rough language of the Sangheili, "It's time 
for you to meet your fate heretic," it spats. 

Shress breathes calmly before holding her head up high. She loves 
Michael, she has decided that much for herself, and now she will face 
whatever consequences that will come for her decision. 

* *Six POV** 

The Marine jumps slightly as Six clamps a hand on his shoulder as he 
leans in. 

"Calm down soldier," Six commands, "I can hear your heartbeat from 
all the way over here." 

"Y-yes sir, " the nervous Private says as he loads the newly erected 
machine gun. 

The gun is small and light with its primary purpose to make it easy 
for military personnel to carry and deploy. It doesn't have the same 
power as the LAAG gun, but it's still effective, especially with 
unshielded infantry targets. 

The Spartans and the single team of Marines have dug into their 
position as best as they could. One of the Marines had sand bags 
which they filled and place alongside the entrances and second floor 
railing, providing additional, if any, cover. The gun is position on 
the corner of the building overlooking the small intersection with 
its barrel pointing downwards at the moment while the defenders ready 
themselves for the coming battle. 

At the moment it's just the Spartans and four Marines. Six sent one 
of the Marines back to lead the wounded to their position, leaving 
them with two SMG wielders, a sniper rifle, a BR55 and the machine 
gun to face down against the enemy. 

They small squad suddenly tenses when they hear it. The tapping of 
hooves against the pavement and the excited squeaks and barks of the 
alien race simply called Grunts. The Elite squad leaders wouldn't 
have allowed their small allies to make so much noise unless they are 
filled with extreme confidence. Which means the humans are facing a 
large force of enemy combatants. 

The Marines are starting to get jumpy again, but this time its 
Johnson who moves in to comfort them while Six quickly goes over 
their defenses. 

The building is two stories tall with one runway that leads to the 
upper level. There are three grand entrances which the team has tried 
their best to barricade, but Six is sure just one push from an Elite 
is all that is required to bust through. They made a small clearing 
in the middle of the structure where the wounded can be placed and 
cared for while they wait to be medevac. 

Six glances at his HUD. It has now been an hour and five minutes 
since Shress has been taken. He has no idea why, but he has to fight 
down a wave of panic as if he knows something is going to happen to 



her if he doesn't hurry. 


Finally the sound of the approaching Covenant troops increases as 
they near them. Six and the others lower themselves to the floor as 
they wait. The plan is to hold fire until the Covies get to the 
middle of the street before they open up. However, from the sound of 
it, they may need a new plan; Six is starting to believe they are 
facing an army rather than a small Covenant patrol. 

The strange language of the aliens are so close now that Six knows 
that they are directly beneath them. The Chief puts down his SMGs 
gently before pulling out two flash bang grenades. Six makes sure 
there is a clip within his rifle and that there are still some frag 
grenades tuck securely against him. 

Click . 

It's a small sound, but Six froze when he hears it. That tiny 
artificial sound of metal clinging against another seems to bounce 
down the street and back. Six looks to the nervous Marine on the 
machine gun, the one who pulled back on the bolt and caused the 

noise. From the look of terror on his face, the gunner seem to have 

realize what he just did wrong, but there is nothing he can do to fix 

it. The sound of the Covenant marching feet comes to a halt directly 

in front of the building proves that point. 

They're not in the kill zone yet, but it's better that they attack 
now rather than to wait for the Covenant to bring the attack to the 
ambushers . 

Six waves his hand at the Chief, but he is already moving. He hurls 
the two explosives over the low wall and no sooner did he go prone 
again and retrieves his weapons did the grenades went off. 

The defenders rise to their feet, level their rifles and takes in the 
field with a single glance. The Covenant, mainly Grunts and Jackals, 
fills the streets below to the point that they look like a living 
flowing river of alien beings. They are right in the open with the 
closest cover being the abandon cars, but that isn't enough to save 
all of them. The grenade has disoriented a few but startled the rest 
to panic slightly while their leaders try to restore order. Six sets 
his sights on one of the few Sangheili officers present, centers on 
its chest, and squeeze off two shots. 

The first burst catches the Elite in the chest, causing its shield to 
turn blue, red and finally white as the bullets works their way up 
its body. The second burst's first bullet disable the shield while 
the remaining two strikes its neck and head, resulting with it 
falling through a mist of its own blue blood. 

At the same time the rest of the Marines fires. The Chief is working 
his SMGs like machine guns, carefully swiveling them back and forth 
in an attempt to kill as many alien soldiers as he could with a 
single sweep. The Corporal with the other SMG tries to copy the 
Chief's technique, but it isn't as effective as the Spartan is. 
Johnson and the Marine with the rifle however lines up their shots 
first before firing, dropping their targets not as quickly, but with 
the same efficiency as the others. 

The Marine behind the machine gun however is a different story. 



Despite going through machine gun training, the man seems to be 
firing in a panic as he sweeps the turret over the alien troops, but 
in his haste he is firing over their heads or just causing flesh 
wound. Six has no idea how someone can have a low kill ratio with a 
MG, but this guy was managing it. 

After a few more minutes of watching. Six rushes to the machine 
gunner, staying low as the Covenant located their targets and are now 
firing at their positions. Plasma passes by overhead, causing the 
concrete building to sizzle and pop while needier rounds sink into 
the walls before exploding. A sandbag is hit with a salvo of needles 
and bursts like a bubble, covering the Spartan in dust, but he keeps 
moving . 

He slides to a halt next to the Marine and shouts, "I'm taking 
over ! " 

The Marine look ready to protest, but he surrenders the gun after a 
moment of hesitation. 

Six squats behind it, stables his stance and uses his HUD to 
triangulate on the enemy position. Once locked on, he grabs the fore 
grip, pushes down on both the triggers and releases a barrage of 
lead. The gun chatters away as it bucks in Six's hand in a vain 
attempt to shoot like crazy, but the Spartan keeps his hold on the 
powerful weapon. 

He sweeps over the enemy forces, aiming at mid-height as he shreds 
the Grunt's head to pieces while disabling Jackals and Elites in he 
process. Within a minute of the first opening shots. Six is sure they 
have killed fifty, but there is still more of them left and they are 
starting to reorganize themselves. The Elites and Jackals takes cover 
while ordering the Grunts forward. With wild cries, the tiny aliens 
start to throw themselves at the humans positon; trying to rush 
forward and enter the building. 

The Chief and some of the Marines begin dropping grenades, blowing 
the Grunts to pieces, suddenly one of the Marines, the one with the 
SMG, his head snaps back and he lands on the floor. The hole in his 
head still sizzling as the plasma continues to eat away at his 
flesh . 

The remaining Marines stare at the body for a second before the Chief 
and Noble Six woke them up by starting to fire again. Six wish he 
could mow them all down, but he has to be cautious, he has no idea 
how much ammunition he has left and he needs to be careful not to 
overheat the gun and melt the barrel. 

The Grunts has reached the doors and Six could swear that he feels 
the whole building starting to shake as the aliens tries their best 
to break in. 

"Sir!" Six looks to the Marine in question as he frantically points 
past Six. The Spartan turns and looks for a while before he sees 
them. Sheltering in an alley way are the wounded Marines and their 
escort. The Master Sergeant Six had left behind is in front, watching 
the battle, no doubt trying to figure out a way to get to the 
building . 


Six ponders this for a moment before looking back to the Marine by 



his side and said, "Get the Chief." 

The Marine nods and went to get the other Spartan while Six reloads 
the machine gun. He inserts another can and feeds it another belt of 
ammunition; he makes sure the box is clamp into the gun good and 
tight. He grabs another can of ammunition and hooks it to his belt 
just in case. 

The Master Chief suddenly appears at Six's side as if he just 
materialized from thin air. 

"Sir," is all he says. 

"We need to give the wounded some breather so they can get to this 
positon, " Six informs him as he fires a burst at an Elite commander, 
blowing its head off, "our best bet is to get their attention and 
have their focus on us while the Marines get in here." 

The Chief doesn't protest, instead he reloads his SMGs and nods in 
confirmation to Six's reasoning. 

Hoping it won't be missed; Six grabs the top of the gun and tears it 
from its tripod with little effort. He hefts it up to hip level, 
pulls his hand close to the triggers while holding the gun by its 
top. He remembers Jorge and does his best to mimic the giant 
Spartan's stand. 

The two Spartans look at each other and without a word, they both 
place one foot on the railing and pushes themselves upwards and over 
the side. Six lands on the ground, creating a small crater in the 
process, and rolls until he comes up into a kneeling position as he 
whirls around and raises the gun. 

The Grunts barely turned when Six opens up on them. The machine gun 
is now like a savage animal as it spits out furious lead while 
rattling off the spent rounds. It takes all of Six's strength and 
concentration to keep he bullets steady and force them to stream 
forward in an attempt to slice the enemy to pieces. 

The small aliens screams are cut short and are drown out by the loud 
barks of the massive gun as it tears through the Grunts like scythe. 
Their packs will occasionally catch fire and explodes into a fiery 
inferno, engulfing those standing around the creature and causing 
their packs to explode as well in a deadly mass chain 
reaction . 

Scared out of their wits as Six sweeps the gun over the crowd, the 
Grunts starts a stampede as they retreat from the torrent of fire. 

Out of the corner of his eye. Six watches as an Elite closes in on 
him, plasma rifle pointing at him when twin bangs are sounded. The 
Elite's shields flare, dies and the alien drops as the bullets causes 
the head to explode. The Chief is standing on top of a nearby garbage 
truck, swerving in three-sixty motions as he protected Six from 
getting flanked from the right side. 

Once most of the aliens retreated. Six releases the triggers, 
allowing the machine gun a brief moment to cool off while white 
plumes of steam escapes from the barrel's end. 


Six takes this time to raise one hand and beckon the small squad of 



Marines forward. 


Acting fast, the Marines gather the wounded and hurry to the door. 
Some of the injured are limping, some leaning on comrades, one being 
carried on a stretcher and finally four pairs of Marines rushes 
forward, with each pair carrying bulging body bags. Six quickly 
counts them and estimates at least a dozen men and women are still 
able to fight, hopefully that'll be enough until they can get some 
support . 

Six rushes to the door and bangs on it once before returning his 
attention to the Covenant, but it look like the Master Chief has 
everything under control. The Spartan is hopping from vehicle to 
vehicle, throwing grenades, shooting his dual weapons or kicking the 
occasional Covie across the street. Deciding to help the load a bit. 
Six gets low into a near crouch position and resumes firing. 

As he fires down range, he hears the barricade being shifted and the 
feet of Marines rushing by, along with the occasional groan from one 
of the wounded. Six wonders if they'll make it, if any of them will 
be able to make it before- 

His thinking is cut off when a sniper needier round hits his face 
plate and skims across the protective glass. Slightly surprise and a 
bit angry, he curses under his breath before returning to the fight, 
berating himself for thinking so deeply while in the midst of the 
fight . 

He hears objects being shifted around once more and knows now that 
the barricade is being reconstructed, indicating that everybody has 
made it through. After another minute the chatter of the machine gun 
comes to a sudden halt. 

Not missing a beat. Six goes low and discharges the used box as he 
loads another, filled to the rim with two hundred slugs. As he locks 
and loads the box into place, he would feel his shields flare and 
falter every few minutes as plasma rounds tries to get through to 
him, but he ignores it. Finally he hoists the gun up again, but 
before he could fire, he hears the Sergeant Major. 

"Noble Six!" Johnson calls, "Above us!" 

Six takes a quick glance up just in time to see a Phantom sweeping in 
low and coming in hot. The Marines fire intensifies as the additional 
hands add their own firepower to the storm as they try to ward the 
Phantom off. Six adds his bullets to the fray before stopping 
himself. He's just wasting bullets; they won't be able to make a dent 
in the ship unless someone uses a heavy explosive weapon. 

Suddenly the Phantom stops directly in front of the plaza before its 
side doors open. Six watches as a small contingency of Elites jumps 
from the ship and lands onto the ground. 

His breath is caught when he sees that the Elites are Zealots. They 
are all wearing the red armor with their advance weaponry as they got 
into a battle formation. Six has them in his sights, but for a moment 
he can't move. 

They all look like Shress, the armor, the skills and the weaponry. 
However when one Zealot turns towards him and raises a Fuel Rod Gun 



in his direction, that's when he woke up. Shress would never do 
anything to hurt him and she is now imprisoned by the Covenant. By 
the Zealots before him. 

Six leaps to the left when the Elite fire the launcher, but with five 
more rods to go, the Zealot continues to fire in an attempt to catch 
the Spartan within its destructive radius. Six levels his gun and 
sends burst of fire at the Zealot, but with him moving at a constant 
motion most of the rounds he fired didn't make it to the intended 
target. Finally one of the green energy balls clips the Spartan's 
foot, causing him to stumble. 

His shields crackle before dying as he rolls back up, coming back 
into a stable stance. He tries to get a bead on his target, but his 
advisory is quicker. With his shields gone, all it will take to 
finish him off is a single shot from the Fuel Rod. 

He presses down on the trigger the same time as the Zealot, both eyes 
lock as they release their fury. Six sees the final and last burst of 
green energy being emitted from the gun's barrel when suddenly it is 
hit with a single high velocity round. The gun is pushed to the right 
and the round goes wide, missing the human target. Six's bullets 
however find their mark. He holds it steady as he releases one long 
burst while the gun chatters away at the Zealot's depleting shields. 
The Elite tries to make a run for cover but another velocity round 
struck its head, dazing it and destroying its shields. With it 
deactivated. Six gets a bead on the Elite's head and fires until the 
Zealot falls with its mask crumbled around a red mass of flesh. 

Six glances in the direction the round has originated from and sees 
the Sergeant Major as he crouches on the roof top of the building as 
he beads down on another target and fires his sniper 
rifle . 

Remembering there is still a fight going on. Six heads back into the 
battle . 

So far the small group of Zealots has already been disposed of by the 
Master Chief and the Marines, with their greater number, are now 
successfully holding back the Covenant regulars. Six sees a Zealot 
and opens up on it, determine to bring it down underneath a long 
continuous volley of lead when he pauses. 

He hears a sound coming from behind him. He glances over his 
shoulder, but only sees a small shop, no threats as far as he can 
tell. Then he hears the cracking, the crashing and shattering of 
objects being bashed to pieces, both furniture and glass. Six eyes 
the shop wearily when suddenly the front of the structure disappears 
as a huge green flame blossoms and engulfs the store. 

Six jumps back, his eyes watching the eerie green flames as two 
giants lumbers forward from the destruction. Six mutters an oath when 
he recognizes the hulking black armor of a Hunter, a pair at 
that . 

The Hunters are almost as troublesome as the Brutes. Big lumbering 
creatures that are protected by black armor, a massive shield, and 
even bigger Fuel Rod Gun that never ever seems to run out of 
ammunition. Yet what Six finds strange is that the Hunters aren't a 
single living being, they're a giant roaming colony of sophisticated 



worm like creatures; creatures who are smart enough to know how to 
hit and use a gun at that. If Six remembers correctly, the only way 
to kill a Hunter is to shoot the mass of orange that is exposed on 
its back or the neck. 

With that in mind. Six attempts to flank the hulking beasts, but they 
are already on to him. One of them releases a mighty growl before 
moving with astonishing speed. It takes a swipe at Six who is force 
to drop his gun and roll underneath the arm that is wielding the 
shield that has now become a blunt weapon. The Hunter misses; its arm 
smashes against a nearby car and sends it flying through the air as a 
testament of the monster's strength. 

Six shrugs off the rifle, turns and begins firing. The burps of the 
BR55 is loud and results with a form of squishing sound when the 
rounds impact the exposed flesh of the Hunter. 

He only pulled the trigger three times in quick unison when he hears 
the small high pitch whistle that he identifies as a plasma round 
being charged. The Spartan runs to the fountain and leaps right when 
he hears the loud blast. He lands within the dirty water and lies 
there as a solid beam of pure energy streaks overhead and causes an 
explosion to be heard that shakes the Earth. As he lies there, he 
reloads his rifle, not wanting to risk running out of munition while 
in the middle of the fight. 

He freezes when he hears the slow lumbering steps of a Hunter 
approaching, coming closer and closer to Six's position. He pulls 
back on the bolt and makes ready to explode out of his hiding place, 
determine to take the Hunter down even if it costs him his life. 

The Spartan feels himself shake along with the ground as the beast 
comes even closer almost as if a miniature earthquake is in the work. 
He tenses when he estimates the Hunter to be directly over him when 
suddenly it releases something that sounds like a gurgle and Six 
hears the unmistakable sound of bullets smacking into flesh. He 
identifies the charge and the footsteps retreating from Six's 
position as it no doubt is turning its attention to whoever it is 
that is taking shots at it. 

Deciding to take advantage of this, the Spartan jumps out of the 
water. He lands behind the Hunter in question and Six tries not to be 
startle, but the thing is huge. And it's a mere foot away from him. 
Its back is turn as it fires at something that Six couldn't see, but 
he doesn't pay it much mind. Grabbing two grenades, he arms them and 
plunges them into the Hunter's back. He can't feel it, but the very 
sound of his hands diving into the flesh is disturbing, it became 
even worse when he feels something wriggling between his hands. 

The Hunter roars and turns in a sharp circle, arm raised as it does 
so. Six ducks beneath the cannon arm, but barley dodges the shield as 
it came crashing down and struck the ground where Six was standing a 
moment ago. If Six had not moved he could have been cleaved in 
two . 

Six puts a foot on the shield and launches himself into the air. He 
flips over the Hunter's head, lands behind it and sprints away. He 
hears the whine of the cannon as it charges, but it suddenly goes 
silent when an explosion is heard in its place. 



Six screeches to a halt and looks behind him and sees the Hunter 
lying in the dirt; it's body broken in half from the explosion; with 
the orange flesh now nothing more than scorched meat. 

Six returns his attention in front him and views what is happening. 
The Master Chief is practically dancing around the last Hunter as he 
fires spontaneously at it at every chance he gets and the Hunter is 
growing more and more impatient. Seeing an opening. Six levels his 
rifle and fires a burst and scoring a hit on the back of the alien's 
neck . 

It howls in what Six assumes is pain as it looks at the offending 
Spartan. It then charges forward at full speed, but Master Chief 
positions himself behind it and fires his dual weapons at its back. 
The Hunter turns and raises its shield to protect itself from the 
Chief while raising its cannon at Six. Six curses again before 
running behind the cover of a nearby vehicle. The Hunter releases a 
stream of plasma unto Six, causing the truck to slowly heat and catch 
fire but does not explode. When the plasma dies down, the Spartan 
rushes from his cover and charges the Hunter. 

Upon seeing this, the Chief rushes forward as well, confusing and 
disorienting the Hunter as it tries to keep an eye on the two 
approaching threats. It fires at Six once more, but he dodges it, 
running from the deadly arch while the Chief leaps onto the Hunter's 
shield, squats a bit before taking a frag grenade and plunge it into 
the Hunter's neck. The alien cries out in fury, but the Chief 
summersaults backwards and lands on the pavement right when the 
grenade detonates. There is a violent flash followed by a muffle boom 
as the creature's neck expands before it bursts into bright confetti. 
The Hunter continues standing for another moment before its head 
slowly falls from its shoulder and lands with a loud splat. It isn't 
long before the body follows suit. 

Six breathes in deeply as he stands, rifle in hand and ready when he 
realizes that the fight is already over. Even the Marine's guns are 
silent; they repelled the Covenant assault. 

Now there is silence that seems just as unnatural as the blood 
chilling war cries of the alien troops. All that is left of them are 
piles of bodies, scorched pavement, boiling concreate and the deep 
smell of rot that seems particularly strong around the corpse of the 
two fallen Hunters. 

Slowly, Six makes his way to the Marine held building, with the Chief 
following close behind. It isn't long before they both match each 
other's gait and Six looks at the II and says, "Nice job Chief." 

The Spartan nods as well, "You perform skillfully as well 
Lieutenant . " 

Six chuckles at this before they come to a halt before the door. The 
barricade shifts around a bit before the way in is clear and the two 
Spartans walk in. 

The Casualty Collection Point is more organized than the Pelican 
crash site, but there are still pain and suffering as the injured 
Marines lie on rugs and carpets as improvise cots while the one and 
only Corpsman works overtime as she tries to stabilize as many 
Marines as she could. Six notes that there are now two additional 



bodies enclosed in a body bag. 

Sergeant Johnson chooses that time to walk forward and nods at the 
two Spartans. 

"Another bloody mess done well Chief, " he comments before looking to 
Six, "you too Six, might not be as destructive as the Chief's but 
just as deadly . " 

Six doesn't know why, but he feels honored by the Major's words. Not 
since Noble Team and his limited times with Shress has he felt like 
he belong to anything other than being a Lone Wolf, this small mark 
of acceptance though was well welcomed. 

Before he could reply though, Cortana's voice speaks through his 
speakers, "It's not over yet boys." 

The Chief raises a finger to his comms device and asks, "What is it 
Cortana? " 

"That Scarab that we saw while coming in is causing trouble, " Cortana 
reports, "it's heading to the bridge and towards greater New Mombasa 
where's the _In Amber Clad_ is station. Commander Keyes wants you to 
take it out." 

"Copy that Cortana, " The Chief says before looking back at Six, "we 
need to move Lieutenant . " 

Six smirks and looks at the Chief before questioning, "Are you asking 
for my help Master Chief?" 

"No, " the Chief says, "but chances for success is more likely if we 
both work together." 

Six shakes his head lightly before saying, "Got it Chief, " he then 
looks to the Sergeant Major, "help evac the wounded Sergeant and, if 
you can, hook up with us later." 

Six can see the disappointment in the Sergeant's eyes at being left 
behind on what is sure to be another suicidal mission, but he nods 
and says, "Alright, don't have too much fun without me LT . " 

Six smiles through his faceplate, "wouldn't dream of it," without 
another word, the two Spartans turn and sprints away, heading down 
the road as they follow the map in their HUDs that will take them to 
the Scarab. 

As they run through the city, the Covenant Assault Carrier hangs 
above them, almost as if it's taunting them forward; challenging them 
to a fight. 

**One Small quick note: I posted a poll on my profile concerning my 
stories; please vote on how you would like these stories to be 
written. ** 

**Thank you for reading and I hope you enjoyed. ** 


25. Worth It-Part 2 



**Quick AN: If any of you read or are currently reading any stories 
by an author named "Sabere Commander," I'm just passing a message 
from him/her that he/she is facing technical difficulties with 
his/her computer so it may take some time for him/her to update 
his/her stories. If you know someone who likes Sabere Commander's 
work, please pass this message along so people won't think he/she 
gave up, thank you. ** 

**Worth It-Part 2** 

* *Six POV** 

The trio of Grunts scream as they run as fast as their little legs 
allows them to. The underground road they are on slope upwards, 
forcing them to scramble over one another in a mad dash to exit the 
tunnel. They could see the bright blue skies and sunlight streaming 
through the opening, causing them to run even faster, but their hopes 
of survival disappears when their pursuers finally caught up to 
them . 

With a mighty roar, a Warthog comes raging out of the tunnel with the 
force of a tsunami's gale. The Grunt in the rear offers one last 
squeak before it is ran over. The one in front tries to jump out of 
the way, but the front bumper hits it side and sends it flying to the 
wall. The remaining alien creature jumps to the right just as the 
human vehicle passes it. The Grunt releases a sigh when it hears a 
loud boom, turns but is decapitated by a round from the Warthog 's 
heavy machine gun. 

The vehicle rolls out of the dark interior of the ruin tunnel before 
coming to a stop on the bridge. It spans across a small stretch of 
open water, connecting one side of New Mombasa to the other, where 
the Covenant Assault Carrier still floats in waiting. It's an 
expansion bridge with heavy cables sprouting upwards from the bridge, 
connecting to the towers that would appear every so often before 
dropping back down and going back up again as it travels up the 
second; like a sea creature dipping in and out of the blue 
ocean . 

The warthog rumbles forward another inch before the plasma melted 
tires finally gives out and the body of the vehicle crashes to the 
floor. The green paint of the Warthog has been chipped off from all 
the hard hits and shots it had absorbed as it traveled through a 
warzone. The windshield has spider web like cracks growing from all 
angles with a massive hole in the center where the driver's head is 
looking out of. There is smoking spewing from beneath the hood and 
the back bumper is barely hanging on to the vehicle's frame. Even the 
machine gun on the back has been dented and slightly melted by the 
intense fire and action of battle; it's a miracle that the thing had 
even made it this far. 

Noble Six slides out of the driver's seat and walks to the front of 
the truck, barley acknowledging the fallen Grunts blood that has 
splattered across the Warthog 's front. The Spartan pops the hood and 
as soon as it opens, a small explosion erupts and smoke pours out 
like a black geyser, but Six doesn't even flinch from what he 
sees . 

He looks up at the Master Chief who is behind the turret and says, 
"I'm no mechanic, but I'm pretty sure this thing is done." 



The Chief gives only a shrug, hops off the back and pulls out his 
twin SMGs, which had apparently became his new favorite 
weapons . 

"We'll hump it from here," the Chief says, "we're not that far away 
from the Carrier." 

Six looks over his shoulder and at the massive craft in 
question . 

"Ten, fifteen miles at best," Six calculates. 

"We'll get there in ten minutes if we sprint it," The Master Chief 
says like it's a fact before leading the way forward. Six takes one 
last look at the busted Warthog before pulling out his own Battle 
rifle and follows the second generation Spartan. 

They walk in silence as they cover the first mile of the bridge 
though in truth Six wanted to talk, but really has no idea what to 
say. He can't even imagine himself telling Chief how worried he is 
about Shress, he'll either remain silent or they'll get into a debate 
about where the Sangheili's allegiance lies. Beside, as they pass car 
after car of dead passengers hanging out, some burned, some eaten. 

Six has a feeling now isn't the time for social talk. 

However, Cortana voice suddenly fills Six's ears, "I've just been 
listening in on some communication relays among the Covenant and 
found out why they ' rea€ | overcautious . " 

"Which would bea€ | " Six leaves his statement open as an invitation 
for Cortana to finish. 

"The Covenant is surprise to find us here, not the Chief, me, or even 
you Lieutenant, but everyone, humanity" here Cortana 's voice seems to 
zone out a bit before finishing, "I don't think the Covenant realized 
it, but now they know; Earth is humanity's home world." 

This does makes Six's head wheel a bit. For about twenty seven years 
now, the Covenant has made it their goal to find and destroy the 
place where the human race had originated from. Yet it's surprising 
to Six simply because the Covenant doesn't seem to know all that much 
about their opponent, let alone what planet they are from. Then 
again. Six doesn't know where the Covenant originated from, only that 
they are gathered in a mass fleet that ONI had dubbed "High Charity." 
That's about as much as the Spartan knows about his opponent, and if 
the Covenant really didn't make much of a attempt to study the human 
race as thoroughly, then tracing back their roots must be harder than 
they thought . 

"Well at least we have surprise on our hands, " Six finally 
comments . 

"For now, " Cortana replies, "if that Prophet gets off Earth and 
informs the Covenant of Earth's location, then-" 

"Then it's all over," Chief says in a granite like voice. 


Six gives the Chief a look. He knows the II isn't much of a 
motivational speaker, but surely he can be more hopeful than that. 



Six surely thought it was all over for him back on Reach, but Shress 
saved him, proving that even the tiniest and unexpected things can 
make such a difference in the long run. 

"No offense Chief, but even if the Covenant does know our location, 
than I for one is more than willing to-" 

The Chief holds up a fist and Six ceases his talk. The Master Chief 
lowers himself to a crouch and slowly approach a smoking vehicle and 
peeks through the window. Six crouches as well, with his rifle held 
at the ready as he watches the Chief's back. The Spartan II stands up 
and says, "Friendlies, " with that he walks behind the vehicle and 
doesn't even check if Six is following. 

The III hurries after his comrade and as he turns around the corner 
of the car. Sure enough, resting in a destroyed heap is what's left 
of a heavily decimated Marine task force. Blacken bodies, some whole 
some in pieces, spewed across the bridge, Warthogs burning, equipment 
in shatters and the smell of flesh being slowly cooked by plasma. 

A Marine, a Corporal, is panting as he leans against a massive cable 
that had snapped earlier and is lying on the road. He jerks up when 
he sees the Spartans and give a slight groan. Six quickly looks him 
over before concluding that there is nothing wrong with him before 
moving past the Marine, who is no doubt experiencing shell 
shock . 

The only other Marine is a woman with a Sergeant symbol painted on 
her armor as she looks down the length of the bridge with the scope 
of her rifle. She glances at the now arriving super soldiers, 

revealing her blood and dirt stained face before turning back as if 

she isn't the least bit surprise to see the Spartans. 

"It just blew right through us," she reports as she continues to gaze 

down range, "fifty cal, rocket sa€ | didn ' t do a thing." 

Six follows her eyes and magnifies the viewport in his HUD. Just 
disappearing over the high pitch ridge of the bridge. Six could see 
the bulky top portion of a Scarab. He self consciously shivers, he 
remembers what it took to bring down the last Scarab he faced; the 
life of his commander. The massive death machine slowly moves forward 
as it heads into the city, if it isn't stopped now, there is no 
telling how many lives will be lost, both civilian and military 
wise . 

A roar of an approaching engine captures their attention and they all 
look to the left as a green Pelican comes zooming in. It slows until 
it comes to a stop directly over the small group, displaying what its 
carrying in the back; a Scorpion tank, a soldier's best friend when 
on the ground. The thing could barely fit in the carriers rear, the 
turret is twisted all the way to the back so it could be wedge 
in . 

The Pelican descends before gently releasing its load when it is just 
a few feet off the ground. The tank lands with a heavy thump that 
shakes the ground before it all settles. 

A figure jumps from the rear of the ship, lands on the Scorpion, 
before hoping down again, landing on the bridge. Six doesn't know 
why, but he isn't surprise when he sees that the person is Sergeant 



Johnson. It never fails, almost like its magic, the man always 
appears whenever support is needed and there are Covies to 
fight . 

The sergeant Major takes one look around before looking back to the 
female Marine and asks, "Where's the rest of your platoon?" 

"Wasted Sarge, " the Marine merely says in a stoic tone. 

The other surviving Marine hurries forward while saying, "and we will 
be too Sarge, if we don't get out of here!" 

He makes a move to turn and run back across the bridge when Johnson 
grabs him by the shoulder and asks, "You hit Marine?" 

The man appears confused at first before stuttering, "N-no 
Sarge . " 

Johnson slowly nods at this before shouting, "Then Listen up!" 
causing the man to jump back lightly, "You had your chance to give up 
and quit, but you chose to stay, and stay you will, you will not 
disappear when we are facing humanity's darkest hour." He then gets 
into the Marine's face and practically spits out, "Our beloved corps, 
cannot be defeated!" 

The female Marine however walks forward and ask in the same low 
voice, "What about that Scarab?" 

Johnson graces her with a quick look before reaching into his pocket 
and pulls out a cigar which he sticks into his mouth, "we've all seen 
the schematics, " he mumbles as he looks towards the war machine in 
question, "they're tough," he admits, "but not indestructible." He 
walks back to the Pelican and starts climbing in, "stick with the 
Spartans," he orders, "they know what to do." 

"Thanks for the tank," Cortana's disembodied voice said before adding 
like an afterthought, "He never gets me anything." 

Johnson positions himself behind the Pelican's rear machine gun and 
loads a round before looking back with a grin. 

"Oh I know what the ladies like, " with that, the aircraft rises into 
the air and takes off after the advancing Scarab. 

A moment of silence follows before the Chief says, "That was 
inappropriate . " 

"Oh come on Chief, " Cortana replies, "every girl needs a compliment 
every now and then." 

"Still seems a bit odd to me as well," Six puts. 

Suddenly Cortana switches to a private channel and counters with, 
"says the genetically enhance human who's favorite past time is to 
kiss a girl whose not from his own world." 

Six is glad he is wearing a helmet, he is pretty sure everyone would 
have been staring at how bright red his skin probably 
turned . 



Clearly not hearing the AI ' s words, the Master Chief steps forward 
and says, "Load up Marines, we've got some business to attend to." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The Jiralhanaes twist and yank at Stress' s arms, causing her to 
stumble and trip as she is lead through the halls of the Covenant 
shuttle . <p> 

Every so often they would pass by another creature as they travel. 

The Kig-Yars hisses at her in amusement while the Unggoyies openly 
laugh and taunt her in their insignificant and high pitched tones. 
However, the worse of these small assaults are Shress's fellow 
Sangheili . 

To the Sangheili, honor and pride is everything, to throw it away 
willingly is seen as no more than an abomination, the worst sort 
possible. Raised from birth to be nothing less than a warrior is a 
life style that her people have lived in for centuries. The pride of 
spilling the enemy's blood is mixed with the honor one wins from the 
hierarches and the glory is near irreplaceable. This is how they 
live, from beginning to end, they will always be warriors. Those who 
does not wish for this life style is shunned, exiled, or executed on 
the spot . 

Shress has already gone through self exile, she has already been 
shunned simply for being born a female; in her eyes there is only one 
thing left that can be done to her. She will be killed and there is 
no doubt in her mind that is where she is being taken, to face the 
Prophet Regret as he watches her be decapitated. 

The life style of a Sangheili is filled with hardship and unrelenting 
training, leaving no room for mercy or softness for those too weak to 
follow. Shress has hardly ever shed a tear, only once when she 
learned of her body's fault and when she thought she killed Michael 
back on Reach. She works hard to keep her eyes clear, to not show 
weakness, but how can she not? She is not afraid of death, she has 
been preparing for it for most of her young life, no what makes her 
hearts ache is one thing; she'll never see Michael again. 

To never be with the man she is sure she was meant to be with. The 
one and only male to have accept her fully, to not turn away when she 
feels she is at her weakest and who actually enjoys being with her, 
and she in turn enjoys being with him. She has reason and thought on 
these facts for hours on end until she convinced herself of one thing 
concerning the Spartan. She loves him; she loves the human and is now 
going to go to the grave for that small resolution in her life. 

Her blood runs cold when they stop before the closed doors that will 
lead to the hierarch chamber, where he lives, sleep, and holds 
council with the Shipmaster and various other important individuals. 
The markings on the entrance is laced with various symbols and 
pictograms, all displaying the same words; _faith_, _commitment_, 
_willing_, and _gods_. 

All these words mean nothing to her now; perhaps there is a God, like 
the one Lin is devoted to, one she has never heard of before. A God 
who loves all of his creations and does not ask for any tributes 
beside to acknowledge and accept him as a father, and to follow the 
way of his son who taught them not to kill, steal or lie. Basic 



things that Shress thought everyone would already know, but one story 
intrigued her, a story called, "The Good Samaritan." 

It was unlike anything she had ever heard of before. According to 
Lin, a man was robbed, beaten and left for dead alongside the road he 
was traveling on. A Priest had come along, but did not help the man. 

A follower of the same religion came along, but did not help either. 
What shock Shress the most is that the man who finally came and help 
was another male, but what surprised her was that Lin said the man 
was from a rival nation. Yet despite being enemies, the man had 
helped the beaten one to his feet, cared for his wounds, and left him 
in the care of another, paying for his recovery as well without 
accepting any gifts or form of thanks from the beaten person. 

How could it be that the person's worse enemy be the one to help him? 
And without getting anything in return for his service? Lin had told 
her that the story was used to help people to know who their 
neighbors are so that you can learn to love them. 

Love. That word is used often when Lin describes his belief. How 
loving one's family, neighbor, God and even enemy, is considered 
righteous . 

These descriptions alone are completely different compared to what 
she was taught about her gods, who she had to pray to often, 
sacrifice food to and follow their commands. She never stopped to 
question the Prophets before, none of her kind has, not even now when 
the Prophets decree human as being unclean. When had they become so 
corrupt? And worse of all, were there ever gods to begin with, or 
were they merely fantasized to secure the Sangheili's allegiance? 
Either way, she would much rather prefer facing the human's God then 
her own any day. 

Her deep thinking is interrupted when the doors slowly open and 
Shress breaths in the last breath of air she thought she would have. 
Finally the portal swirls out of the way and she is able to see what 
lies beyond. 

Within is a large chamber with a large podium in the back of the 
room, three doors leading to other locations of the Prophets quarters 
and various pieces of art adores the living space. It is covered with 
flashing symbols, flowing plasma power and a line of honor guards who 
stands alongside the wall. The interior is dark but is brighten by 
the bright glow of energy that is pulsing from the hierarches ' mobile 
seat. Yet what catches Shress ' s attention the most are the people at 
the podium. 

There sits her worse fear. The Prophet of Regret, but he is not 
alone. He is standing off to the side while two other holographic 
beings take the center stage. Hovering off to the right in a fading 
before brightening light is the Prophet of Mercy, the oldest of the 
three hierarches. And there in the center is none other than the 
Prophet of Truth, the leader of the Prophets and thus, the leader of 
the Covenant as a whole. 

He looks every unit of a leader as they came. Sitting tall despite 
being confined in a chair, dressed in elegant robes and with a crown 
placed carefully upon his head that stands up a good foot, making him 
appear taller. His advance age is obvious and the use of a gravity 
throne further shows how weak his body is with age. But she knows he 



is still dangerous, very much so. His eyes are cold, calculating and 
holds a form of energy that isn't at all comforting. His presence is 
only made possible through a technological illusion, for all she 
knows he could be halfway across the galaxy, but Shress feels as if 
he could still kill her if he wants, she knows despite his 
containment and age, that he is still very much capable of having her 
killed . 

The Jirahalne shoves her forward, causing her to stumble a bit. The 
beasts were about to follow when the Prophet holds up a hand and 
speaks . 

"That is enough." 

Shress shivers upon hearing those very words. It was ripe with age 
and holds a deep tone of power that demanded the highest form of 
respect, one that wasn't often denied. She has heard that voice 
often, heard it when the Prophet use it to speak of the Forerunners 
will and what it is that expected from their servants, a voice that 
many hope to please. A voice that no one dared to disobeyed. 

The two Jirahalnes bow their heads, but Shress could see the malice 
in their eyes before they turn and walks back out, the door closing 
behind them. 

Shress returns her attention to the three floating beings in front of 
her, wondering what is to come next. They give no further 
instructions, for all three of them stares at the female, each with 
different emotions in their eyes. Regret eyes burn with absolute 
hatred and anger. The Prophet Mercy though looks more curious and 
considerate. Truth however is what causes her to worry, he doesn't 
look angry, or curious, she has no idea how to describe it, but it 
appears that he is simplya€ | interested . That's more than enough to 
cause Shress to shiver. 

"Step forward child," the Prophet of Truth finally commands. 

She hesitates for a heartbeat, which was long enough for one of the 
honor guards to step forward and growls at her as he brandishes his 
staff at her. Obediently, the former Zealot stands and walks forward 
cautiously, keeping her gaze on the hierarches, but all the while she 
looks out of the corner of her eyes, looking for some form of escape, 
but there is none. She is surrounded by the Sangheili honor guards, 
the best warriors of her world, an entire room full of them. She 
won't even make it to the door if she tries to flee. 

With no other choice, she steels her resolve, vowing not to give up 
Michael, no matter the cost before the Prophet holds up his 
hand . 

"Stop," he commands. 

Shress stops, at least a few paces away from the Prophets. 

Truth's eyes studies her for a while longer, making Shress want to 
curl in on herself and hide from his gaze. She never would even dare 
to think such thoughts, but this is the leader who she is supposed to 
obey and fear; a great honor to followers of the faith, but also a 
great inconvenience for those who rebel, like her. 



Throughout the time of the Covenant, there has always been uprising, 
either from the Jirahalnes, Unggoy, Kig-Yar or even from the 
Sangheili themselves. There has always been those who does not wish 
to follow the Great Journey, and the Prophets have used them as 
examples. She knows this for as a Zealot it was her mission to find 
and dispose of such heretics, she knows of all the tortures, all the 
hunger, thirst and pain that traitors are forced to endure before 
they are mercifully killed, she has no idea how many people she had 
look in the eye before carrying out such horrors herself. Now she is 
on the receiving end of one such slow and agonizing death, but she 
swears silently to herself that she will not gives these, these, 
monsters, the satisfaction of seeing her howl for mercy, even if it's 
the last thing she do. Which it just might be. 

"Why . " 

The soft voice shocks her into attention. The hierarch isn't 
shouting, showing no emotions in body or tone, but the silent voice 
that he used is even more frightening than Shress would have dared to 
believe . 

When she remains silent, the Prophet of Regret speaks up. 

"This form of heresy is as bad as they come, " he finally decrees, 

"she has betrayed her brothers, her oaths, me, and the very 
Forerunners as helped the humans and even the accursed demons, 
assisting them in finding the holy ring and thus, its very 
destruction . " 

Shress would have tried to object, but she is appalled by what the 
prophet had just said. A holy ring? But there are none. The 
Forerunners aren't gods, so everything, the religion, the laws, the 
hierarches, they are nothing but frauds. Yet there is a ring? Is it 
possible that they are lying? 

But that thought is soon dismissed when she hears the hisses and the 
vile oaths being uttered by her brethren as they stare at her with 
complete and total hatred, looks that feels like sharp blades are 
being pressed into her skin. She is unable to resist the tremor as it 
rocks her body, they are not lying, and there is a holy ring. Or was. 
Does this mean the Great Journey does exist? Was her decisions 
justified? 

"Peace brother, " this came from the Prophet of Mercy, who speaks in a 
soft but firm voice, "there is much that can be accomplish in this 
manner, " he gestures to Shress, "she is but a youngling, manipulated 
by the ways of the humans, but she can still be saved, " here he looks 
upon Shress though the artificial light, "her soul can still be 
saved . " 

_Her soul_? She questions quietly to herself. Her soul is complete 
and whole, unlike the hands of the prophets, whose hands she believes 
to be dripping with the blood of the innocent. 

However before she could say this. Truth speaks up, "tell my child, 
what lies has the demons place in your head, " his voice is 
surprisingly full of concern and care, one that she didn't believe to 
exist . 


She tries her best not to show any reactions, she hardens her resolve 



and makes her face as plain as can be. 

"He told me the truth, murder, " she spits out the last word with as 
much force as she can. 

All around her she hears gasps at what she has just declared, while 
Regret grinds his teeth and Mercy looks down right insulted. However 
it is Truth who surprises her once more, he does not look enraged or 
shocked; instead he looks sadden, as if her words have cut him down 
to his very core. 

"Is this so?" he continues in the same calm voice, "and what is it 
that sparks such conviction from you?" 

Shress steels herself before she snarls, "I've seen what you do to 
the humans, you claim that they are evil, unclean, destructive, " here 
she looks around the room at the Sangheili bodyguards, "but my 
experience with the humans shows me that we have many things in 
common, there is really no true difference between our races and any 
other species of the Covenant, there is nothing evil about them at 
all." 

However Truth holds a bony finger up as he points at Shress, "those 
scars on your face tell a different story child." 

Shress turns away from them, not looking into their eyes before 
saying, "thisa€|this is just a mistake, the work of some humans, not 
all." 

"How do you know child, " Truth asks thoughtfully, "how you know you 
aren't being tricked, that the humans aren't making you see what they 
want you to see?" 

"Because they don't stage their own deaths," Shress growls, "unlike 
how you command me and the other troops who are ordered to obey your 
will." 

"True, " the word is enough to shock Shress beyond belief but the 
prophet adds, "but then again, we have something worth dying for, 
unlike the humans." 

"And" Mercy puts in, "we, and your brothers, " he gestures at the 
honor guards, "have seen the great Forerunners remnants ourselves, we 
have seen the one and only living proof that they do exista€|that is 
until the humans destroyed it." As if on cue, the Sangheili males 
growl their distaste. 

"The humans do this to defend themselves, " Shress responds, "we 
haven't even extended a hand of friendship towards them as we have 
done to the other species of the Covenant, we just attacked them, 
causing our own plights and destruction ourselves." 

"You are insolate, " Regret hisses out, "there humans have bewitched 
your mind, they have no doubt imprison, tortured and humiliated you, 
yet you remain faithful to them, if this is not a barbaric display 
than I don't know what else is." 

Before Shress could say anything. Truth speaks out; "tell us about 
this demon, " he says in a smooth voice, "what charm has he placed you 
under?" 



"None," answers Shress. 

"A Zealot being turned into a heretic has never been heard of 
before, " injects Mercy, "if not magic, than what has he done to you 
to change your allegiance?" 

"He has proven his cause is just, " she responds, but in her mind she 
thought of all the times they have shared their lives, relaxed and 
embrace one another whenever they are allowed this by society. He has 
done so much more than to merely charm her, but she couldn't help but 
feel a shred of doubt within her. 

The rings are real, so what does this mean? She then feels anger, 
shame and guilt wash over her, Michael has loved and cared for her 
deeply, is this any way of showing her thanks to him? By truly 
doubting everything that he had shown her? 

A darker thought enters her mind. What if he told her all these 
things just so he could secure her allegiance? She shakes her head, 
she refuse to believe that. She knows he loves her, even if he never 
said it before, she knew he is not that kind of person to lie, cheat 
and steal, no one can be so cruela€ | can they? 

"Your silence reveals your doubt, " Truth says, "rejoin us sister, 
tell us everything and we shall help with your redemption, we will 
help relieve you of your mind's burden and remove the curse of the 
demon forever." He then looks in her in the eye, "we will speak to 
your elders and you will be allowed to go back to your home." 

Shress stiffens at the words and Truth nods in confirmation, "we can 
grant you absolution, you can return home, we will give you a seat 
among your senate, create a Keep solely for you, help carve your name 
into the archives and help you find the mate you so rightfully 
deserve . " 

Shress is already stunned beyond belief, but this is when Truth makes 
one last offer. 

"We have advanced well and into the science of the body, " he says 
plainly, "and with the Forerunner artifacts we have discovered, we 
can change and heal your body." 

_Does this meana€ | does he know_a€ | ? 

Shress ' s mind has become a whirlwind as she tries to detect whether 
or not Truth is lying or not. 

"Yes Shress La 'Vdamee," he says, "we can fix you, make your body 
whole, rid you of the curse that has plagued you since your birth, " 
he looks into her eyes, "we can help you and ensure that the Vdamee 
line will continue to prosper for years to come." 

Thisa€|this is all too good to be true. It's everything that only a 
hero could hope to achieve, something that she had hoped, prayed and 
begged to happen. To be accepted, but to be a part of the senate, to 
have her own keep, to be rid of her imperfection and not have to fear 
of never having a familya€ | everything sounds so perfect. 

She actually feels the words on her mouth. She knows what she wants 



to say, what she always wanted to say since she had left the 
Covenant. She was always an outcast, but now she could rejoin and 
receive far more honor and glory than she could ever dream of. She 
could rid herself of her fears, her anxiety and the doubt that has 
been hounding her since the start. She could see her father, her 
mother, look into their eyes with pride and be proud, to become the 
first female champion for her people. She could have it all, 
everything she ever wanted. 

And yeta€|What did she want? She wanted to be accepted. She wanted to 
be a warrior. She wanted to make her parents proud. And most of all, 
she wants someone to love her, not just as a woman with a beautiful 
body or as a child bearer, but as someone who they can trust, someone 
who they wants, and maybe even needs to be with, from the day they 
meet to the day they both become elders. That's what she wants. 

And it was Michael who provided it, not because someone orders him to 
do it, but because he wanted to. He did it all, he gave her all; he 
is the one who could and did provide it, not the all so powerful 
hierarches of the galaxy, but this simple human, this Spartan, who 
believed he is only meant for war and only war. The man who became 
her first real friend who became her suitor and who is willing to 
sacrifice everything for her. 

He accepted her. He sees her as a warrior. Her parents never approved 
of her actions, her father is too blinded by disgust and her mother 
is full of worry and shame, neither of them will acknowledge her 
accomplishments, but he did, almost as if he held her in awe. And he 
gave her something she always craved yet never felt before; love. Her 
father's position denied her this and her mother only revealed the 
tip of the emotion, but never fully embraced it for her daughter's 
sake. The males confuse love with mating and have long since 
forgotten the full power of what the word means. To love is something 
that is always accepted, something that can never be taken away, 
never be destroyed and never asks for anything in return. Its kind, 
patient, it isn't boastful, or proud, but truthful, protecting, 
always preserving, always hope. To be loveda€ | Michael gave her first 
hand experience by always trying his best in being there for her and 
looking out for her, a virtue that is practically foreign to her, he 
may not feel it but she does. She is willing to give away everything, 
even a chance of finding the basic kind of acceptance, for her 
suitor . 

For Michaela€ | 

"No . " 

The word appears to echo around the room for ages, causing everyone, 
guard and prophets, to stare at her as if they could not believe it. 
She was just presented everything the people of her kind have always 
wanted, how could she deny it? 

"No?" Truth asks to be sure. 

"No," confirms Shress, "I've made my choice, and it is to be with the 
humans . " 

She jumps as the hierarches' slams his fist on the arms of his chair. 
The frail and friendly air he had created is gone, now replace with a 
look of pure madness. His eyes are bulging, his breathing labored and 



his body seems to expand and strengthen, revealing a strength that 
Shress was so sure never existed before. She is speaking to a 
projection of a feeble and kind hearted elder who wishes to help her, 
heal her. Now sitting in front of her is a powerful being who seems 
to swell twice his size as he looks ready to release a near 
impossibly torrent of unbelievable strength and power; this is the 
leader of the Covenant. 

"Your mind is too far gone, " he snarls, "you are nothing more than an 
abomination and embarrassment of your species, of the Covenant, and 
of your gods." 

He straights up and shouts, "guards!" 

The Jirahalne pair comes thundering in with the full power of a storm 
as they come to a halt behind Shress and makes to grab her arms. She 
shrinks away from them and gnashes her jaws, causing them to step 
back in what she takes as fear. 

"Take this filth back to its cage, " Truth commands, "give her minimum 
amount of food and water; give us time to ponder the perfect way to 
rid ourselves of such a mockery of a warrior." 

Shress hisses as she turns and strode past the guards, no longer 
willing or caring for her pride, only that she made her stance known 
and hope that Michael may hear of it somehow and knows that she is as 
dedicated to him as he is to her. 

Her heart aches to know that they will no longer be together again, 
the low voices of the hierarchs behind her makes that point. She is 
no longer of use to them now, she just has to accept it; they are 
going to kill her and all she can hope for is that Michael will 
remember her. 

She sighs as they pass through the threshold and the door closes 
behind her and the two guards behind her. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Move it Chief!" Six shouts. <p> 

"Calm down Lieutenant," is the Spartan's reply over the 
Comms . 

_That ' s easy for him to say_. Six thinks to himself, _he ' s not here 
in the open_. 

A sudden burst of plasma fire hits the side of the Scorpion tank and 
walks it way up before ceasing, but not before a bolt of energy 
strikes the side of Six's head. 

Six responds by swinging the turret around and sights on the 
offender. A team of Sangheilis are floating on a Specter attack 
vehicle closing in on their flank. The Spartan behind the machine gun 
presses down on the triggers and sprays the aliens with white hot 
lead. The hover craft veers left in an attempt to escape the field of 
fire, but that's when the Master Chief swings the tank's main cannon 
on them. Six hears the alien cries of alarm as they try to speed away 
down the street, but the Chief already has eyes on them and fires. 

Six watches and a moment later, there is a loud thud as the Specter 



disappears from view behind a fountain of fire and blood. The twisted 
husk of the Specter comes flying out of the flames, but now it's 
empty of occupants. 

Six looks up and down the street for any more hostiles, but finds it 
empty. Downtown New Mombasa is full of skyscrapers that stands 
hundreds of feet into the air, resting somewhere within is the 
Frigate _In Amber Clad_, with the Covenant Assault Carrier waiting 
outside the city, ready to destroy the human ship if it reveals 
itself. Commander Keyes however has maneuvered her ship well, the 
only indication that there is any UNSC presence within the city are 
the roaming Marine patrols as they try to secure the area, but the 
metropolis is now teeming with Covenant hunter killer squads. 

Using the tank Sergeant Johnson has acquired for them, the Spartans 
and the two Marines from the bridge are now en route to Sierra Hotel, 
command of the human ground forces where they are still making a 
counter offensive plan to use against the Covenant. 

The tank rumbles as it climbs over abandon cars, debris and bodies of 
dead aliens as they press onwards. The streets are empty, either the 
civilians are cowering inside the buildings or they were killed by 
the Covenant. Either way, they didn't stop. Sierra Hotel is in the 
center of the city and the defenders are now converging on it as they 
evade the enemy. 

Every so often one of the Marines would gag and Six would wonder what 
they are inhaling since his helmet filters out the air. The Spartan 
III is position in the gun turret to the right of the tank's primary 
hatch while the Marines are seated on either side, riding on the 
treads of the war machine. They have been traveling for almost an 
hour but Six can tell the anxiety is starting to crack down on them. 
The guy is clearly shaking with nerves, jumping every few seconds as 
he searches for any targets. The other Marine has a bit more steel 
than her companion, but he can see her eyes as they scan and jump at 
every shadow that appears out of the corner of her eyes. Six just 
hopes they can keep it together until they make it to- 

"Hey boys," Cortana's voice speaks through the channel, "Whiskey 
Hotel is a few meters away, but you might want to hurry, they are 
reporting that the Covenant is attacking in full force." 

"Inform them we are on our way," The Master Chief's voice commands 
before the tank accelerates its speed. Six grips onto the turret to 
keep himself from flying out of the gunner's position. He pulls back 
on the bolt one more in preparation for another fight. The meters 
quickly disappears as they advance towards their objective, but Six 
could hear it, the booms and cries of both humans and aliens while 
smoke starts to rise from somewhere. He hears the male Marine groan 
and glances at him. The man instantly bucks up and holds his rifle at 
the ready when he sees that Six is staring directly at him. Six gives 
the guy a nod, before turning back to his turret, just when they turn 
the corner and beheld a bitter sight. 

The two lane street is pretty wide with a lot of room on the 
sidewalks and parking areas. The buildings on either side have been 
barricaded or block by wreckage, making it almost impossible to 
enter. A small bridge spans out between two buildings as it stretches 
from the far right to the far left. Directly in front of them is 
Sierra Hotel, a structure with a wide roof and a tower that stretches 



to the clouds, but the main focus is kept on the ground where the 
battle is taking place. 

A Wraith tank is located under the bridge as it fires plasma rounds 
at the building, eating away at their feeble positions. On the 
passageway above the purple vehicle are scores of Covenant troopers, 
ranging from Grunts, to Elites. Slowly they turn to assess the threat 
of the tank, but the humans already open fire. 

Working almost as one, the Master Chief fires the cannon's shell 
while Six blasts away with the machine gun. The shell causes an 
explosion as it slams against the rear of the assault vehicle, but 
aside from that, there are no other aspects. Six however fires bright 
yellow bolts as they streak towards the bridge before tearing through 
the fleshy skins of the Covenant infantry. There are screams, squeals 
and screeches as the offenders are cut to pieces, but before the 
Spartan could finish the job, the Wraith turns around and takes aim 
at the tank. 

The Chief is already moving but the Wraith has locked on, it rear 
flaps came together and shoves out a blue orb of energy that flies 
towards them. 

"Off now!" Six shouts as the tank desperately moves to get out of the 
way, but it's too late. 

The male Marine jumps without hesitation, while the woman hesitated a 
bit but soon follows his lead. Just as she leaps off. Six activates 
his armor lock when the round struck. Plasma presses outwards and 
covers the Spartan in melting flames, but his shields flash once as 
they protect him from harm. The same could not be said about the 
Scorpion as its plate armor let off steam, but that doesn't 
immobilize it. In fact, the Chief press the tank forward, but this 
time it's moving at an angle as it tries to flank the Wraith. Unlike 
the Scorpion that has revolving cannon, the Wraith has to move its 
whole body to get a bead on its target. Hoping to weaken it further. 
Six fires a burst at the enemy armor to buy Chief some time to get 
ready, which didn't take long. The Chief takes aim and fires another 
shell while forcing the tank to go at max speed. The Wraith fires as 
well, one after another as it converges on the Scorpion. With no 
choice in the matter. Six had to lock his armor and hunker down in 
the hole as he watches the display like it was a firework show. The 
Wraith bursts into blue colored flames as the rounds strike while the 
Scorpion is washed in blue flames until sparks begin to fly, small 
patches of flames shoots into the air and Six is sure he can see 
smoke from the corner of his eye, rising from somewhere in the rear 
of the vehicle. Six's armor system has begun to overload, changing 
from its gold color to yellow, then orange until it finally hit red. 
If they get hit again than his shield tech can't protect him, he can 
already feel the heat radiating through the shields. Suddenly there 
is mighty thud, the Wraith was so busy turning it didn't tank in 
account the bridge it was under, it had turned and gotten itself 
wedge between the bridges support columns. Six wonders if the Chief 
had planned out this strategy, but it wasn't long before he receives 
an answer. The tank's turret switches its target; it no longer takes 
aim at the Wraith, but the support columns. With one last shattering 
boom, a round is released, it was such a short distance away from the 
bridge that Six, with his enhance sight, was able to watch the shell 
before it disappears in an explosion as it strikes a support beam. 

The flames that blossomed spread further out until the whole bottom 



portion of the bridge is alight. It remains standing for another 
moment before the structured weaken and collapses on top of the 
Wraith, burying it under wreckage and the falling bodies of Covenant 
soldiers, wailing as they fall until they hit the ground and becomes 
silent . 

Six deactivates his shields and stands to observe their handy work. 
Absolute destruction on a mass scale with militated corpses lying 
about, defiantly the works of a Spartan. Across the way. Six hears 
cheering and glances to see figures on the rooftop of Whiskey Hotel, 
waving their arms enthusiastically. Six allows himself a small smirk, 
but gives nothing else away, they beat the Wraith, but there's still 
a war going on. 

With that, the Scorpion rolls forward, it's still smoking frame 
leaving what Six could guess to be a horrid stench as they proceed to 
the building. A few seconds later they come to a stop in front of the 
structure and Six hops off, feeling his legs shake once before 
becoming still. He hears a hiss and the hatch to the Scorpion pops 
open and out hops the Master Chief, looking unscratched, but Six can 
see the curling mist of steam escape the compartment the Spartan was 
recently in. 

The door's seal breaks before it slides open, allowing a small 
squadron of Marines to file out. 

Master Chief didn't even miss a beat as he walks forward, "place the 
tank in a defensive position and be on guard, " Six notices that the 
Chief didn't look at him for permission, finally a small break for 
the Spartan III. 

The Marines all snap to attention, "yes sir!" they said in unison 
before hurrying to perform the task, but Six reaches out and halts 
the last Marine before he left. 

"Who's in command here Sergeant?" Six questions the man. 

The Marine looks weary but replies, "First Sergeant Grison sir, he's 
up on the rooftop." 

Six nods to the man as he pats the Marine's back and mumbles, 
"thanks," before he and the Chief takes off into the facility. The 
place was once a hotel of sorts, long hallways, a large ballroom and 
dozens of rooms that posses beds, tables and other such items. 
However, Six doesn't pay much attention to this, what he notices most 
are the wounded. Marines and Civilians lies, sits, or stands all 
over, numbering into the hundreds, most of them are wounded. They 
pass a woman who is missing a leg, a Marine nursing what is left of 
his hand and a man in a business suit as he stares at the wall 
opposite of him, looking unharmed, but clearly shell shocked. A lot 
of them gasp, shudder and press themselves farther back as the 
Spartans thunder through, leaving Six with a sad feeling within as 
the humans regards their supposed saviors. 

Finally they reach the elevator and punches in the number to the top 
floor. A moment later they are ascending upwards at a fast speed, yet 
is seems to be too slow in Six's opinion. 

Suddenly he hears a familiar sound; he twists his head a little so he 
is sure he is hearing correctly before giving a moan when he 



identifies the noise. 


The Master Chief towards him, "What is it Lieutenant?" 

"It's the same song," Six says in a disbelieving voice. 

"Song?" the Chief asks, actually sounding baffled for once. 

Six jerks his head towards the small speaker positioned behind them 
in the corner of the small container. 

"That's the same music I listened to when I was in New Alexandria," 
Six explains . 

"Why were you listening to music?" the Chief asks. 

"I wasn't doing it on purpose Chief," Six defends, "I was in an 
elevator like right now and I had no way of tuning it out." 

"But why don't you like it?" this time it's Cortana who asks, "this 
is considered a number one hit, or at least that's what the record 
said . " 

"Sentimental reasons, " Six answers before becoming silent once 
more . 

That sentimental reason was because on that particular elevator he 
was forced to witness the genocide of thousands of people, the 
mutilation of men, women, and children, and he was also forced to 
carry the dead body of his first and only sister since boot. Noble 
Two, Kat . The very tune of the music, which was meant to be upbeat, 
dazzling, and give people the urge to dance, brings the ghosts of 
that haunted day. 

Yet, the tram mercilessly continues its ascendance. 

"When will this be over, " Six mutters as he realizes the "Flip" song 
isn't at its high point yet. 

"With all due respect sir, " the Chief says, "you are able to ignore 
the pain of a broken rib and a head injury, so you can surely block a 
song from your mind." 

Six releases a sigh like an aggravated child as he looks back to the 
door and the Chief joins him. However, after a few seconds with the 
song still playing clearly in the background. Six shrugs. 

"Well I tried, " with that, he effortlessly reaches for his hand gun 
and without even looking, points it behind him and fires a shot. The 
round destroys the speaker, causing a small flame to spark before it 
dies and the car finally became silent. 

The Chief didn't flinch; instead he looks back at the destroyed PA 
system before shaking his head and returns to staring at the 
doors . 

Over the comm, Cortana 's voice breaks though with a single word, 
"Nice." 


Then there is a ding as the cart slows before coming to a halt. The 



doors barely peeled away when the two super humans sprint through. 

The hallways are empty of civilians, but it's now pack with uninjured 
Marines and boxes of equipment. At the sight of the two charging 
green armored giants, everyone hops out of the way, clearing a path 
for the Spartans as they move. The at last came to a set of double 
doors and comes to a halt as it retracts and the two warriors step 
through . 

They are on a outside stairwell that leads further up to the 
skyscraper, but position right in front of them are two Marines. One 
has the stripes of a Sergeant plastered on his armor while the other 
has a Private First Class Emblem and a radio transmitter strap to his 
back. The Sergeant was holding the radio to his ear as both he and 
the lower rank Marine look down at the street where the Spartan's 
recent victory just took place. Their tank is slowly moving into a 
new positon and judging by the Sergeant's words, he is the one 
directing them. 

"A little more," the Sergeant's deep voice says into the mouth piece, 
"just one more inch, closer, that's it good." The Scorpion comes to a 
halt right before the remnants of the destroyed bridge. "Now lock it 
down and be prepared for imminent attack, got me?" There is a muffle 
reply before the Sergeant nods his head and he turns around, finally 
acknowledging the Spartans presence. 

The Sergeant looks like he used to be one of those well-organized 
type of Marines, he even had the traditional jarhead shaped haircut, 
but what Six notices most is how wide his eyes became and his mouth 
hanging slightly open at the sight of the two super soldiers before 
him . 

Finally he smirks, "When I asked for help, I didn't think they would 
send Spartans." 

Before Six could speak, he feels the ground shakes, and judging by 
the way the Master Chief had stiffen and the surprise look on the 
Marines faces, he guesses they must have felt it too. A moment later, 
the floor vibrated once more, this time it causes the glass within 
the doors to shake. Another half minute later. Six feels himself 
being lifted in the air before landing, a small elevation lift that 
he just scarcely notices. 

Six looks at the Chief and can see he is having the same thought as 
Six says, "this can't be good." 

The Sergeant then curses as he steps away from the side of the 
building and mutters, "We've got trouble." 

Steeping around the corner with decisive movement is the Scarab, its 
large frame barley fitting through the building as it slowly lumbers 
forward. The Scorpion tank below begins firing shells, firing a near 
ton of flaming lead at its hard shell, but the giant machine doesn't 
slow down as its a few yards away now, so close that the vibration 
from its footsteps is powerful enough to shake the building to its 
foundation . 

"See this face?" the radio Marine asks as his huge eyes remain on the 
Scarab, his petrified hands unable to press the trigger of the 
machine gun resting in his hands, "it's terror." 



"did I give you permission 


"Marine!" the Sergeant suddenly barks, 
to-" 


The Sarge didn't finish, a sudden bright emerald light builds on what 
appears to the head of the Scarab before it releases what looks like 
pure molten energy. The plasma strikes the center of the tank. For a 
moment it doesn't appear after until finally the energy spread 
throughout the vehicle and it blows in a spectacle of flames and 
shrapnel . 

With the tank out of commission, the Scarab moves forward towards 
their position. 

"Marine!" The Chief shouts, "start firing!" 

The Private however has closed his eyes shut, probably believing that 
death is upon them. However, the Scarab massive front leg stretches 
above them, shading the small group in the shadow of its metallic 
limb before a miniature earthquake erupts, originating from somewhere 
on top of the structure. 

"It's climbing over the building," Six says out loud before looking o 
the Sergeant, "what's beyond Whiskey Hotel?" 

The Sergeant seems to go white before saying, "There's a dam not too 
far from here, if it busts, then everything and everyone in it will 
be swept away." 

Everyone; Marine, civilian, even their own soldiers, the Covenant 
will wipe them out. 

Without another thought the two Spartans sprints up the stairs, not 
even telling the Marines what they are doing. Six isn't sure if he 
and the Chief are on the same wave link, but it seems like it. 

They just made it to the upper terrace when they see the bulky form 
of the Scarab disappearing behind another skyscraper. 

"Cortana, " the Chief says as they sprint to a door opposite of them, 
"how far are we from the dam?" 

"You, " Cortana says, "are approximately a click away, the Scarab 
however is a hop, skip and a stone throw away, literally." 

"Kind of hard of to think of this thing throwing a stone Cortana, " 

Six mutters as he and the Chief races through the building. They go 
through a large atrium, up a stairs passage way and comes out on an 
outside walkway. 

The small steel interior looks like it was a part of a construction 
site, running alongside the long line of buildings and parallel of 
them is another walkway which is similar in built. Built every so 
often are bridges connecting the twin walkways and directly below 
them is a canal, with the large dam at the very end, almost a hundred 
meters away from their location. Located alongside the rails are 
dozens of Marines, all of them are rushing around in final 
desperation as they collect weapons as ammo. Six considers rushing 
along the line to try and sort out the chaos when everyone hear a 
loud splash that shook the metal scaffolds they are standing on to 
the point that the Spartans knelt in preparations to leap off in 



necessary, but that wasn't needed. 


Six looks through the grill and sees a massive tidal wave passing 
beneath their feet, about fifty feet below them. Six looks up stream 
to his left and sees the Scarab, its massive metal frame barley 
fitting in between the structures. 

As soon as the initial shock is over, a hurricane of gunfire erupts. 
Sniper rounds. Assault bullets, SMG slugs and rockets hit the metal 
frame with a vengeance, but the giant monster of a machine doesn't 
even slow down. Slowly, it picks up its leg and keeps on walking, 
causing the Marines to go frantic and empty even more clips, but with 
little results. 

The Spartans refrain from firing though. They have seen many 
campaigns and hundreds of mission, both knew its going to take a lot 
more than just bullets to destroy a Scarab. 

Six looks to Chief, "what's the plan?" 

The Master Chief glances back and says, "Kill it." 

There is a heartbeat of silence before Six asks, "how?" 

"Believe me," Cortana breaks in, "whatever it is, it'll be crazy." 

A bright flash of green catches Six's attention and out of instinct 
he duck as did the Chief. A moment later, a flash of green spits out 
overhead, washing alongside the wall and melting the sides of a 
couple of buildings. The unfortunate Marines who were still standing 
though collapses, with their upper torsos nothing more than a burning 
crisp, so badly burnt that every single drop of blood has been 
evaporated form their bodies. The Spartans looks down and sees the 
Scarab walking by beneath them. 

"What are we going to-" Six didn't finish, the Chief takes off and 
jumps into the air. He flips once before landing with a solid thud on 
the top of the vehicle. 

Six watches in a moment of disbelief before Cortana 's voice protrudes 
through his lightly shock mind, "what did I tell you?" she says in an 
almost bored voice, "crazy." 

Suddenly the Chief jumps back, piling out of a top hatch on top of 
the Scarab is a mass force of Covenant troops, piling on. Grunts rush 
forward in a suicidal attack while Jackals with shields tries to hide 
behind their cover while aiming their weapons at the Spartan. 

Six runs alongside the Scarab, springing for all he's worth as he 
unslings his BR55 rifle and takes aim, not slowing down as he keeps 
moving. He zeros in on the first fleshy target he has seen most in 
hours and fires. Three bullets tear their way through the Jackal's 
triangular head, causing it to slump to the floor. Between the 
marksmanship of Six and the close quarter's action the Chief is 
lashing out, it isn't long before the small group of aliens have been 
torn to pieces. 

Six looks up and sees that the Scarab is almost to the dam. Now 
realizing the Chief's way is probably the fasted way to deal with the 
problem. Six turns and leaps off the scaffold. He soars through the 



air for a few seconds, resulting with him going weightless for a bit 
before he crashes on top of the war machine. He places his feet out 
and takes the full brunt of the landing. His body closing in on 
itself, but in one fluid motion, he curls into a ball, rolls once and 
comes back onto his feet, standing up right next to the Master 
Chief . 

The Spartan II looks at Six as he reloads his twin SMGs . Following 
his lead. Six switches out his magazine before he looks to the Chief, 
they both nod towards each other before rushing down the dark stomach 
of the beast . 

The interior of the space is lowly lit, dark blue lights illuminates 
the place as the Spartans creep forward consciously. Surrounding them 
are what looks to be holographic consoles, slowly pulsing with power 
as they continue along their destructive path. Place in front of the 
Spartans is a small wall, the Spartans place their backs against the 
wall before peeking around the barrier to see what they are about to 
enter . 

Within are a squad of Elites and a small party of Grunts. The Grunts 
are in the middle of the room, working on some sort of work bench 
that appears to be connected to the rest of the vehicle. In the far 
front are twin Elites in gold armor; Generals, experience 
fighters . 

The two Spartans glances at each other before Six makes three rapid 
hand signals. The Master Chief nods and he takes out a grenade, as 
did Six. They count silently to five before they simultaneously pull 
their pins, pops the safety but catches the cap so it didn't cling 
against the floor. They then crouch and instead of rolling the primed 
explosives, they roll it towards the Grunts feet. Six counts off five 
seconds when the first Grunt screams, but then it is too late. 

Leaning away from their cover, the Spartans open up. 

The Chief's twin guns spits out rapid gun fire, while Six's rifle 
burps out three rounds a shot. Six shoots through the fire storm, 
aiming for the surprised Generals, hoping to catch them with their 
armor offline. Six hears the cry from one of the Sangheili as a round 
finds skin contact, but then the burning body of a Grunt gets in his 
way, blocking Six's hot. In that spare moment, the Spartan watches as 
the General flicks on his shields and turns to face the intruder. It 
releases a roar as it charges forward, taking out and activating its 
sword . 

Six empties his click, causing the General's shield to turn red, but 
that's it, his gun ran dry. The Spartan quickly disregards his rifle 
and jumps out of the way as the Sangheili cuts through the air. Six 
throws a fist that connects and deactivates its shield, but in the 
process it shocks Six's arm and makes it almost immobile. 

The Elite roars and starting taking swipes at him. Six dodges, moving 
with the speed of light as he tries to avoid the deadly blade. A gun 
shot suddenly echoes through the interior of the room and Six sees a 
splash of blue blood erupt from the alien's back. The Sangheili 's 
mandibles open wide and release another roar and in that small span 
Six has an idea. With fluid motion he grabs a grenade, triggers the 
firing mechanism and shoves it into the Elite's mouth. Its eyes widen 
and Six freezes as well. What is he doing? For some reason he 
suddenly thought of Shress, what if she knew this guy? What would she 



think if she ever saw or heard of him doing this to someone of her 
kind? 

Suddenly a green bluer knocks Six over and in the same instance it 
kicks out with a powerful leg and knocks the Elite against the main 
controls. The explosive finally detonates and the Elite's head, along 
with the main computers disappear in a powerful blast. The 
decapitated Elite falls to the floor while the machine sizzles and 
pops. The machine suddenly gives a shudder and Six briefly panics 
when he feels it tilt forward before there is a loud crash that 
brings the machine to shuddering halt . 

The Spartans remain frozen for a moment before Cortana's voice files 
in through their speakers. 

"Chief, Six, the Scarab has been disabled, how are you two holding 
up? " 

The Chief looks to Six and he stares back. They lock on to each other 
for a bit before the Chief asks, "What happen?" 

Six is silent. He didn't know why he froze either, that never happen 
before. It was embarrassing, worse, it happen in front of a II who no 
doubt believes Halsey when she told them that the Ills are not in ad 
Aquent soldiers. 

Luckily Cortana cuts in, "Guys, we need to move now, Johnson is on 
his way and we have a ride to catch." 

The Chief gives Six once last look, his expression hidden behind the 
polarized glass, before getting up and walks away. Six waits a moment 
before standing as well. 

"Six," Cortana says in a delicate tone, "are you alright?" 

Six is silent before following the Chief, "I'm fine," he answers, 
hoping that will end the conversation. 

He walks behind the Master Chief who is fiddling with the Scarab's 
console before finally pressing a kind of button. A moment later, a 
portion of the floor opens wide, giving them an exit. Walking side by 
side in silence, the Chief and Six leaves the vehicle and comes out 
into bright sunlight. The Scarab has come to a halt right in front of 
the dam, ending with the walkway leading onto the structure's 
frame . 

A sudden roar causing both of the Spartans to look up into the fading 
day's skies just in time to see the Assault Carrier moving away from 
its original positon. The action causes Six to stiffen; he is still 
unsure if Shress is alive, but he doesn't risk the chance of losing 
the ship. 

A small hum fills the air as a Pelican comes up on the Spartan's 
flank with Sergeant Major Johnson. The Sergeant has a big grin on his 
as he shouts over the comms, "That's right you mothers, run!" 

"Hold on Johnson," Miranda Keye ' s voice breaks through the radio, 
"it's not over yet, get the Spartan's back on the Frigate 
now . " 



"Cortana, " Six suddenly says, "are we pursuing the Carrier?" 

"Don't worry Lieutenant; we are," she replies, "just calms down a bit 
will you?" 

Six bites down on his lip to keep from snapping at her but then 
Cortana say, "you're blood level just spiked." 

Thankfully the Pelican has repositioned itself and hovers in front of 
the Spartan duo, allowing them to enter and keeping Six from 
answering . 

No sooner did they enter that the Pelican sped off. The Spartans hang 
onto the frames as they speed off back to the _In Amber Clad_. 

"Are you sure you're alright Lieutenant?" Chief finally asks. 

Six is silent but for far too long so the Chief says, "Cortana told 
me you ' rea€ | missingaC | the Sangheili-" 

He is interrupted when Six suddenly grips the Pelican's side with 
renown force, causing it to bend and squeal its protest. 

"W-what?" Six finally asks. 

The Chief is quiet for a moment, "Cortana says youraC | friend was 
taken . " 

Six doesn't know what to say. The Chief is obviously hostile at the 
very idea of having an alien as a friend; he doesn't even want to 
think about how the Chief will react upon learning of their more 
intimate relationship. 

"a€|yeaha€|" Six finally says. 

The awkwardness that Six is feeling is thick enough to cut through 
before the Chief asks, "you're reallyaC | worried about it, aren't 
you? " 

"I'm worried about her," Six stresses, "and yesa€ | it may seem odd 
buta€ | it sa€ | like having another Spartan to talk to," he glances at 
Chief, "you do know what's that like? Everyone seeing you as a freak 
and the only ones who seem to understand are our fellow 
Spartans . " 

The Chief is considers this for a while, "and you feel like spending 
time with a Sangheili is like being with another Spartan?" 

Six considers his next words carefully, "well she's a Zealot, a high 
ranking warrior like us, and being a female, she is seen as much a 
freak as we are." 

"You sound likeaCiyou really know thisaC | person, " the Master Chief 
finally states. 

Six couldn't help but laugh, actually laugh as he says, "When you are 
alone with someone on a ship for three days, you get to know 
them . " 


The Chief is staring at the Spartan III as if he has never seen him 



before when they enter the Frigate. Six feels them settling down when 
suddenly the pilot in the front seat shouts out, "Hang on! We are 
about to jump!" 

"Jump?" the Chief asks, "we are within a highly populated area, UNSC 
regulations state that-" 

"We're not the ones jumping Chief," Johnson growls, "It's the 
Covenant, we're just following." 

Six's eyes widen, "Where," he asks, "where are they going?" 

"No clue, " Johnson says, "but you might want to hang onto-" 

That's when a shockwave is felt and everyone is sent tumbling to the 
back of the Pelican. Six hits the closed door hard, then the Chief 
and finally Johnson lands on top of him, forcing a grunt out of the 
III. Luckily though, the Pelican has been locked down so the craft 
wasn't sent crashing towards the back of the Frigate. 

"Cortana, " Six moans as he pushes the Chief off, "did wea€ | are 


"Yes Lieutenant, " the AI says in a serious voice, "we are in 
slipspace, destination unknown." 

**Sorry it took a while, but I'm serious when I said I was busy, I 
may have had writer's block towards the end and this was a long 
chapter (this is the longest I've written in a long while), the next 
one might be just as long, hope you understand and can be patient. 
Thanks for reading and I hope you enjoyed.** 


26. Into the Flames 

** (Warning: contains some graphic violence towards end.) Also, it has 
been awhile sine I last played Halo so forgive me if I made any 
mistakes . * * 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Into the Flames<strong> 

* *Six POV** 

The ship comes to a bone jarring halt, causing Six to bang his head 
against the interior of the SOEIV. 

He mutters a curse as he restrains himself from rubbing his helmet. 
His head is still screaming from the concussion he had received 
earlier and banging it against the steel of a drop pod doesn't help. 
He has taken some painkillers hoping it would help dull the pain in 
his head and his cracked rib, but other than that he has received no 
medical treatment whatsoever. He knows his injuries are enough to get 
him sent to the infirmary, but he doesn't want to risk missing the 
chance to save Shress. 

He, the Chief, and Cortana has been embedded with the Orbital Drop 
Shock Trooper Third Shock Battalion. They have been told to remain on 
standby alert should they need to perform a ship to ship raiding 



party or if they are being taken to a colony under Covenant 
siege . 

Six hears static on the comms before Miranda Keyes voice speaks, 
"Sorry for the quick job boys, are you all right down there?" 

A moment later Six hears a familiar gruff before Sergeant Major 
Johnson speaks, "We're fine ma'am,," there is the sound of chewing 
followed by him asking, "Chief, Six?" 

Before either Spartans could speak, Cortana beat them to it, "We're 
f ine . " 

Suddenly someone new and unfamiliar enters the conversation, probably 
unaware he is on a private channel, "Ma'am, we are coming up on a 
unknown object directly on our stern." 

Six could only guess that the person is a junior officer and is 
probably speaking to Commander Keyes. 

He couldn't see what is going on, the small screen in the pod is 
still blank, but he knew it must be something important when he hears 
Keyes speak in an almost mystified voice. 

"Cortana, what exactly am I looking at?" she asks. 

There is a moment of silence which actually speaks volume. If an A. I 
is silent for more than half a millisecond than that means the 
artificial intelligence is facing something that is almost certainly 
perplexing. A moment later, the screen in front of the Spartan 
flickers to light as an object that seems to be floating in space 
appears, an object that Six couldn't really identify. 

"That," states Cortana "is another Halo ring." 

There is a sputtering across the line before Johnson coughs out, "Say 
what!?" 

"So this is Halo, " Keyes says softly to herself while still on the 
line, "I thought Halo was some sort of super weapon." 

"So did I," Six mutters as he stares at the screen. 

Truth be told he wasn't really sure what he thought Halo was. When 
the Chief said it was a ring and that it was a weapon he thought 
maybe it's like a circular device with canons and maybe even a few 
visible bombs on the surface. 

What is before him isa€ | something that he can't entirely describe. 
It's just floating, out in the middle of nowhere, but that's probably 
what he finds most odd. There are no thrusters or rockets or an 
engine device of any type. Its just hovering, like it's a planet with 
a huge gaping hole in the middle. The surface looks like something 
taken from a circuitry board, it definitely looks artificial, but 
what throws him off is the surface as he zooms in. There's greenery, 
large bodies of what appears to be liquid and something that looks 
like towering cliffs. Light is being provided by the system's local 
sun while the giant blue gas planet next to it gives it a cool hue. 
This looks more like a fully artificial resort rather than a weapon 
of mass destruction. 



"It is," Cortana responds as the _In_ _Amber_ _Clad_ gravitates 
towards the ring, "when activated, this ring can cause destruction on 
a galactic scale." 

"I want the Sailors to go General Quarters," Keyes suddenly snaps 
back to business, "I want all the information we have on the Halo 
rings, I don't care if I have the clearance or not." She then speaks 
to the people in the drop bay, "Johnson, come up to the bridge, we 
may need you." 

"Roger that," responds Johnson. Six hears a hiss, a heavy thud and 
the rhythmic sound of boots on the deck. 

"Master Chief, Noble Six, " the Spartan III becomes still when he 
hears his name, "take the Shock Troopers and secure a 
beachhead . " 

There is a sold bang on the pod next to Six before the same fist 
bangs against his own, probably Johnson leaving. 

There is another thud coming from next to Six and he hears Chief say, 
"Understood . " 

Six makes himself more comfortable on his seat before checking that 
his weapons are secured. He has a BR55 rifle and a rocket launcher, a 
dangerous weapon and maybe a bit of an overkill. But it has been his 
experience to bring everything when commencing an air-to-land 
invasion. He has strapped on extra packs of bullets and rockets, not 
exactly light or comfortable, but doable all the way. 

The screen suddenly switches to another setting and Cortana 's face 
appears . 

"Get ready Marines, we're dropping in fifteen seconds," she 
reports . 

Six makes sure he is strapped into his chair properly. 

"Ten seconds," counts Cortana. 

He unloads his weapons; the constant shaking during the fall could 
cause a round to go off. 

"Five seconds." 

He breathes as he closes his eyes, tightening his grip on the handles 
on either side of him. He needs to focus, but there is one thought 
that has been nagging him for nearly twelve hours now. 

He has to let out or he'll implode, quietly he whispers, 

"Shress . " 

"Dropping now." 

Six hears the simultaneously squeal of metal against metal and a 
moment later he is freefalling. He rises only a few centimeters, 
that's as far as his straps will allow him to go before he is pushed 
back into his seat. The drop pod he is in is an older version of the 
SOEIV. It has no window and no way of controlling the flight down. 



forcing him to hang on as three inches of alloy offers him some 
protection as it burn its way through the atmosphere. 


He starts counting to himself, trying to figure how far they are 
dropping when there is a sudden jerk and the drop down suddenly slows 
tremendously, the metal chutes must have just deployed. 

The pod jerks as it battles against the stubborn winds and all that 
Six can do is to hang on for dear life. This is probably the worst 
place for a Spartan, inside a burning tube, powerless and unable to 
fight a unseen enemy. 

"Mind the bumps," advises Cortana. 

"Thanks for the tip, " Six answers before his pod shakes again, but 
for a whole new different reason. 

An intense heat builds on one side of the SOEIV, slowly moving its 
way up from the bottom to right, indicating direct fire, obviously 
from plasma weapons. The Covenant is already here, which means 
there's going to be a fight for sure. 

Six braces himself as the air continues to thin, the only warning he 
has before there is loud crash and Six's body shakes with the 
disabling inpact. However this doesn't faze the Spartan, far from it, 
the impact causes him to spring into action. 

He kicks the door of the pod out with destructive force before 
jumping out while sliding his magnum pistol out and holding it up as 
he scans his surroundings. 

He has landed on the shores of a strange yet familiar looking land. 
There are terraces of land mass stack on top of one another leading 
to a large cliff overlooking the beach. There are some buildings on 
the very top of the natural steps, surrounded by trees, grass and 
foliage of what could have pass for remnants of a jungle. The 
structures look like ancient ruins that are seen on Earth, stone 
buildings carved with widows and designs cut into the rock. The scene 
would have looked lovely if it wasn't for the Covenant troops. Elites 
and Jackals hold the high ground while Grunts are funneling down 
towards the landing Marines, all the while they are being covered by 
a Shade turret positioned on top of the crag overlooking them. 

Six watches as more pods crashes into the sands and the Troopers 
disembark into the middle of a kill-zone, most of them are cut down 
before they even had a chance to get their weapons out and 
ready . 

The Spartan turns around, holsters his pistol and withdraws his rifle 
and launcher. He listens and practically feels the blazing heat pass 
by him, centimeters from his armor as boiling rounds fly around his 
body. He ignores the danger as he loads his weapons before placing 
his rockets on his back while hefting his rifle as he returns back to 
the battlefield before him. 

Deciding that the Shade is probably the worst threat to the Marines, 
he starts sprinting forward. He ignores the cracks of gunfire as he 
runs past pinned down Troopers as they try to find cover from the 
onslaught before them. Ignoring this. Six charges onwards until he 
makes his way to the top of the first terrace and faces his face 



challenge . 


Standing in the open is a squadron of Grunts being watched over by 
two Jackals with energy shields. Wheather they weren't expecting a 
Spartan or they were overconfident; it didn't matter for Six has the 
upper hand and unleashes his pent up fury. 

He shoots the Jackals in their heads, one after the other before 
turning his attention to the remaining alien forces. By this time the 
Grunts squeal in fright and try to shoot Six, but he merely stands as 
his shields takes a brunt of the hits while he unloads his clip into 
the little creatures. With the threat neutralized, he pushes on as he 
jumps onto the next level of land and looks up to see a small natural 
feature carved into the cliff face like a ramp of some kind leading 
up towards the lip of the ravine. Not wasting any time, he travel up 
the slope with the occasional round being shot at him from Covenant 
forces on his left while a rock wall covers his right. 

In no time he is on top of the small strip of land and has eyes on 
the shade. A Grunt is sitting in the operators chair as it sprays the 
Marine's on the beach, but it must have seen him for it barks as it 
swerves the gun around. Six dashes forward, he leaps into the air 
before coming down and rolls into a ball as he hits the floor. He 
comes to a stop beneath the plasma fire and right in front of the 
turret. Before the Grunt could react, the Spartan pulls his legs back 
before releasing a mighty kick with both his feet. The powerful force 
sends the Shade off its pedestal and went flying down into the gully 
with the alien screaming all the way until a crash is heard from the 
bottom . 

He then looks back down and observes the scene. Most of the pods have 
landed and the Troopers are slowly making their way towards the ruins 
where the Covenant has set up a machine gun nest. However, the Master 
Chief is leading the charge as he storms through the open, 
occasionally stopping to kill off any Grunt or Jackal that is 
separated from the main group of defenders. 

Seeing that he is at a good angle. Six rises to a kneeling stance, 
brings his rifle up to bear and starts snipping. He adjusts his aim 
until he has eyes on the Covenant soldiers milling around in the 
building and fires. A moment later, a Jackal's head snaps back as its 
brains are smeared across the wall. A second later, a Grunt explodes 
as a bullet tore through its gas filled backpack. 

The aliens panic as one after another each of their comrades starts 
to fall to an unknown advisory, shooting from afar. It is during the 
confusion that the Chief makes his move. He holsters one of his M7 ' s 
and instead replaces it with his rocket launcher. Holding the 
devastating weapon with one arm he aims it at the plasma turret in 
the structure's window and fires off the two projectiles. Twin white 
trails follows after the bright yellow glow of the rockets as they 
glide and strikes the structure. With fire and smoke obscuring the 
Covenant forces eyes, the Chief races across the open before jumping 
head first into the window. Six watches with dark amusement as the 
Master Chief tear the remaining aliens to pieces with his bear hairs, 
a punch here, a kick there, a cut from the knife and the crushing of 
a skull beneath a near one ton boot. Within seconds the plasma 
shooting comes to a halt and the beach becomes deathly silent as the 
remaining Marines stand and walks forward, probably in disbelief at 
the prowess the Spartans possess. 



Looking around once more to confirm that the area is indeed clear. 

Six jumps from the cliff and drops a good twenty feet before curling 
as he hits the floor and comes up on his feet, his armor protecting 
hiM from any injuries. 

He stands and walks over to the building right when the Chief walks 
out as well; wiping his hands as he tries to wring the blood off his 
metalized gloves. 

"Do you think these guys have always been here?" Six asks. 

"Negative Lieutenant, " answers the Chief as he comes to a stop next 
to him, "Cortana detects the Covenant Assault Carrier just above us 
in the upper atmosphere." 

_Shress_ _is_ _probably_ _just_ _a_ _few_ _miles_ _away_. Six 
thought, __but_ _how_ _can_ _I_ _reach_ _her_ _without_ 

_transport_. 

A disturbing thought than enters his mind, can he really just leave 
and save her? Now that he thinks about it, he wonders if he has to 
disobey orders to get to her, can he ignore commands, the very thing 
he was supposed to respect and follow to the end of his days? Will 
the UNSC let him? 

"Master Chief, Noble Six, " Commander Keyes voice interrupts the 
Spartans thinking, "we've intercepted a transmission from the 
Covenant and have learn that the Prophet Regret is on Delta Halo, a 
few kilometers away from your current position to your 
northwest . " 

The two Spartans look at each other, both knowing what the other is 
thinking. Capturing or killing the Prophet can shift greatly in their 
favor, boosting morale among the humans and causing havoc among the 
Covenant. There is also a benefit for Noble Six, by capturing Regret 
he can force the alien to reveal where Shress is and how to get to 
her, or if he killed him, he can ensure the mad being will not harm 
her . 

"Roger Commander, how shall we proceed?" Master Chief asks. 

"With full force," is the Commander's reply. 

Before either of the Spartans could reply, they hear a deep roar and 
looks up just in time to see a Pelican lowering itself from the 
skies. It barley squeezes through the small space the trees offer and 
in that brief moment it releases something from the rear and it lands 
with a solid thump. The object is a fully prime Warthog, all set for 
the battle before it. With the vehicle delivered, the Pelican rises 
to the skies before rocketing back to the human Frigate that must be 
hovering in the air somewhere. 

Knowing the drill. Six walks to the driver's side of the truck while 
the Chief mounts up on the rear bed. Looking in the back to make sure 
the Spartan II is secured. Six guns the Warthog between the cliff and 
the ruins while the ODSTs occupy the building and set up a 
perimeter . 


Making a path through the foliage is difficult, which further awes 



Six. He heard of Halo, but he never thought everything could look 
soa€ | real . The dirt molds as the wheels of the truck left it's 
prints, the massive leafs and bushes tear and waves as the vehicle 
zooms by and according to his HUD the temperature is seventy degrees 
Fahrenheit, almost perfect weather. His is a bit shock when he sees a 
winged creature shoots into the canopy of the nearby trees. Was that 
a bird genetically created by these Forerunners or was it imported 
here like animals to a reserve? 

However, they break from the tree line and Six slows down so they can 
observe the scene before them. Stretching out within a large basin of 
clear water is a series of temples that appears to be similar to the 
ruins behind the Spartans. Yet what catches Six's attention is that 
the cluster of ancient structures is hovering just above the water. 
There are no signs of an engine or thrusters attached to the bottom, 
no route for outgoing energy, they are being supported by means 
foreign to the human race. The buildings themselves are massive, 
their sun baked stones colors the pyramid-like structures, all of 
which must weigh over a thousand pounds, but remain afloat just above 
the waterline. 

"That must be where Regret is hiding out, " the Master Chief finally 
says . 

"Yeah, but which one?" Six asks. 

Cortana is the one to answer, "I would guess it's the largest of the 
buildings out in the middle of the lake Lieutenant." 

Six glances at the indicated temple and notice that there is a large 
garrison of Covenant soldiers milling around it, "good point I 
guess . " 

"What would you boys do without me?" Cortana finally asks. 

"Probably be going around in circles would by my guess-" Six is 
interrupted as a crystal round flies by his head, barley missing his 
helmet . 

He then turns his attention to the front and sees another temple, 
this one staged on land with some sort of bridge connecting it to the 
other floating ruins in the water. Covenant soldiers moves along the 
structure as they shoot at the Spartans. 

Six hears a round being chambered in the Warthog's gun and the Master 
Chief says, "Let's move it Six." 

"Finally he calls me Six, " the Spartan III mumbles as he guns the 
engine and they race forward as they begin their assault on the 
ruins . 

**Shress POV ** 

Shress has to admit, despite everything she has gone through, she was 
expecting something a lot worse. Instead she has been left in her 
cell all on her own. 

She has recovered from her wounds to an extent, her skin is still 
scarred and some of her muscles are cramping, but other than that she 
feels well. However she is feeling a bit hungry, and thirstyaC | and 



lonely . 


She has been alone before, in fact she has spent almost her entire 
life being on her own. Her ambition of being a warrior has ensured 
that, her father is disgusted, her mother embarrassed, and any if all 
males have begun seeing her as a form of abomination. Only those who 
wish to improve their own statues or whenever someone sees her body 
as alluring, would the males try to court. Almost all of them 
werea€ | jerks ; the human word suits these males. Often times she was 
always the reason why these courtships never evolved to anything more 
intimate . 

It wasn't until she had met Michael did her life actually 
becameaC i enjoyable . She thought she was happy on the field of battle, 
where she took out all of her aggression and anger on the weakest of 
her foes. Yet that doesn't even come close as she remembers being 
held by a Spartan, being kissed by human lips, and be cared for in 
general by this alien. She, as well as everyone else within the 
Covenant, believed the stories of the Spartans, of the demons, a 
never before seen alien race or monsters created by the humans evil 
minds. Never in her wildest dreams could she have guessed that the 
thing behind the armor is actually a loving and unbelievably kind 
man. And she wouldn't have imagined him becoming her suitor 
either . 

Her head jerks up when a figure strides through the open portal and 

proceeds down the corridor. She tenses, has the time for her 

punishment finally arrived? She waits in agonizing suspense as the 
person slowly makes his way down. She instantly tenses up and makes 

ready for action, maybe she could escape, or if it comes to it, she 

would die a Sangheili death in combat. Her hearts ache at the thought 
of never seeing Michael again, but she can't stand the thought of 
enduing a slow death. She wonders if her human suitor will miss her, 
or even remember her. That thought is almost enough to cause her to 
release a small whine, but she contains it. She will not show 
weakness, not here, not- 

The person finally steps in front of the bars and Shress's eyes widen 
in shock. Her muscles go lax upon seeing the last person she ever 
expected to see again. 

"Kova, " she whispers, more to confirm who she is seeing rather than 
questioning his appearance. 

The elderly soldier looks the same as ever. His silver Ranger suit 
shines brightly in the dimly lit corridor along with the plasma 
weapons held on his belt. He stands almost eye to eye with Shress as 
his age forces him to stoop a little, but he holds his head high, the 
mark of a strong warrior. 

However when she spoke his name, when she looks into his ancient 
eyes, the male actually looks away, as if he is in pain himself. 
Shress lowers her gaze as well as she remembers the last time she has 
seen the experienced veteran. He had become something like her second 
in command during the invasion of Reach, after she was promoted to 
Commander of her legion. Kova was always there, especially during the 
early days of her and Michael's relationship, he didn't know it, but 
he would control things while she would sneak away and meet with the 
Spartan. He was one of the few people who she would designate as 
being her friend, a comrade at arms and someone who she would 



occasionally speak with outside of the battles. However, when she 
left, she told him a lie, that it was predicted she would fall in a 
duel with the Spartan when in reality she helped the human escape and 
she went with him. She couldn't help but feel guilt and shame when 
she thinks of her betraying his trust and this frail friendship they 
had developed. 

However, the look on Kova's face suggests that whatever relationship 
they have had before has long since been destroyed. 

Finally, the Ranger looks up at her and says, "I am to take you to 
the hanger." 

Shress frowns at these words, "Why?" 

He glances at the wall behind her as he says in a lukewarm voice, "I 
am not required to answer youa€ i heretic . " 

Shress has been called that almost every day now, but she winces at 
her new title. Hearing it come from the mouth of someone who she has 
considered her friend has really hurt her to the core. 

Kova didn't look at her again while he unlocks the gate and the bars 
open up before her. 

She moves forward, but does not attack. She doesn't know why, but she 
just can't find it within her being to fight Kova, especially when 
she feels as if she is the guilty One in this situation. Kova must 
feel the same way as well for he doesn't reach for his weapons, 
almost as if he isn't expecting her to put up a struggle. Has the 
Prophets known of her and the Ranger's relationship? If so, she 
should be thankful that Kova wasn't put to death simply for knowing 
her, or are they just keeping him alive just to further her torment 
of the decisions she had made? 

She decides to remain silent, there is nothing that she can say, even 
if she explains, she has a feeling it would do more harm than good, 
especially on Kova's part. 

She feels the Ranger's hand on her shoulder, but he is careful not to 
scratch or harm her in any way. Instead, he simply nudges her as a 
silent order for her to move. Shress doesn't say anything, she just 
walks, with Kova striding behind her. 

They pass through the doors and walks through the hallways. As they 
travel Shress soon notices something; the ship was strangely silent. 
There is not a single being within the ship, except for the 
occasional Unggoy laborer that would waddle by, barking out a curse 
at the sight of the disgraced Zealot. She wonders where everyone is, 
what happen to the warriors? 

A cold chill causes her to shiver as she wonders if they have all 
been deployed. Are they now beginning their full invasion on Earth? 
How long will Michael and the other humans be able to- 

Her thoughts are interrupted when they enter the hanger; she looks up 
and gasps at what she sees. 


Positioned right outside the energy shield is the last thing she 
thought she would ever see; a holy ring. 



_It ' s beautiful_, are first words to come to her mind. Its everything 
she has imagine, they are far away enough so they are able to see the 
mechanical shell, but are close so they are able to see the inside of 
the structure. It reminds her of the surface of Earth, blue blots 
intercepting the flow of greenery that dominates the majority of the 
landscape . 

Yet along with the awe comes a sinking dreadful doubt that has been 
plaguing her for the past few cycles. Was everything that she was 
told has been nothing but a lie? Did Michael know of this? No, he 
would have told her, but what does this mean? She defied the Prophets 
and proclaims them to be false, yet here, before her, is evidence of 
their teachings, practically mocking her. 

"Glorious isn't it?" Kova finally speaks out. 

Shress says nothing for a moment before changing the subject, "Where 
am I to be transported?" 

Kova is quiet before he says, "you will see." 

There is a moment of awkwardness before Shress whispers, "I'm 
sorry . " 

There is a silence before she feels Kova ' s hot breath down her neck 
as he whispers back, "Why?" 

He didn't need to elaborate, there can only be one thing that he 
could have possibly meant. Why did she, the most determine female, 
the one who is supposed to hunt down and slaughter heretics, why did 
she of all people turn against the Covenant and all of their 
beliefs ? 

Shress could only sigh before whispering the only answer she could 
think of. 

"Because I love him." 

Kova leans back and looks puzzled, but Shress doesn't say anymore as 
she turns away. There is nothing more that needs to be said. 

* *Six POV** 

"Alright, now this is just weird," Six finally says. 

"After everything you went through and experienced, " Cortana says, 
"you find this weird?" 

Six shrugs as he looks out the window and into the dark waters. After 
clearing out temple after temple, slowly making their way to the 
large structure in the center of the lake, they found something in 
the last building that is strange, but unique. At first Six thought 
it was an elevator, until they got in and were sent down instead of 
up. Now here they are floating through the murky liquid, a fact that 
would have worried Six until Cortana informed him that the container 
is being pulled towards Regret's location by some kind of 
gravitational force, clearly more Forerunner technology. 


Six leans against the glass wall and carefully shift his weight 



trying not to let the Chief see, but fails. 

Instantly the II turns to him and asks, "Are your ribs troubling you 
Lieutenant ? " 

"I'm fine," Six says as he tries to ease the pressure in his 
side . 

"Sometimes I wonder if you and the Chief are twins, " Cortana muses to 
herself, "your bio says you're concussion is barely easing up and the 
rib is about ready to break through your stomach." 

Six shrugs, "I've been through worse." 

The small car comes to a sudden halt, causing the Spartans to freeze 
as they wonder if they have encountered a problem. That thought is 
eliminated when they start to ascend, speeding through the darkness 
until the remerge with a mighty splash. As soon as they come to a 
complete stop, the doors open for them. 

Without a word, the two armored warriors raise their rifles and files 
out. They look the room over, floor to ceiling before lowering their 
weapons. They are within a structure made of the same stones that 

makes up most of the ruins they have made their way through. Large 

windowless holes are carved at the top of the walls and are emitting 
in light and fresh air. The entrance ways are just as carefully cut 
only they have artistic grooves cut alongside the openings. Unlike 
the last few rooms they have gone through, this one is empty of any 
hostile forces. 

"All clear, " the Chief announces unnecessarily before gesturing for 
Six to take point. The III nods in confirmation as he brings up his 
BR55 and slowly makes his way through the first stone arch. 

The next room has an upper floor that has a visible walkway 

circulating it, windows and another entrance. It's clear, but with 
one exception. Set up in the middle of the room is a holographic 
projector, displaying something or someone. 

Six has never seen a Prophet before, but he is willing to bet 
everything at the moment that this is what one of them looks like, it 
certainly fits the image. The creature is humanoid, hunch over and is 
sitting in a small hovering device like an old grandparent in a 
wheelchair. It certainly looks like an elder, the skin is all lined 
and wrinkle, eyes sucked within the cranium; the only thing is that 
it's obviously an alien. Three fingers, a long neck that juts out its 
head before being lifted skywards and an oval like face. It is 
someone of high importance judging by the elegant details on its robe 
and the odd looking crown on top of its head. The being appears to 
bea€ | singing? Sure enough, it's speaking in a different tongue and 
moaning like the century old opera players of Earth. 

"What is this?" Chief asks as he steps up next to Six. 

The III shrugs, "maybe it's some sort of way for the Prophets to 
communicate with the troops, or it could be a Covenant version of 
television . " 

The Cheif is silent before saying, "Maybe, " he then turns to go with 
Six following when Cortana suddenly says, "wait." 



They pause for a second before she said, "bring me closer." 

The Chief returns his attention back to the floating image and 
approaches it. He is a foot away when Cortana's own miniature 
holographic image appears on top of the pedestal. 

She stares at the singing alien for a while as if she is studying it 
before saying to herself, "That's what I thought he said," she then 
turns back to face the two Spartans, "Truth is planning on activating 
Halo . " 

Six honestly couldn't imagine this natural and innocent looking world 
can be a weapon of mass destruction, but he isn't willing to test 
that theory. 

The Chief is silent as if calculating what he has just heard before 
asking, "Are you sure?" 

In answer, Cortana snaps her finger, switching the alien dialect the 
hologram is speaking to English. 

"I will lit this holy ring," the being said in a frail, but strong 
voice, "and cleanse this world and all who stands against me will 
face the wrath of-" he is interrupted when Cortana snaps her fingers 
again and the Prophet, Regret, switches back to his own 
language . 

"Pretty much," Cortana says with a solemn expression. 

"Terrific," Six mutters to himself. 

The Chief nods as if the agree before speaking into his comms, 
"Commander, we have a problem." 

"So I heard Chief," Miranda Keyes answers back. 

"According to the schematics we have obtained and Cortana's own 
personal notes," the Commander continues, "I am able to conclude that 
thisaC | construct requires a key for activation, an index much similar 
to the first Halo ring." 

"I bet the Covenant are thinking the exact same thing," Sergeant 
Johnson's voice breaks in. 

"Point taken Sarge, " Keyes addresses him before speaking to the 
Spartans again, "Johnson and I will start out to retrieve the index. 
Chief, Six, find Regret and eliminate him, he has given us all we 
need, once you're done, come and rejoin us. 

"Roger Commander, " Answer the Master Chief before turning to Six and 
nods, "we have our orders Lieutenant." 

"Copy that," is Six's reply as he brings up his rifle again and takes 
point as he heads to the next door. This one closed, made of stone 
and appearing like its apart of the wall, but as soon as the Spartan 
approaches, it slides open like how a regular human ship's 
would . 


Six is lead outside and he scans the open area. The sky blue waters 



and partially cloudy sky along with the green surroundings on the 
land highly contradicts Six's belief that this is a super weapon, but 
there's time for arguing later. There is a ramp that connects the 
building the two Spartans have just emerged from to some sort of pad 
in the middle of the water and directly across from the pad is the 
main temple. 

It appears similar to the other structures that the super soldiers 
have already taken over, but even from this distance, approximately 
ten kilometers. Six can see movement and guesses that its Regret's 
guards . 

With no other path obvious available to them, the two warriors goes 
down the ramp and approaches the pad. As they near it. Six notices 
that one side of the platform is bulging and that different beams and 
platform levels are also constructed, but only on that one side. 
Before he could ponder some more on this odd architecture attachment, 
they hear a low whistling sound originating from above them and 
instantly the two Spartans goes down low and locks their armor, 
waiting for a plasma bombardment to strike. 

However, instead of hearing the sizzling of stone being melted, they 
watch as metal canisters slams onto the pad, some almost a dozen in 
all, except for seven or eight of the containers which misses the pad 
and falls into the lake. Six concentrates on the nearest object and 
sees that's it's of human origin, with the UNSC acronym stamped on 
it. A second later, there is a hiss and a small opening appears, 
revealing a shotgun housed within the pod. Soon, the other cans 
hisses before parting and revealing a variety of firearms; rifles, 
pistols and even a rocket launcher. 

The two men unlock their defenses and stands back up before 
approaching, casually glancing up to ensure there is nothing else 
falling from the skies. With assurance that they are in the clear, 
they begin stocking up on their weapons. 

"Cortana, where did this come from?" Six questions as he finds one 
pod that contains a large pile of bullet magazines and starts 
pocketing as many as he could. 

"From the _In_ _Amber_ _Clad_ would be my best guess, " Cortana 
answers, "I guess Keye ' s growing fond of you boys." 

Ignoring the teasing, the Chief asks, "is there any way of getting to 
the central temple Cortana?" 

The A. I is quiet before announcing, "See the part of the dais that is 
different from the rest?" 

"Affirmative, " answers the Chief as he picks up a shotgun and looks 
it over. 

"That's another way of transport," Cortana informs them, "just get 
on, find the console in the middle of the structure and it will tow 
you to the temple." 

"Like a tram?" Six asks as he drops his dull knife before reaching 
into the supply drop pod and produces another more deadly 
blade . 



"Like a tram," confirms the A. I. 

"Very well, " the Chief says before looking at Six, "are you ready 
Lieutenant? " 

"Always Chief, " Six responds as he clips on a couple more frag 
grenades . 

Together the Spartans enter the open area that is practically three 
stories tall with three levels that is open all around. There is 
little or no cover at all should they get in a fight and the feeling 
of their bodies being light conflicts with the two humans as they 
realize this is another gravitational vehicle. 

Chief makes his way to the middle podium and finds a small console 
with a single brightly lit button in the middle. Six watches from the 
Chief from the rear as he presses down on the switch and there is a 
shudder. A bright beam of light shoots out from the central platform 
and is connected to the small artificial created island they are 
attempting to approach. A moment later, a humming sound fills the air 
and with no warning, they are slowly floating away from the podium 
and are now heading to the Temple. 

As the huge transporting vehicle makes it way to the temple. Six 
stands on the top deck and peers at the sky. It looks almost like a 
carbon copy of Earth, this whole planet resembles the human world and 
maybe even Reach. He tries not to let those thoughts capture him, 
especially now when he feels like he is close to getting Shress 
back . 

He now hardens his gaze and searches the clouds, but he cannot even 
make out the distinct shape of a Covenant ship. Is she still there? 

Is she here with Regret? Is she even alive? 

He visibly finches at the thought. The idea of Shress being dead 
isa€ | unacceptable . He refuses to even think further on the subject. 
She is the first thing in his life that makes him happy and having 
her so close to him feels so right. He thought of all the times they 
could have, would have, killed each other, but their customs and laws 
prevented them from ever committing the act. Still though, there is 
the fact that she is an alien. His enemy. Of all the people he could 
have fallen for it had to be her. He does not regret his decisions, 
but still, it's at times like these when he wonders about their 
relationship, wonders of her, being so far now. The moment he told 
himself that he'll never let her go, she was taken, probably 
forever . 

"How are you Lieutenant?" Cortana suddenly breaks in. 

Six is silent before saying, "I'm fine." 

"Nice try," she counters, "I know something is wrong when the Chief 
is the one saying more words then you." 

The III shakes his head, "Cortana, you know full well what's 
troubling me." 

"Yeah well, do you want to talk about it?" she asks. 

"I rather not," Six says in reply. 



"You still didn't tell me how it is that you two crazy love birds 
meet," she says with a obvious grin in her voice. 

"It's a long story," Six says on an attempt to ward off further 
questions, he honestly has no idea what it is he should tell her, 
what can he tell her? He's still trying to figure out the 
relationship he and Shress are in as well. 

"It's a long trip," objects Cortana, "there is of plenty of time to 
tell me and I swear, I won't share it with anyone." 

Six is silent for a while before asking, "Including the 
Chief?" 

"Until he figures it out," Cortana informs him, "he's silent, but not 
dumb Lieutenant, it won't take him long to figure out what's going on 
between you two . " 

Six is still debating, trying to think of an excuse before he finally 
sighs in defeat. 

"You're not going to leave up until I talk, will you?" Six 
questions . 

"You got it," Cortana answers with an obvious grin. 

Six muses over his unique standing for another good minute before he 
sighs and says, "honestly Cortana I don't know how it happened, it 
just happened." 

"Can you be more specific?" The A. I presses. 

Six suddenly feels himself become defensive, "Why do you want to know 
this Cortana?" 

"For future reference," Cortana says instantly, "and besides, if it's 
possible for a Spartan and a Sangheili to love, then perhaps there 
really is hope for humanity." 

"You didn't believe before?" Six asks. 

He hears her sigh, "the fact that the Spartans are humanity's 
greatest weapons and that they too are dying are my primary doubts 
Six, all this data has lead me to conclude that this could be the 
final year before we are extinct, but then you appeared, with a 
Sangheili lover in tow no less." 

Six feels his face burn, "We didn't get _that_ close Cortanaa€|we 
probably never will," he adds as an afterthought. 

"I'm sure it won't be as bleak as you believe it will be Six," 

Cortana sooths, "most humans believe they love, but they never truly 
show it, all that they show is that they are only interested in 
having sex, they don't care if the person is the love of their lives, 
very few such couples exist as I am aware. Yet here you are, a busted 
head, broken rib, possible internal bleeding and surrounded by 
Covenant soldiers, yet you are still willing to follow her to the end 
of the Earth, and the fact that your hormones have been suppressed 
greatly makes this more interesting." 



Six is sure he is going to die of embarrassment at any second now, 
"Cortana, my hormones weren't suppressed, how else could I be feeling 
this way for Shress?" 

"Did I not just answer you Six?" She asks in a suddenly serious tone, 
"Because you do love her and your medical profile does show that your 
hormones have been suppressed, whether you like it or not Lieutenant, 
you are truly in love with Shress." 

Six thinks on her words, playing them through his head. So it's not 
his body that has been craving for Shress, it has been him all along, 
and he didn't even know it. 

Love. Yes, he is in love. He tightens his hand into a fist. And he is 
going to tell Shress this the moment he sees her, the moment he gets 
her out, then they '11- 

"Get ready," the Chief's voice suddenly breaks in, "we're about to 
make landfall." 

Six curses himself for dazing out, he didn't see the large temple 
until they are practically a couple of meters away from it. 

He does one last run down on his gear when Cortana speaks to him 
again, "you still did not tell me the full story Six." 

The III moans before stating, "I'll tell you later." 

"That's what you said last time," she says in a voice that is laced 
with false hurt. 

"Cortana," Six growls out, "not now." 

He pulls back on the bolt of his rifle and looks up just as the 
floating structure comes to a halt and connects with the Temple. The 
place is nearly ten stories tall, spiraling towers, dirt stained 
blocks and ancient ruins cover the walls. A large staircase leads 
inside, a huge gaping hole at the front that casts a big shadow in 
the doorway. 

"Where are all the guards?" Six asks, "You would have thought the 
Regret would have an army here with him." 

"They're all probably inside," the Chief thinks out loud as he scans 
the outside of the building once more with his shotgun. 

Six sighs, "Then this is another ambush." 

"Most likely" agrees the Chief. 

Before Six could say anything else, they hear a loud and very 
distinct boom, causing them to look up. Flying within the planet's 
atmosphere is a Covenant Assault Carrier. 

The Chief got on his comms, "Commander, we have-" 

He is interrupted when there is another explosion of thunder and a 
second ship joins the first. Six suddenly feels anxious; handling 
Regret's single ship is already a tough challenge, but now with 



three- 


That is when the rest came. It sounds like rapid firing cannons are 
being shot off as one by one; more and more Assault Carriers fills 
the skies. Six's heart just about drops at what he is seeing, ten, 
fifteen, twenty nine, thirty six, forty five, he loses count after 
reaching a hundred and sixty two, and they're still coming. 

"That, " Cortana says in a grave tone, all traces of amusement from 
their previous conversation is gone, "that is largest Covenant Fleet 
we've ever seen, any on record." 

As soon as she finishes that last word, a sonic boom explodes and 
appearing suddenly out of nowhere is a ship unlike any other the 
Spartan has ever seen. It's huge, it looks to the same size a planet, 
has a huge bulbous head and a trailing tail like structure that runs 
down from the center of its main bulge dime, shaping it almost like a 
mushroom. Yet the structure reminds him of a jelly fish, it has some 
sort of transparent aura surrounding its bottom, like tentacles or 
something, its purplish hue certainly helps in establishing that 
image. By all standards, the Halo ring is a unbelievable wonder, but 
the giant vessel above them is definitely worth noticing as 
well . 

"Cortana what is that thing?" Six asks though he has a very good idea 
what it could be. 

"That's it," Cortana says gravely, "that's High Charity, the 
Covenant ' s holy city and the closest thing they have to a 
capital . " 

Six nods in agreement, he wonders how many could fit in the massive 
space station and roughly estimates that perhaps over three billion 
beings could live within. 

"We have to finish this, " Cortana announces in a determine voice, 
"find Regret and stop him now before he gets reinforcements." 

Six tilts his head slightly before looking to the Chief and asks, 
"Does Cortana sound hostile to you." 

The Chief merely nods, "she's right though," he looks to Six and 
says, "lets finish this," with that, he leads the way inside. 

Six looks up at the massive fleet above them one last time, so close 
that he can see their bay doors but so clustered he is having a hard 
time counting them all, before hurrying after Chief and said, "Copy 
that . " 

Stepping with light steps while also being quick, the Spartans 
travels up the stairs and comes to a halt in front of the entrance. 
Glancing around corners and the open ceiling above, they look for any 
danger, but so the place is empty. This should have comforted Six, 
but for some reason when you can't find your enemy in their own 
territory this tends to get someone a little paranoid. 

At the other end of the room is another door, much smaller, but for 
some reason looking just as sinister. The two iron clad warriors 
approaches and got on either side of the opening. They look up; nod 
to one another, before Chief waves an arm in front of the door. 



causing it to part open. Six rushes in with his rifle at the ready 
while the Chief follow with his shotgun held high. 

They are in a hallway, but it only went five meter or so before 
meeting a corner that all points to the right. The Chief looks at Six 
and makes rapid hand gestures, instructing him to go left while he 
takes the right. The III nods to the command and turns on his heel, 
heading down the corridor. Each step he takes causes a loud clap to 
sound as his feet practically announce his presence. 

He feels a light sweat starting to fall and it wasn't because his 
armor cooling system malfunctioned. He feels his chest starting to 
ache painfully, having a hard time focusing while his tired muscles 
screams at him that they have been pushed pass their limits, but he 
urges himself on. 

He stops at the end of his journey and peeks out to see what lies 
before them. 

There is a stairway that takes him down to path, heads right before 
meeting another path that is parallel to Six's, perhaps from the 
Master Chief's position. The merged trail than heads further towards 
the end of a huge hall, flanked by water that is held in a large 
fountain like containers, the liquid so still and flat it looks solid 
enough to walk on. Positioned on either side of the small roadway are 
towers that form arches, each with the symbol of a ring at the 
center. Sitting beneath the last ring on a raised stone podium is a 
figure sitting on a hover chair. The figure is wearing fabulous 
clothing, looks to be centuries old and has a golden crown on his 
head. This is him; this is Regret. 

The alien must have seen either him or the Chief for he barks out in 
his language, something that sounds like a command. 

"Cortana what's he sayi-" the Chief is interrupted when Cortana 
shouts, "it's a trap! Move Spartans!" 

Six just barely sees the bright green light out of the corner of his 
eyes when he hurls himself forward and rolls down the steps. He comes 
up in a crouch and hears the explosion behind him as the Fuel Rod hit 
the floor and not the Spartan. He then he hears a loud roar that 
causes him to look up. 

Emerging from the shadows of the arches and running from hidden 
passages are a dozen Sangheilis, all wearing some sort of gold and 
amber armor top with some sort of helmet design he has never seen 
before. They are wielding everything, plasma rifles. Carbines, Fuel 
Rod Launchers, energy swords and glowing spears. Yet what catch his 
attention are their war cries, so full of fury, hatred and an 
unbelievable show of ferocity. There's no question, whoever these 
Elites are they are n entirely different breed of soldiers that the 
UNSC doesn't know about, who are obviously more dedicated than the 
destructive Zealots. 

He shivers, does this mean that they are better than Zealots, than 
Shress. He doesn't want to get in a square fight with these beings, 
but there is no other choice. He loads his rifle, and rushes forward 
while bringing up his BR55, sights his target and fires. 


The shields of one Sangheili glows bright orange, another feature he 



hasn't heard of either. Realizing this is a whole new level for the 
Spartans, Six finds cover behind a guardrail post as he unhooks a 
grenade, pops it and hurls it over his head in a blind throw. The 
Elites recognize the danger and jumped out of the way as the 
fragmental grenade releases its fire. It also peppers the aliens with 
shrapnel, but their shields kept them Safe, they didn't even change 
color showing whether or not if the shields are weakening. 

Six hears a loud blast and looks to his right to see the Chief in a 
similar position but he is leaning out and firing his shot gun. 

Seeing that this may be their only chance. Six peeks out of cover as 
well and fires. 

Three rounds work their way diagonally up the Elite's bodies before 
they are knocked back by a devastating discharge from the Chief's 
weapon. However even with their combine might, the shields are still 
holding and there are no clear sign whether they are making a 
dent . 

Finally pent up with being shot up, the Sangheili formed their ranks 
and lashes out with their own ordinance. Plasma hisses above his 
head, forcing the Spartan to hide behind cover as his shield levels 
are starting to decelerate. He hears a roar and realizes that as they 
are being pin down, the Sangheili is also charging as well. He sees 
movement in the corner of his eye and turns to see an Elite with an 
energy sword bearing down on the Chief. Six aims his rifle and fires, 
but with little results as the shield protects the Sangheili as it 
rounds on the Chief's cover and brings down the blade. 

However, at the last possible second, the Chief jumps to his feet and 
evades the deadly arch of energy. Before the Sangheili could try 
again, he grabs its wrist with one hand before bringing down his 
other arm with enough destructive force to deactivate it's shield. 

The Elite howl, but the Chief isn't finish, he uses the same hand 
that he broke the Sangheili arm with and slams it into the creature's 
chest, causing it to bring it's head down out of reflex until it is 
closer to him. He then grabs the neck and twists. Six heard the break 
clear across the room and watches as the alien topples 
over . 

Realizing the only other way of dispatching their foes quickly is to 
fight in hand to hand combat. Six should his rifle and instead brings 
out his pistol and knife. They need to get this done as soon as 
possible before more Covenant troops arrive, this is their only 
chance at eliminating a prophet and they aren't going to let him go 
this easily. His mind briefly flashes to Shress before he shakes his 
mind clear, he needs to concentrate, it's now or never, he'll kill 
Regret and save Shress if it's the last thing he do. 

He hurdles his weak cover and scans his foes. About six are facing 
him while the other five are concentrating on the Chief, but they 
pause in their shooting, probably caught by surprise by Six's sudden 
emergence. Using this to his advantage. Six charges into action. 

His nearest target is an Elite with a plasma rifle that is being 
lightly held and unable to be put to use when Six crashes into it. He 
raises a foot and slams it into the Sangheili 's knee, causing the 
shield to disburse from the close contact and crumbles until it's eye 
to eye with Six. He then buries his knife into the alien's eye, 
twists and kicks the dying being away from him. 



The other Elites roar at the sight of one of their own being 
dispatched, but they are silence when Six twirls around and fires his 
pistol into the face of the nearest Sangheili. The energy shield 
barley diminishes but that doesn't bother it as it rushes at Six with 
its odd looking staff. It thrusts, but Six is ready. He sidesteps the 
staff, grabs it with one hand while he forms his other into a fist 
and slams it into the alien's chest. It stumbles back. Six takes this 
time to twirl the staff in a circular motion until the blade is now 
facing the Elite. It barely registers this when Six throws it with a 
flick of his hand and it flies before burying itself in the Elite's 
face . 

Its falling to the floor when one of the Elites, the one with the 
Fuel Rod Launcher, roars and fires at him. Six practically dances 
around as bolts of unconditional rage flies past him. He shrugs his 
arm and holds his rifle in one hand as he fires at the Elite. 

However, the remanding four Sangheili rejoins the fight as they bring 
up their weapons and commences firing. Six tries to dodge, but he 
notices its becoming uncomfortably warm within his suit, if he 
doesn't get to cover soon, he's going to be- 

A sudden ray flashes in front of him and slices towards the Spartan. 
He ducks and rolls back before coming back up and glancing in the 
direction that the shot had come from. Levitating off the podium is 
Regret, his face etched with a hateful scowl while the front of his 
chair glows and fires another gold beam, this one aimed at the Chief 
though. The Spartan sees the danger and dives to the floor; the beam 
flies over him and hits the wall, melting through within a matter of 
seconds . 

Six couldn't believe this, now they have an old maniac in a floating 
chair trying to kill them while they are combating against the 
Elites, what's next? In answer, one the Elites resumes firing. Six's 
shield is close to breaking, but in the corner of his eyes he notices 
that Regret is angling towards him once more, beam powering and the 
Spartan has an idea. He runs to the opposite wall, causing Regret to 
fire his mechanism and slice across the room in an attempt to kill 
the III. Six rushes past the Sangheilis, getting hit occasionally by 
their plasma, but he ignores it. He comes to the opposite wall and 
instead of stopping; he puts one foot against the bottom of the 
structure before propelling himself upwards. The beam comes close to 
slicing him, but he arches his back and flips himself over until he 
lands on the floor again and turns to survey the scene. 

Just as he hoped would happen. Regret, consume with rage and no doubt 
fear, had fired without thinking. In his eagerness to kill Six, he 
had run the beam through the Elites and has sliced them all in half, 
leaving a large bloody mess, now there is nothing between the Prophet 
and the Spartan. 

Regret immediately backs himself away from Six and starts firing 
again. Six hits the floor as the ray appears and narrowly misses the 
Spartan. He looks up at Regret and watches him back his way to the 
other side of the room. Suddenly Six realizes something, he looks 
around for the Chief, but couldn't see him, only dead bodies of the 
Elites . 


He turns his attention back to Regret just as he is charging his 
laser again, making ready to fire when something jumps from the 



shadow and latches onto Regret's chair. The beam shot went wild and 
Six had to dive out of the way again as the destructive light flashes 
across the room and scars the interior of the temple. 

Six looks back and watches the series of unfolding events. The Chief 
has pulled himself up and is practically staring into Regret's 
terrified face. He is screaming his native tongue as he tries to lift 
himself from the chair but is too frail to manage it. The Chief then 
produces a knife and before Regret could do anything further, the 
Chief grabs his long neck and buries his blade in the side of the 
Prophet's upper throat and twists with a savage like force. Six is a 
few meters away, but even from his distance he can see Regret's eyes 
bulge before they went slack and his head starts to droop. There is a 
loud chiming noise and the Chief jumps off the chair just before it 
falls and crashes into the floor, crushing Regret's body in the 
process . 

Slowly, Six walks over in a daze like fashion and looks down at the 
fallen throne as a dark substance flows from beneath it, blood 
probably. The Chief has fallen in crouch before he stands back up and 
takes position next to Six. 

"I think he's out of the fight," Six says a she continues to stare at 
the pooling liquid. 

"Good," the Chief says, "one less Prophet to worry about." 

Six looks at the II and says, "Nice job Chief." 

The Master Chief nods, "you too as well sir." 

Before Six could comment about being called sir again, the floor 
shakes and loose bits of dust and fragments of the roof rains down on 
them . 

"Cortana, what's happening?" Six asks. 

"The Covenant have started to bombard the ring," the A. I, answers, 

"we need to get out of here right now." 

"Copy, " the Chief says as the two Spartans turn on their heels and 
sprint. They race up the stairs, pass the piles of corpses and out 
the door. They make it outside but stop to stare. A bright glowing 
light is making its way to them, the intense heat is so great that 
Six could feel it through his armor. 

"This way, " the Chief suddenly orders as he jumps down the stairs, 
"towards the back." 

Six doesn't say anything as he jumps as well and runs after the 
Chief. However the beam is moving towards them at a steady pace 
before it starts to swallow the temple. The giant tram is gone, there 
is no underwater elevator or any other types of transports. Six knows 
this is futile, but he kept running for all his worth, they need to 
survive before- 

A sudden detonation takes place as the Temple explodes. Six feels 
himself being picked up and thrown, flying end over end through the 
skies, pictures of the skies and the lake passing through his visor 
before he finally crashes with a huge splash. 



He is disoriented as he begins to sink like a rock. Panic seizes him 
and he tries to swim, but his body isn't responding, what is 
happening, has he been paralyzed? Has his armor lock activated 
without him knowing? 

"I need to get out; I have to get out," he tells himself as if the 
force of sheer will can get his immobile body to move again. However, 

nothing is working, he is still sinking, the water cools his armor, 

but the sunlight is slowly disappearing the farther and farther he 
goes, ten meters, twenty, thirty, he can barely even see the azure 
skies now. 

This is it, he realizes, he is going to drown, this is far worse than 
being attacked by a hundred Covenant soldiers on the battlefield. He 
tries one last time to move, he uses all his strength, but not even a 

finger twitches, he can feel his body but he can't command it. 

He sighs in frustration but also recognize this is how it's going to 
end. Unexpectedly, he feels his eyes starting to burn and his throat 
becomes dry as he thought of Shress. He's going to miss her, her 
laugh, her smile, her very presence, she is everything that makes him 
feel whole, feel loved, feel human. He feels sorrow mingle with 
happiness, chances of him meeting and falling in love with his enemy 
is very improbable, but it happen, and he is thankful for that. 

He heard the old saying of living life without regret, but now at the 
bottom of the sea he feels a lot of them pile up. He is sorry for not 
spending more time with Shress, for not doing everything possible to 
save her, to free hera€ | to tell her that he loves her. 

"I'm sorry," he whispers to himself as he closes his eyes and waits 
for the inevitable. This is like Reach all over again, but he knows 
that Shress isn't around to save him this time. This time he is on 
his own, he is going to pass. 

He allows the silent tears to fall, but they suddenly widen when he 
feels something grip his arms. He is suddenly tugged further into the 
darkness, but this time with purpose as something pulls him along. He 
fears it's a large predatory beast and tries to jerk away, but his 
body still won't listen. Suddenly his body starts to shut down as if 
he has just been pumped full of medication and he starts to get 
drowsy against his will. 

However before he loses consciousness, his heart just about stop when 
he hears something thrum in his head, like a massive drum has been 
hit and a voice, a voice that rattles the very interior of his mind 
as it speaks in a slow and almost mythical voice. 

"This place is not your tomb, " the voice announces in his head, "but 
you may staya€ | for nowa€ | " 

**Sorry for the long delay, my life is keeping me busy. ** 

**Also, on a minor note, I realize this is the one year anniversary 
sine I started this story. A lot has changed in the past year, but 
nevertheless, thank you for reading and supporting my story, I hope 
you enjoyed . * * 



27 . Who ' s Fault 


**AN: Sorry for the long wait, I had really, really important 
paperwork to take care of and it took up much of my time, I hope you 
can understand. Again, it's been a while since I played the game and 
I am aware there are Youtube videos about the game, but I have 
difficulty getting access to them and watching them.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Who ' s Fault ?<strong> 

Shress continues to stare at the floor before risking a glance up. 

One of the Sangheili guards snarls at the action, but she growls in 
return, showing her defiance, yet remaining still. 

She is flanked by two Honor Guards in their ceremonial armor and 
crowns, spears rests in their hands while plasma rifle hangs from 
their belts. Aside from the guards, she is alone in the small pulsing 
room as it showers the area with its purple light. They are now 
within the mega ship known as High Charity; a honorable and sacred 
place that most Covenant species would see as glorious. But not her, 
not after knowing the truth, it is a place of lies and deception. 

Is it a lie though, the Ring exists, and the Prophets have 
always- 

She shakes her head angrily. No, she has seen their true colors and 
they are anything but glorious. She finishes with a final snarl and 
tries to think, but that has proven to be a difficult thing in the 
past . 

They have been waiting for what felt like cycles to Shress, how long 
does it take to decide how to kill a heretic? 

She spent most of the units being frustrated with how her mind is 
working. On one hand she tries not to think of her impending death, 
yet the only other thing that is on her mind is her suitor, 

Michael . 

She doesn't want to think about him, yet at the same time she dreams 
of him. It brings her pain yet comfort to think of her human. The 
thought of running her hand through his soft hair, scratching him on 
his chest and connecting her mandibles and bringing them to his lips, 
fills her with warmth and kindness she was often denied throughout 
her life. She wonders where he is, does he know where she is, does he 
know she is about to meet her demise? She wishes she could see him 
one last time or at the very least to leave a message, one that she 
should have told him a long time ago; that she loves him. 

She sighs and looks down. 

"Ready to break heretic?" one of the guards asks. 

She is about to growl again in reply when they hear a hiss as a door 
unravels . 

The Sangheilis all stiffen as they catch the same scent; rotten 
flesh, age old blood and an odor that reeks of decay. They look and 
their eyes widen at what they see, a sight that none of them could 



ever imagine seeing. 


Entering are two of the Prophets, the most holiest beings in the 
universe, a honor for the Sangheili soldiers, but not for Shress who 
has already met their acquaintance and know of their contained 
malice. However it is who they are with that they couldn't believe 
they are seeing, flanking the Prophets are two Jiralhanaes, and the 
giant smelly savages are wearing sacred battle armor that is similar 
to the Sangheili 's. 

The Sangheili are too stunned to utter a word, or to even breathe as 
they watch the group approach and stop in the middle of the room. 

Both holy leaders' look generally displeased and their glowering eyes 
are settled on the three former occupants of the room. Shress knows 
why they hate her, but what has her fellow Sangheili done to have 
earned their anger? 

"Leave us," Truth suddenly commands, "now." 

The two guards exchange confused looks, but do as they are ordered. 
They turn to leave, but then Truth calls out, "and give your weapons 
to your replacements." 

The whole world seems to have stopped for Shress. She has become the 
first female Zealot, has served countless campaigns, betrayed her 
people and the Covenant and has become romantically involved with a 
human, with a demon. But this however makes her head spin; the 
Sangheili, the oldest, deadliest and most faithful of the Covenant 
has been replaced, by savages. 

The guards appear to be unable to process what is going on for a 
moment before one of them steps forward and release a low growl . 
Shress knows she is the one in trouble, but she feels ready to stand 
and fight as well, this is an ancient honor that is reserve for the 
Sangheili race and only the Sangheili race. 

The Jiralhanaes must have sense the tension in the air for they too 
lumber forward, lift their heads up high and drops their jaws, 
revealing their blunt teeth. 

However before the first blown could be thrown. Truth bellows, 

"Enough ! " 

The force behind the words are strong despite the speaker's weaken 
body. The two species steps away from the other, but it is obvious 
who has won. The Jiralhanaes wear an ugly sneer of victory while the 
Sangheilis back away with their faces lowered, with shame obvious on 
their faces. 

"Your weapons," Truth finally says, "now." 

There is a moment of stillness before the former guards move. With 
indecisive movement, they take a few tentative steps, but they stop 
in front of their replacements. With an equal amount of slowness, the 
Sangheilis present their spears to their successors. The brutish 
creatures swipe the holy weapons from their grasps and one of them 
chortles . 

Shress hopes that this would provoke the warriors to act, but instead 
they seem to shrink further within themselves. Was this how she was 



like before leaving the Covenant? Would she have hid in shame or 
would she have bite back? Truth be told, if she was still a part of 
the holy conjugation, if she was still a believer of the Great 
Journey and of their great crusade, she probably be humiliated 
herself . 

"You may leave now," Truth instructs. 

The two guards merely nods before turning and proceeds towards the 
exit. Shress watches with great sadness as they left, true they are 
her enemies now, but they are of the same species and she knows how 
much of a gash this will have on their honor. 

The door opens and they take their leave, it is as she is watching 
them leave when a new person arrives, coming just before the doors 
closed . 

At first she couldn't identify him, he is wearing odd body armor that 
is black and appears to be old. She smells the musk of a male and a 
familiar scent, one that for some reason causes her to stiffen in 
alarm. He is taller than her by a unit or two, has a sword and 
blaster attach to his hip and scars lacing his body. The armor covers 
most of his skin and his face, leaving her with only his eyes to 
identify. They eye her for a moment before looking down again, but in 
that small span though her memory finally li with recognition and she 
feels her mandibles part in shock. 

"Thel 'Vadamee?" she finally questions, wondering if her vision 
deceives her. 

He glances up briefly with mild interest, confirming his identity, 
before giving her a growl and lowering her head back to the floor, as 
if he isa€ | defeated . 

The former blood thirsty Commander she has met on Reach is gone 
though, now here stands the twisted remains of the male. Now she 
makes the connection, a excellent combat commander who looks worn, 
ancient body armor and the fact that he is still breathing leaves 
only one possibility to what has happen to him. He has shamed himself 
and the Prophets has seen fit to make him the Arbiter, their 
dishonored champion who will spend the rest of his life fighting for 
them but never gaining forgiveness for his mistakes nor will he ever 
be able to redeem himself. This is as low as any Sangheili could 
possibly fall, to wage war without gaining glory. 

"Ah," Truth says with amusement clear in his tone, "I see you know 
each other." 

Shress remains silent while Thel makes a disgusted noise in his 
throat . 

"Well it doesn't matter," voices in Mercy, "you two are connected 
now, its best you heretics stick together." 

Heretics? She eyes Thel closely, what could he have possibly done to 
deserve the rank of Arbiter. 


"No doubt you have seen what has happened to your race, have you not 
Vdam?" Truth asks, suddenly turning on her. 



She does her best not to shiver, "I do not see what that would have 
anything to do with me," she answers truthfully. 

"It has everything to do with you," Mercy says as he floats closer to 
the Sangheilis, "first, you dialed to kill the demons, you failed in 
retrieving the artifact, and you have deceived your brothers before 
leaving the path forever," he finishes with a sneer. 

"And you, " Truth continues, looking to Arbiter, "you failed in 
preventing the humans from escaping their destruction, in fact, you 
practically chased them to the first holy Ring, allowed them to 
decimate it and eventually destroy it, all the while you watched from 
your ship, allowing this unspeakable blasphemy to occur." 

Shress is now staring as she takes in these stunning revelations. 
There was another Ring? There's more than one? And the humans 
destroyed it? If this is true, than how could the Great Journey truly 
be real if- 

"It is then that we realize," Mercy states, "that your species is 
finally falling, with each new heresy growing after the other." 

"It was with the mosta€ | regret ful of sorrows," Truth says slowly, 
"that we came to the conclusion that your people can no longer be 
trusted, " his cold dark eyes bore into the two Sangheilis before 
finishing with, "you have failed." 

Shress wanted to defy them, what can she say? What is there to say? 

Is she even considered to be one to defend her own race when she 
herself has left them? 

"And now with the death of our brother Regret, " reveals Mercy, "it 
became clear we needed to move with immediate action, " he waves at 
the two Jiralhanaes, "drastic action." 

Regret is dead? Shress couldn't believe it for a moment. The Prophet 
has been a deadly obstacle to her before and is the one who has 
tormented her when she first discovered her attachment for Michael. 

To hear that he is dead adds to the growing pile of unbelievable and 
impossible events that fills her baffled mind. 

"So if there is anyone to blame for the downfall of the Sangheili 
race, " Truth says, "it is yourselves and your own 
infractions . " 

Shress couldn't breathe for a moment. All she wanted in life was to 
prove her place, to show her worth for her people and the Covenant. 
Now here she is being told she is responsible for her people's fall 
from grace. 

"There is nothing you can do to help yourselves, " Truth says 
tactfully, "howevera€ | there may be a way to better your people's 
standing . " 

Shress wanted to roar at them. Do they really think that they can 
make her do their biddings? 

But thena€ | her mind turns to her people. She has left them, but that 
decision has not bode well with her, in fact in the past few days she 
has dwelled with guilt at the memory. She has always hoped to 



contribute in some way, to achieve glory for them, for her keep, for 
her family. No matter how much she wishes to deny she knows the 
answer within her soul, there is no way she can truly leave her 
people . 

Now they are hurting, bleeding and humiliated because of her. Is 
there some way for her to help though, she has no regrets for what 
she has done, but she can't stand the thought of the younglings she 
has disgraced, who she has ruined even before they could walk or 
fight . 

She sighs knowing there is only one answer to what is to come. 

Truth has been silent and for a moment she wonders if he knows of the 
inner struggles that are going through her mind. The thought disturbs 
her, but before she can think further on it, he speaks. 

"There is a way of opening the path, to begin the Great Journey, " the 
Prophet says, "we need to activate this instillation, and there is 
only one way of achieving that goal." 

"With an ancient structure, " Mercy picks up, "lies the key, a sacred 
icon that will begin the journey, " he then holds up his hands as he 
looks to the former warriors of the Covenant before him, "and, in 
humble acknowledgment for your people's thousands of years of 
service, we will include your species in the march to glorious 
salvation . " 

"But not you personally, " Truth injects, "because of your actions, 
you will die, " he stares at Shress with complete loathing and 
repugnance, "and you shall be left behind." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Am I dreaming?<p> 

_Nice soft hands holding him, carrying him. Someone is tickling him, 
making him laugh hysterically ._ 

He tries to move a hand, but could not, something is wrong. 

_He is giggling as he watches from a tree as two figures walks below 
them, calling out for him to come eat, unaware that he is above 
them_. 

It feels like he is in space, or underwater, a feeling of lightness 
is present, almost like he is floating. 

_They all came, all gathering around to see something. He pushes his 
way through the crowd and looks at a wrapped buddle in a little crib. 
Who is it?_ 

His eyes are open, but he couldn't see. Every so often the blackness 
is pierce by an iris of light, but this would only last for a couple 
of seconds before fading again. 

_He is playinga€ | something, someone is chasing him throughout the 
structure and he is laughing hysterically before someone, a figure 
who is smaller than the rest, finally grabs him and lifts him up 
high. _ 



Where is he? What happened? He is having a hard time remembering, is 
he even awake? Is he alive? 

_Suddenly someone screams. Everyone is rushing to the door, pauses, 
then they in turn would start screaming. _ 

Move, he commands his body, move. 

_One of the figures holds him in its arms, they are running outside, 
he looks and sees something big in the skies. Something that is 
glowing as it releases a bright beam that is striking the ground. In 
the distance he sees smoke, something is burning. Soon more and more 
dark clouds came like a huge storm, he has never seen anything like 
it ._ 

He tries tensing his muscles and relaxing them as a means to break 
whatever it is that is holding him captive, but to no avail. 

_There is a person with a gun keeping them from the small ship before 
them. The person holding him is crying, begging as he or she holds 
him out to the gun wielder. After a few minutes, the gunman takes him 
from the person's arms and takes him inside the ship._ 

He opens and closes his mouth, trying to call out, but nothing is 
fore coming. 

_He hit, kick and bites, but the people who now surrounds him are 
mean. They push him to the floor and yell at him. He wanted the 
others to come too; he doesn't want to be alone. However he feels the 
ship shaking, he looks out a window to see the group of people he was 
with, waving at him through the window. _ 

"Regret, " he finally voices, "we killed Regret, " but what happened 
after that? 

_He is banging on the glass, screaming for them, but the ship is now 
ascending and all he sees are the huge space ships, alien vessels, 
nothing like what he has seen in picture books, firing on his home, 
on the people he was with._ 

"Chief, " he finally calls out, "Cortana, " after a moment there is no 
response . 

_Pain, fire, and suffering are all that came after that. He was 
beaten and molded into a soldier, into something that can fight 
against the monsters. _ 

He twists and turns at his invisible restraints. 

_He kills hundreds, but they kill thousands. _ 

He thrashes around in another attempt to escape. 

_His brothers and sisters are being killed; Spartan Ill's are 
becoming just as rare as the II's._ 

He resorts to violence as he now throws punches and lashes out with 
kicks, but nothing is coming. 



_It'll be all over in a matter of months. It doesn't take a genius to 
see that, soon, they will all be extinct, soon there will be nothing 
left 

He has to get out, he has to get out, to get back toa€|toa€| 

What is there to go back to? 

Humanity is dead; there is no point in denying it any further. Why 
fight, perhaps he is already dead. Is that where he is, in the realm 
of the dead? Slowly, his body becomes lax and his eyes are no longer 
fighting to remains open. There is nothing left, no more reason to go 
on . 

He may as well surrender. 

_Now he is in bed, holding something in his arms. He peers and 
studies it curiously, waiting for it to wake perhaps_. _Then, like a 
fog thinning, the object comes into greater focus and he watches in 
fascination as the thing is revealed to have arms, legs, and a head. 
Slowly, his hands register the feel of leather, long curves, and a 
warmth fills him as he holds the new person closer to him, he can't 
quite remember, but he likes the warmth being provided. After a 
second of waiting, he now sees that the person ins't human. _ 

"Who is that?" he questions, but there is no answer. 

_He is sitting on a rock as he converse with someone. The scene is 
peaceful; he is in a mountain range with beautiful plants and natural 
formation swirling around him as he talks to the person. He doesn't 
know who it is, but it's not human. Yet he doesn't feel afraid, he 
instead feels comfort and a soothing sensation as he takes note of 
the person and something breaks through his mind._ 

"Shea€|she is beautiful," he mummers. 

_He is on the floor, pinned to the ground while something huge is 
holding him down. He is bleeding from the side of his body, his 
muscles are screaming and a brief sense of panic is closing in on 
him. However the feeling is chased away as he continues to observe 
the creature laying on him. Curiosity takes its place instead as 
watches his opponent. It's an alien, a Covenant species that is known 
for its cold fury and calculating mind. It is a creature he hates and 
wants to kill. Yet there is something different, it isn't the more 

wavy form of the alien, but something else, like an outside aura is 

drawing him to her ._ 

"Strong, " he ticks off in his mind, "cunning, 
honorableaC | loving. " 

_They are speaking civility now. They hold a mutual respect for one 
another and it is then that this gorgeous creature finally speaks, 
finally proclaims her identity. _ 

"Shress . " 

_It is like a dam has been smashed and his mind is flooded with a 
torrent of memories. He knows her, he likes her, he adores her. He 

loves her. She is there for him, risking her own life for him. They 

share the same connection and the same determination to win. They are 



both broken but were made whole again because of the other. She 
grants him comfort, a solid foundation, someone worth dying for. She 
speaks to him, holds him, trusts him and likes him. She isn't 
interested in his status, horrified by his actions, nor warded away 
because of his body's mutation, she isn't scared of disgusted for 
what he is. She accepts him as he has accepted her; she let him into 
her heart as he has let her into his. She has become his very being, 
his determination. She has become the one he loves. He is in love 
with a Sangheili, a woman, an alien. And he doesn't regret 
it ._ 

"Interesting," he stiffens, "very interesting." 

That's not him; there is someone, or something, here with him. And 
unbelievably, it has been listening, as if it could see and hear what 
has been going through his mind. 

"Who are you?" he finally calls out, "what do you want?" 

In answer, a deep chuckle is sounded, so loud that it vibrates and 
echoes within his mind. He suddenly feels lightheaded and his eyes 
start to droop. He tries to fight it off, but it is too late, and 
before he knows it, he has faded back into unconsciousness once 
more . 

**Sorry its short, but the next chapter will be longer, I am now 
absolutely busy with what is happening at the moment, so please don't 
panic if you don't hear from me in a while. I need to work on my 
other stories as well, I hope you can understand and sorry again for 
a long wait. ** 

**Thanks for reading and I hope you enjoyed.** 


28. Redemption? Part 1 

**Sorry for the long wait, I was busy with important work that 
demanded my utmost attention, I originally planned for this to be 
longer but decided to split the chapter, hope you will enjoy.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Redempt ion<strong>? 

Shress grips her Carbine while sensing an old and almost reassuring 
feeling taking over as she holds the weapon close to her in a 
familiar and gratifying way. 

It has been a long while since she has last held a weapon, from her 
standing point it's as if complete cycles has passed since she was 
last engaged in combat. 

She shivers slightly at the thought. The last time she fought was 
when she killed the Unggoy, Kig-Yar, and even her fellow Sangheilis, 
the ones who were tormenting and came close to killing Michael. 

She glances down her attire and sighs to herself. She has retained 
her Zealot armor, but she has lost all rights to wear it and thus 
lost all reasons to feel proud. She was only allowed to wear it 
because there was nothing else she could wear and the Prophets didn't 



want to risk her "filth" spreading to other followers of the 
faith . 

She has plasma grenades, a plasma pistol, the Carbine and even an old 
energy sword, but it wasn't as grand and as important as her twin 
blades which have been an ancient heirloom within the Vdam Keep. She 
hopes that Michael had kept his word and kept her weapons safe, they 
are one of the few possessions she still has from her home 
world . 

"Feeling nervous heretic," jeers a male's voice. 

Shress doesn't try to hide her growl as she returns her gaze to the 
face of Thel 'Vadam. He stands tall, but she can tell that he has 
fallen greatly since she has last seen him. During the siege of Reach 
he was a brilliant combat leader, courageous, strong and blood 
thirsty. Now, the bright and near fanatical spark that had once been 
in his eyes are gone, long since replaced with one of bleak defeat. 
She has no doubt he is still a skilled warrior since he now bears the 
rank of Arbiter, but she can tell from the very way he moves and 
shifts his body that he now moves without purpose, without direction. 
It was almost a sad sight and Shress wonders if this would have been 
her fate if it wasn't for the care and love provided by her suitor 
Michael . 

Her thought recreates a manifest of his face within her mind. His 
dark green eyes, black hair and reassuring voice that he reserves 
just for her is something she wishes she could have enjoyed more 
often. She tries her hardest to shake the image from her mind, she 
does not wish to think of him, she needs to focus on the task at 
hand, but her mind refuses to leave her alone. 

Her thoughts turn into one of remorse and fear as she briefly wonders 
what Michael would think of her now, assisting the Covenant in 
regaining a holy relic that is of the utmost important to the 
Prophets, one that could very well destroy his people. She hopes 
he'll never finds out, and if he does, will he believe her when she 
tells him she only did it out of love for her people and her 
bloodline? Will he forgive her? 

"Having second thoughts perhaps?" Thel asks, no doubt seeing the 
conflicting emotions clear on Shress ' s face. "I have always thought 
of Zealots as being brave and incorruptible, yet you destroyed the 
very notion a long time ago female." 

Shress bluntly ignores him. 

"Do you believe you are higher then us now?" he demands, "more 
important than we, the males?" 

This time she snarls at him. 

"You're a coward," he finally accuses, not even looking at her as he 
inspects his own equipment, "no doubt the humans has made you a 
promise, one they will break I am sure, what was it? Did they promise 
to release you from your captivity? Offered you a position of power 
within their pathetic military infrastructure, " he pauses to look up 
at her, "or did you go to them to offer yourself to be one of their 
mistresses ? " 



Shress knows he is bored and is only mocking her for the fun, she 
should ignore it, but after being held captive for days, tormented, 
starved and beaten without being able to defend herself she answers 
the challenge. 

"Not that it is of any of your concerns, " she says starkly, "but 
being their mistress would no doubt be higher than anything you could 
have offered mea€|Thel." 

He snaps at her with his mandibles, his eyes blazing with their 
familiar light, "don't call me that!" he hisses. 

"It is your name, is it not Thel Va-" 

She is interrupted when he roars at her. She doesn't back down 
though, she strengthens her stance and releases her own shout as 
well, sounding just as deep and just as fierce as the male. He takes 
a step towards her and she already loosens her muscles in 
anticipation of the impending struggle. 

"Enough ! " 

Shress cringes as the Jiralhanae roars into her ear from somewhere 
within the cockpit of the Phantom they are flying in. She despises 
their race, but this one, a war Chief named Tartarus, has earned his 
place among the Prophets in her opinion. He is vicious, unnecessary 
rude and distrustful, even among his own kind. He towers over 
everyone and carries a hammer that looks more powerful than any she 
has ever seen before. She normally wouldn't cower before such beasts, 
but it is obvious that he is a creature worthy of his own species, 
even the human reference such as Brute is too kind of a word for this 
Jiralhanae . 

Shress knew that the Prophets needed her to complete this mission, 
but she doesn't want to tempt fate and fight Tartarus. She doesn't 
like to admit it, but if they were to fight in such an enclosed space 
she has no idea who would win, or even if either one of them would 
survive. So she leans back against the wall and grumbles some 
well-chosen Sangheili curses. 

"At least you did not forget," snivels Thel, the Arbiter. 

Curious, she looks back t him and asks, "Forget what?" 

"Your language, " she stares at him blankly before he says, "you 
didn't know? Ever since I've met you, I, the Prophets, everyone has 
been speaking this infernal human dialect, believing you no longer 
understood us otherwise." 

Shress releases a deep growl, she isn't sure why, but she feels 
almost insulted that the Covenant would think she has sunk so 
low . 

"Perhaps I haveaC i neglected my tongue," she admits in a annoyed 
voice, "but I shall and never will forget my heritage." 

Thel snorts at this, "we are the gods instruments, yet you deny that 
fact, denying yourself of youraC | heritage, " he finishes with a long 
drag of the word. 



Before Shress could respond, Tartarus voice speaks once more into 
their ears. 

"We are approaching our destination, once we land, you will be force 
to defend yourselves, that is unless you wish to be eaten, " he 
finishes with an evil laugh. 

"Just leave us to do our work, " Thel commands as he hefts his own 
Carbine, "we are prepared." 

"Of course," Tartarus laughs again. 

Shress doesn't feel that committed, but she readies her rifle for 
usage as well. Dying in the name of the Covenant is the last thing 
that she wishes to do, but if in some way this will help her family, 
at the very least redeem their previous reputation, then it will be 
worth it . 

She feels the boosters of the Phantom slow as they approach their 
landing zone. 

"Stay close to me female, " Thel snarls, "or I will leave you 
behind . " 

"And I make the same promise to you, Thel," Shress snarls. 

Only a growl answers her. 

The ship finally decelerates before they are met with a small push 
from gravity. 

There is a near subtle hiss before the wall next to Shress lowers 
itself, forming a ramp. Following instincts of old battle maneuvers 
that she had followed in her youth, she doesn't look as she turns and 
leaps out of the craft. 

She lands on crouched feet, her powerful legs breaking and cushioning 
her landing before she immediately stands up and shoulders her rifle. 
The sight before her captivates her for a full unit. 

Built before her in its full grand spectacle is a temple; a 
forerunner temple. She has been taught to bow in respect and pray 
before such things, most of the time it had seemed odd to her, but 
now she truly feels like she should kneel. 

The structure is huge, so large that a bulk of it blocks out what 
little sunlight that breaks through the dense cloud cover. It is so 
odd, but mystical at the same time, built with a design that she sees 
on artifacts that resides on Sanghelios, but she has never seen the 
architecture on such a large scale as this. Four towers sticks from 
the ground and bends over the center of the installation, a feature 
that resembles the core of a ship, there is even a bright light 
pulsing from a breach in its center, its precise flicking reminds her 
of a heartbeat, it is as if the building itself is alive. 

She then takes in the massive wall that is before her and the 
platform that she is standing on which is connected to the barrier, 
almost like its an extended balcony. 

There is a dull thud as Thel lands next to her. He gives the 



structure one look before gnashing his jaws together. 


"Tartarus, " he growls into his helmet, "you should have delivered us 
onto the other side of the gate-" 

"Do not question my intentions heretic, " Tartarus barks, "if it eases 
your battle filled mind, I wished to go to the temple directly, but 
there is anti-air weapons preventing us from doing so." 

The Phantom hums once more as it slows floats away, back into the 
clouds, "deactivate the turrets, then we can be of some assistance to 
youra€ | noble cause." 

Thel mumbles in Sangheili before he turns and leads the way into the 
building. Shress shakes her head slightly before following after him. 
Their steps echo off from the cold stone floor as something white 
begins to fall from the skies. Shress is baffled by the sight, but 
tries to keep her mind focus as she remembers all of her previous 
training. Yet she couldn't contain the guilt within her, what would 
happen if they happen across humans? She wishes for them to see her 
as an ally, what will happen if she is forced to- 

A loud humming interrupts her thoughts though, one that she is able 
to pinpoint to be right behind her. She turns on her heel and brings 
up her rifle, and is surprise at what she sees in front of 
her . 

Floating in midair is a construct, but its the largest she has seen, 
for a moment, she wonders if it could possibly be a shuttle. It is 
round and smooth in some areas, but what she sees is its massive 
glowing eye as it holds a steady gaze upon her. Aside from the 
humming, it makes no sounds as it regards her in a near curious 
light, as if it found her as fascinating as she has found 
it . 

Suddenly there is a flash and a moment later, a bright energy shield 
is put into operation. The glare of the light nearly blinds her, but 
Shress squints her eyes and through the light she can see what appear 
to be limbs detaching themselves from the underside of the machine. 
They spread out and start glowing bright blue. 

Shress doesn't know what she has done to earn this mechanical 
machine's wrath, but she knows now she has only a few seconds to 
defend herself. 

It feels almost like instinct as she raises her rifle and fires. 

Green bolts hit the shield while a sheer whistle is heard all the 
while. A second line of bolts join hers, leaving her to assume it is 
the Arbiter who is trying to help, but from the looks of it they 
aren't doing enough damage. The machine's weapons looks fully charged 
now and is about ready to fire when a large concentration of plasma 
rounds slams into its rear. Swooping out of the clouds is Tartarus's 
phantom, it flies pass the construct, but it turns, locks its sights 
on the retreating Covenant ship and gives chase. 

The two Sangheilis watches as the two shapes slowly fade into dots 
before they hear a cackle and Tartarus's voice speaks, "deactivate 
the weapons heretics and we shall rejoin you." 

Thel gives a snarl, but turns and trudges towards the opening within 



the massive wall, forcing Shress to follow. 


As they walk, she couldn't help but shiver as they move. She doesn't 
know why, but there is something wrong with the structure they are 
inside and her mind is trying to warn them. 

She tries to ignore these troubling notions as she beholds the grand 
archway they are traversing through. They come into a great hall and 
that has the most amazing designs that Shress has ever seen. This 
made it even more difficult for her to keep scanning the area for 
threats, there are a lot of pillars and a lot of shadows, the fading 
sun's light is streaming through windows above them, from the looks 
of it, it is going to be dark soon and she doesn't wish to be here 
when it does. 

She whirls around and brings her rifle up when she saw a shadow move. 
She squints into the corner, but could not make out a 
shape . 

"Nervous female?" Thel suddenly asks her. 

She growls in return, "I saw something." 

"It is nothing," Thel says in a berating voice, "this structure is 
old and the humans are a long way from here, you are jumping at 
shadows like a youngling." 

For once, Shress hopes the Arbiter is correct, but she doesn't relax, 
in fact, she is more alert. 

They both pause when they hear the humming though. It is originating 
from around the corner of the next bend, causing them to wonder if it 
was the same construct, but how could something that large be able to 
fit inside? 

They tense and raised their weapons when an object came around the 
corner, but bluntly ignores them. It is indeed a construct, however 
it is much smaller than the one they have encountered earlier and it 
is moving with a new purpose as it barrels down the hall from where 
the two have come from. 

They wait until they are sure it is gone before moving on. They head 
deeper and deeper into the building, all the while the light starts 
to fade and it leaves Shress to wonder if they will survive this 
mission . 

They come upon a large door and before they took another step, there 
is an all too familiar hum and a second later, the doors retract, 
leading them back outside. 

With weary steps, they exit the structure and find themselves on 
another balcony, but this one is different, as well as the 
surroundings. Instead of the open space from which they have entered, 
they are now facing a second wall that is just as large as the one 
they are currently in. 

Shress briefly scans the small strip of walkway before pointing out 
to Thel a control panel. It looks just like the ones they use on 
their ships, but it is much brighter. Thel walks up to the console, 
eyes it cautiously and looks back to Shress as if to ask for her 



opinion. She returns with a blank look, do they dare touch it and see 
what will happen next? 

Thel answers that question by turning back around and presses his 
palm against a command switch. A moment later, they hear a loud whirl 
as if great gusts of wind is building into a super natural storm. The 
Sangheili unconsciously inches closer to each other and readies their 
arms when the whole complex seems to shake once before 
settling . 

They glance at each other uncertainly, silently questioning the other 
if they have really just felt something. They hear a gentle roar and 
looks up in time to see Tartarus's Phantom flying over the top of the 
wall; it looks like the wall defenses have been neutralized. 

Thel looks back to the controls, studies it for a moment before 
pressing another command. Shress tenses when she feels the floor 
shakes beneath her, but that is replaced with a feeling of vertigo. 
She soon realizes that the platform has detached itself from the side 
of the barrier they were on earlier and is floating towards the wall 
opposite of them. 

She shivers when she looks down into a dark chasm that has no 
apparent bottom. She attempts to steel herself, but this is all a 
little too much for her to take in at the moment; even the Prophets, 
the masters of the gods machinery cannot duplicate this kind of work, 
there is no power being admitted or released as far as she can tell, 
nothing is holding the small slab of flooring up as far as she can 
tell, she couldn't even hear the hum of a machine. 

"How did they do this, " she finally breathes out when they are 
halfway across the rift. 

Thel glares at her, "because they are the gods and that is all that 
matters . " 

"Maybe, " Shress admits, "but if the Prophets are able to work the 
engineering of the gods, than doesn't that mean anyone could." 

He snarls at her, "be silent female, haven't you shamed out species 
enough? " 

She wanted to lash back, but instead remains quiet, he does have a 
point. Whatever she says and thinks from this moment on is against 
everything that she has been taught as a child. She doubts that evern 
her own parents will stand by her side on these matters, her father 
would no doubt be disgusted. But she knows she is right about the 
humans being more of the victims in this war than anything else, how 
can she get Thel and her people to see that? 

She is snapped back into reality when the shadow of the next 
structure covers them, but the moment it did, she can tell instantly 
that something is amiss. The shadows look darker, there is a coolness 
in the air and she feels the sensation that something is watching 
her. The darkness appears forbidding and she tenses when they come to 
a halt, but the platform they are at is in the middle of a deep pit 
built within the wall, with no bridge or other way of connecting them 
to the rest of the structures interior. 


The Arbiter steps up to the controls and begins looking it over 



again, releasing a curse every so often as he does so. 

Shress keeps glancing around the room, looking for anything that 
could be seen as threatening. 

A sudden bang catches her attention, originating from somewhere above 
them. She looks upward before she hears the slither of something 
moving along the floor. Thel pauses in his observation to glance 
around, sensing that something is indeed wrong. 

"Is it another construct, " she questions but she doubts it. 

Thel shakes his head, "I have a theory," he speaks with the absent of 
loathing in his voice, "but I pray I am wrong-" 

He is interrupted by an unholy screech that hurts her ears. The 
entire room is filled with the sound that makes her shiver. Out of 
all the horrors she has faced while within the Covenant, even when 
facing the human's Spartans, she has never felt this fearful 
before . 

She scans their surroundings once more before she sees it. 

It was small, with the shape of a human, but her mind is telling her 
different. Its body is hunched over, the legs spaced apart, it 
appears to be twisted in the middle while some form of liquid is 
dripping from a hole in its chest. One arm is lowered and appears 
broken, while the othera€ | the other is just as limp, but the third 
limb with the massive claws sprouting out of its shoulder blade is 
waving in the air. The head is hanging by a strip of skin, 
threatening to fall off at any moment. Shress has no idea what this 
thing is, but it is not natural, and it is staring right at her. 

She opens her mandibles to warn Thel, but at that moment, the 
creature moves. 

Despite its disfigured body, the thing leaps forward. She is 
momentarily shock as the monster sails over the pit and towards her 
position with unbelievable power. She has seen Michael and his 
unnatural agility, but this thing is different altogether. As it 
flies through the light she sees that it is crusted in brown 
lubricant, green mesh and a face consorted into one of pain and 
terror . 

It is coming closer to her, springing her back into action. She fires 
a strong concentration of bolts and catches the beast in the chest. 
Flesh and bone are sent flying in the air while the force of the 
blast causes the creature to whip its upper body back and falls in a 
dead drop to the floor. 

It lands in a disgusting heap complete with a squishing sound while 
something from the body bursts and a yellow liquid is sprayed all 
across the floor. 

The stench from the creature causes Shress to gag and takes two steps 
away from it. It reeks heavily of death, decay and something else, an 
odor that reminds her of liquid plasma petroleum and even has a taste 
in the air like that of waste. 


"What-" she begins to ask when she leaps back again. 



She has blasted the creature in the chest, destroying its heart and 
the lungs, but it was moving again. It flutterers around the floor as 
it tries to rise to its feet, but Thel steps forward and shoots it 
again, blasting away until its head is destroyed. He doesn't stop 
though, he continues firing, severing its legs, arms, and cutting 
across its body until it was cut in two. After emptying his gun, the 
Arbiter stands back and looks over the mess; only the limbs could be 
identified, the rest of the bloated body has been reduced to a green 
pulp . 

Shress couldn't look away from it, it's unlike anything she has ever 
seen; how could it have still been alive if she had destroyed its 
major organs? 

Her gaze then shifts to Thel as he regards the corpse. He had hacked 
it until there is nothing left, with a viciousness that reminds her 
of a Jiralhanae. 

The male finally takes notice of her watching him and regards the 
question in her eyes. 

"It is a parasite," he finally reveals as he inspects the creature 
again, "I have seen them twice, once on the holy ring and a second 
time when a heretic somehow captured them." 

"But what are they exactly?" Shress asks as she looks over the 
parasite herself. 

"A destructive creature, " Thel says as he watches its third arm, 
squirming on the floor, "they start out small, a guise for its 
destructive nature, " he raises his foot and stomps on the limb, 
causing it to burst, "if one of them latches themselves onto you, " he 
looks up into her eyes, "then you will wish you were dead." 

She resist a squirm as she looks around again, looking for these 
'small' parasites, "what happens then? I am sure I killed it, yet it 
still moved. " 

Thel shakes his head, "that is because it is not alive, they use the 
body, even when it is no longer able to sustain itself, it still 
moves, still kills. That's all that they do; kill." 

As if to confirm this, there is a roar, just as loud and as 
destructive as the earlier screech. 

Thel hisses, "We need to move beforea€ ! " 

He trails off and wears a harden glare as he looks around, after a 
moment, Shress glances around and again and understands why. 

She is unsure how long they have been standing there, or if they have 
just snuck up on them at that very moment, but standing all around 
them were parasites, dozens of them. Some are thin and warped while 
others are hulking and bloated. They all are releasing growls, 
screeches and flaring claws or gnashing teeth. Brown and green 
shrubbery appears all over their bodies along with some sort of 
growth that looks like a plant. They wielded no weapons, but she 
doubts that is of little concern, they look well abled enough to tear 
them to pieces with no trouble. 



There is complete stillness as the Sangheili and parasites regard 
each other. Suddenly one of the large creatures throws back its 
misshapen head and releases a bellow, causing the rest of the 
parasites to follow. Shress raises her rifle, better prepared now, 
but are they armed enough? 

With a final screech, the creatures leap forward. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>He is running through a forest, trying to outrun the clock. 

He only has a few seconds left otherwise Chief Mendez will have him 
lifting logs all day.<em> 

Six tries to put up mental walls around his mind, trying to protect 
any and all UNSC secrets, but this thing, this presence, is literally 
picking away at his mind like it's nothing. The thing, whatever it 
is, has already combed through most of his memories, all that it 
hasn't uncovered yet is his Spartan origins and other such important 
revelations. He doesn't know what the presence wants but it's 
aggressive in its mental assault. 

_He is being given different meds before lying down on a cold metal 
slab, surrounded by doctors in white surgical clothes. _ 

He tries to push that away, but the presence has already seen it. 

What is it after? What does it want? Is there any way that Six can 
fight back? With no way of defending himself, he actually feels 
powerless . 

How long can he last? How long has this been going on? Can he 
continue? 

**I am again sorry for the long wait, I originally thought of this 
being a longer chapter, but decided to post this considering how long 
it's taking me. Hopefully it won't take me as long to update this, 
but we shall see. Again I am sorry and hope you understand, thanks 
for reading and I hope you enjoyed.** 


29. Redemption? Part 2 
**Redemption Part 2** 

**This is like a filler chapter before it goes towards the event 
everyone is looking forward to. Sorry for the long wait and I hope 
you all understand, I've just got some important paper work done so 
hopefully I'll have more free time.** 

**I also started a "Five Nights at Freddy's" story if any of you are 
interested, if you are and you read it, please vote on the poll on my 
profile concerning the story plot.** 

**P.S. this might hit some sensitive people, I for one got an ache 
from writing Six's POV, I've got the idea from the Inheritance cycle 
(which I do not own) I hope you enjoy.** 



><p><strong>Six ' s POV<strong> 


He opens his eyes and blinks to see if he was dreaming. He has to be 
dreaming . 

He is standing on a sandy beach that sparkles brightly and partially 
blinds him. The sea in front of him is a beautiful hue that seems too 
colorful to him. The dull and constant lapping of the waves are 
almost hard to comprehend, as well as the calls of exotic birds that 
are soaring high above him as they sing to one another. A planet that 
appears to be transparent with light is positioned high in the sky 
right next to the small early morning sun. 

Slowly he glances behind him to see what else there is. In the 
distance a large snow covered crag dominates the blue skies while its 
very top is covered in snow. The blue haze indicates a mountain range 
that is partially penetrated by greenery, suggesting that a forest is 
in full bloom. Clashing with the sands of the beach is a long stretch 
of grass that is every so often interrupted with a dash of flowers 
here and there on hills that sprung up every so often. The nearby 
trees are just now bearing their leaves despite them being at a 
miniature height, at least compared to his six foot nine status. 

He then looks down at himself to see what it was he is wearing. It is 
a bright olive green shirt and a pair of camouflaged pants complete 
with boots. He reaches up to feel his hair and finds that it has 
grown a little, no longer is it confide to his scalp as it sprouts 
thickly and a little dishevel. He looks at his arms to find scars, 
new and old, barely fading away. 

_Is this a dream_, he wonders to himself again, but how could it? He 
feelsaC | everything . He smells the sea, feels the high winds and can 
hear the sharp high pitch cry of the fowl. An insect suddenly appears 
out of nowhere and buzz in his face before taking off again. It looks 
like a firefly only it's far larger, has six wings and is the shade 
of orange. 

He feels his breath get caught in his throat. He has seen this 
species before, but it's a native of Reach. How could it survive 
unlessaC i 

Slowly, he looks at his surroundings once more. The transparent 
planet, the mountain range, and the young trees, all familiar, but 
now brand new as if they have been resurrected. 

_Ama€ | Am I on Reach_, he wonders to himself. 

A familiar and beautiful voice suddenly laughs, causing him to 
freeze . 

"It can't be," he whispers to himself. 

"Well, I must admit," the voice says, "you're looking quite content 
with yourself my mate." 

He feels his heart beat increase at the final words. Her mate? 

He turns and striding towards him is Shress. 

She smiles at him as she closes the distance between them and only 



then does he realize she isn't wearing her armor. She is now in a 
kind of robe that covers her entire frame except for her muscular 
arms and long neck while her silver eyes stares intently at him with 
what only could be describe as happiness. 

His body begins to shake and his breathing hitches as she comes ever 
closer to him before coming to a halt in front of him. She then wraps 
a arm around him and brings him close until he is pressed against her 
side, feeling the silk like fabric brush his cheek while her warm 
leather hand rubs against his arm, her nails gently scratching all 
the while. 

She laughs again, "my, aren't you stoic for once Michael," she 
declares while looking down at him with a wide Sangheili 
smile . 

Shressa€|the strange alien woman who he had fallen in love with, the 
one who saved him, the one who actually made him feel special and the 
one who he tried to savea€ i she is here, with him, safe. But how? And 
where are they? What happened to the Chief and Cortana? What happened 
to the Halo? To the war? 

Her grin slowly starts to fade as she peers closer at him. 

"My mate?" she questions, this time with a hint of fear on her voice, 
"what is the matter?" 

He continues to stare at her with an open mouth as he wordlessly 
opens and closes his jaw, trying to figure out which words to use, 
what it is he should ask first. 

Her eyes starts to water as she asks, "you have forgotten again 
haven't you?" 

He gulps a couple of times, both from nervousness and worry as he 
finally forces himself to say, "ShressaC | Ia€ ! howa€ | " 

She sighs as she pulls him into a hug and holds him close. She 
releases a warm breath that ruffles his hair and travels down his 
spine, causing him to shiver a bit while he breathes in her scent. 

She smells so good, like an exotic spice mix with the sea's 
breeze . 

"What do you remember?" She finally asks. 

"Ia€|" he wets his lips before saying, "I remember being 
ata€ | DeltaaC | Delta Halo, after we killed Regret." 

He feels her quiver lightly as she digs her talons into his skin, not 
using enough force to break skin, just to keep him within her 
grip . 

"HaloaCi" she whispers before nuzzling him in the crook of his neck, 
causing his tense body to relax, "that was years and years ago 
Michael, when the war was still being fought." 

Years? How could that be? What happened? 

He slowly breaks away from her and looks up into Shress's warm and 
loving eyes as they gleam in the sun light. This causes him to feel 



bad, he doesn't like seeing her in distress, especially when he is 
the one who has caused it somehow. 

"What's wrong with me?" he questions her. 

She sadly shakes her head, "We do not know, but every so often you 
forget the past, sometimes it's not too bad, just a few days," she 
takes a shaky breath, "but once you forgot what happened in the past 
twenty years of your life." 

He suddenly feels light-headed. Does he have some strange form of 
amnesia? Alzheimer's? 

She must have seen the distraught in his eyes for she leans down 
towards him and licks his cheek. 

"Everything will be alright Michael, " she says in her warm voice, 
"just tell me what you remember and I will do my best to tell you 
what has happened since then." 

He can't believe this is happening, one moment he was being held 
prisoner by some sort of mind reading monster now he is being told 
years have gone by since then. That was worth mentioning he 
supposes . 

"Shress, " he says carefully as he leans back so he can peer at her 
face, "on Halo, I was taken bya€ i something ... an intelligent being, a 
new type of species I've never seen nor heard of before, do you know 
what it was?" 

She thinks for a moment before saying, "We only know it as a 
Gravemind . " 

"Gravemind?" he wonders if he had heard her correctly. 

"A creature that is actually consisted of many others like it, " she 
explains and he was slightly taken back when he sees a gleam of 
admiration spark in her eyes, "it is a part of an ancient 
civilization unlike any other, it is a being worthy of praise, it 
conquered empires, consumed civilizations and are rightfully feared 
for what they can unleased upon their prey." 

Michael timidly steps away from Shress. She speaks with a passion 
that surprises him, this Gravemind sounds just as bad as the 
Covenant, so why was she speaking so highly of it? 

She must have sense his uncertainty for she wraps him in her arms 
once more. 

"You are safe now my mate, " she tells him, "There is nothing you need 
to fear . " 

She is now avoiding the subject about the Gravemind, there is 
something going on here. However, instead of being blunt, he tries to 
find something else to ease the conversation a little. 

He wriggle a little until he has enough room to look around and ask, 
"Where are we now Shress?" 


She grins at him 


"You do not know?" 



He gives the place another look; he has a suspicion, but could it 
really? 

He looks at her in the eye and asks, "Are we on Reach?" 

She leans closer and bumps her head against his and holds it there, 
never breaking eye contact all the while. 

"The very same, " she says with what sounds like joy characterizing 
her tone. It was enough to get Michael to smile, but partially, this 
still doesn't explain much. 

"How?" he questions next. 

"After the war, we worked together and were able to bring this, along 
with the other worlds we, unfortunately glassed, back to life, " she 
finishes with a triumphed look in her smile. 

He returns the grin, but deep inside there is complete turmoil. She 
is still avoiding something, beating around the bush. What could it 
be? 

"Michael! Shress!" 

The couple turns towards the sound of the voice and sees another 
Sangheili approach. Judging from its smooth voice and the delicate 
wrinkles on its skin, Michael deduces that it must an elderly 
female . 

"I'm sorry to disturb you," she says with a bow, "but Melna simply 
couldn't wait any longer." 

Michael frown slightly at the appearance of the new person, at this 
point he is weary of any stranger now, but his interest never the 
less was raised. 

"Who's Melna?" he asks curiously. 

The elderly female's eyes widen and she looks to Shress. Michael 
follows her gaze to find Shress silently watching him as tears begin 
to build up in her eyes. 

"Michael, " she says gently as she places a hand on his shoulder, 
"Melna is-" 

Suddenly a bright and squeaky voice shouts, "Father! 

Mother ! " 

Michael turns to see someone else coming over the crest of a nearby 
hill and bounced towards them. His eyebrow arches, coming right at 
them was a little Sangheili. 

The voice indicates that it's a girl and she is certainly energize 
and excited. She is wearing a robe similar to Shress, has short 
mandibles and a sort of necklace dangles around her neck. 

Silently, Michael watches as the juvenile approaches until he sees 
that the little one was just about the same height as his hip as she 
comes to a stop in front of him. 



That is when he notices two disturbing things about the little 
female. The necklace was actually a pair of dog tags, and embodied on 
the metal was his name and Spartan serial number. She was wearing his 
tags, the ones he gave to Shress. 

The second thing he finds unnatural is her eyes, they are a bright 
emerald greena€ | just like his. 

The female suddenly jumps forward and out of reflex, Michael's hands 
shoots out and catches her. He grunts slightly, she is heavier than 
she looks, but he is able to hoist6 her up till he can look her 
squarely in the eye. She grins before surprising him again as she 
wraps her little arms around his neck and pulls herself closer to 
him. 

He is stun, unable to move as he tries to figure what is happening. 
There is a little Sangheili in his arms with his tags, bright green 
eyes and refers to somebody as 'father, ' and he and Shress are the 
only ones here. 

His eyes fill with his own tears as he slowly turns and looks at 
Shress to see that she is crying as well. 

"Shress," he whispers in a suddenly hoarse voice, "Isa€|is 
thisaC | " 

She smiles sadly as she places a hand on Melna's back, causing the 
little girl to lean back and smile at Michael. 

"My mate," Shress says softly, "this is our daughter." 

He couldn't breathe, for a full minute he couldn't calm himself. He 
gasps, heaves, and quivers. He's on Reach, he has a mate, and he has 
a daughter. 

Never, ever, has anything like this crossed his mind when he and 
Shress cuddled and kissed. They were both aliens from two different 
worlds that are at war with each other. There was no way that he 
could see that things would work in their favor. Perhaps he could 
have convinced humanity that Shress was a Covenant defector and was 
an ally, that was as hopeful as he got. Yet nowa€ | now it's like a 
dream. For the first time in a long time, he has a family. 

His heart plummets as he thinks of one thing; this is just too good 
to be true. 

Carefully he sets a confused Melna down on the ground; all the while 
he studies her face some more. Her green eyes, her smooth warm 
leather skin, the developing teeth and small frame; the image burns 
into his mind against his will. 

He swallows hard as he stands up and faces Shress. 

"ThisaC i this can't be real," he says as he looks at the ground as he 
feels more tears threating to burst. 

"I know," Shress says smoothly as she places a hand on his shoulder, 
"but it's all real Michael, we are here, and you have us, your mate 
and your daughter." 



He feels a small hand press into his and dull nails dig into his 
flesh . 

"Father?" He shakes once more; Melna's sweet young voice isn't 
helping him. 

"It can't be," he mutters, "I can't mate," he finally says, "there's 
no way for me to mate without something bad happening to you 
Shress . " 

"Really," he freezes at the words, "well that's interesting to 
know . " 

Michael flips his head up and stares at Shress. Her calm and loving 
demeanor has disappeared and the smile she wears is no longer happy, 
but more of a smirk. 

The whole world shakes as a deep chuckle rumbles the land and slowly 
the world is consumed in blackness, like a spilled liquid, the dark 
oozes over everything, the ocean, the skies, the land; everything is 
gone . 

He watches in slight horror as the smirking Shress is consumed as 
well, her eyes having a evil glint to them as she disappears, leaving 
him in a unknown dark prison. 

"Father? " 

Michael twists towards the sound and sees that the small Sangheili is 
still there. However, she doesn't look evil at all, now she looks 
even smaller, defenseless and with sheer terror in her eyes as she 
looks up at him. 

"Father," she says in a terrified voice, "I'm scared." 

He doesn't move, he doesn't know what to do. She isn't real, none of 
this is real, but he wants nothing more than to grab her, hold onto 
her and protect her. 

Her eyes widen as the shadow begins making its way up her body. She 
holds her arms out towards him and cries, "father!" 

He just stands there; breathing hard as he watches her vanishes with 
her eyes, his eyes, pleading with him all the while. 

"Father Help!" 

He starts to shake as he tries to hold himself together, but in truth 
he is angry, not at the shadowy attacker, but at himself. This is 
some sort of illusion, but that doesn't stop his heart from 
breaking . 

"Father!" she screams one last time before she is consumed, the last 
thing he sees are her bright green eyes full of fear before they were 
gone and he is the only one in a large empty black space. 

He pants as sweat and tears are release before he throws his head 
back and screams his frustration and anger. He knew it was too good 
to be true but he believed it anyway. This was all a ruse to get 



information from him and it had worked. In fact it worked too well. 

He didn't just reveal another secret, he is showing signs that his 
resolve is finally cracking. And who wouldn't? Who wouldn't save 
their own daughter from a fearful fate? He knew she wasn't real, but 
she felt real, looked real, sounded real. 

Her terrified face, her fearful voice and those eyes will haunt him 
for the rest of his life, he just knows it. He'll be haunted by the 
very thing he can never have in his life. 

He's a Spartan, stronger than any human alive, yet he couldn't take 
it anymore. He falls onto his knees, grabs his stomach and folds in 
on himself before he does the very last thing he ever expected him to 
do. He starts to cry, all alone in the darkness while his wails are 
echoed all around him in his boundless prison. 

"I'm sorry," he finally sobs, but to whom he is referring to he 
doesn't even know. Perhaps himself, Shress, or even her, the girl who 
never was. Melna. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The massive chamber was once grand, but it now lies in a gloomy 
ruin that few, if any, could recognize. The coliseum like nature of 
the place is breath taking, every curve is smooth and the space is 
large enough for a shuttle to fit in. However it is obvious that a 
large outbreak of violence has occurred. Pillars that once stood tall 
lies on the floor in shattered pieces while some sort of plant growth 
slowly intertwines itself among the remains of the 
structure . <p> 

Commander Miranda Keyes makes her way towards the giant hole in the 
center of the floor and leans forward a bit. Floating in the middle 
of the cavern was a tube of light, hanging in suspension by no 
natural means . 

She eyes the object with wonder and a bit of fear. She didn't get 
this far for being careless, but still, a little boldness doesn't 
hurt either. 

She looks behind her, hoping to see a Marine only to be disappointed. 
Johnson has set up guards at the entrance of the room, but he stayed 
behind to help them when some more flood specimen attacked. Even now, 
she can hear the sound of automated gun fire in the distance. At 
least she knows they are still putting up a fight, but they need to 
hurry and move before they are caught in a tight corner. 

She looks around in hopes that there is a button to press or maybe 
even a piece of rope she can turn into a lasso but finds nothing to 
her aggravation. 

However there is a long tendril that looks like a tree root wrapped 
around a nearby clump of rubble. It looks long enough and sturdy as 
well. She grabs it and gives a hard tug, it held. 

She breathes steadily, she knew she signed up for danger when she 
joined the Navy, but she didn't think hanging over a large hole while 
her life depends on the strength of a giant fungus was going to be a 
part of the job. 



Still, she steadies herself before she starts pulling on the root 
some more, grunting as she does so. With a sickly snap, the root 
unsticks until she is holding a portion of it while the rest is still 
wrapped around the base of the rock. 

She breathes once more before she slowly leans over the chasm. A 
slick sound is made as she moves over the edge and puts tension on 
the plant's tendril. She now has one hand on the root that is her 
life line while the other hand is stretching out towards the floating 
object . 

She has a sensation of vertigo as half her body is hanging in space 
while the other half is just teetering on the side of the floor. She 

grits her teeth in determination as she wills herself forward some 

more, daring herself to pull her whole weight on the root and reach. 

As she inches closer to her prize, there is a sudden hiss and before 

her eyes she watches as the object ejects something towards its top 
and a kind of handle is revealed. She examines it for a moment before 
reaching forward and takes hold of this supposed "icon." 

She lifts it from its case, revealing it to be rather lighter than 
she expected. It was shaped like the letter T with a bright green 
highlight running down its length. It seems to be administering a 
pulse, as if it's a heartbeat, making her realize how different and 
special this type of machinery is. This might not have been forged by 
a divine being, but it's still powerful nonetheless. 

She starts to edge back when she hears a snap and she catches her 
breath. She feels herself falling forward, towards the pit and down 
its throat to whatever fate awaits her. She didn't have enough time 
to as much as scream when she feels something grab her arm and jerks 
her to a halt . 

She sucks in some oxygen before glancing over shoulder. 

"You know, " grunts Sergeant Major Johnson as he holds onto the young 
commander's arm, "your father never asked for help either." 

Miranda releases a quick sigh of relief before she allows herself to 
be pulled up by the Marine and says, "We've got the index 
Sergeant . " 

Johnson makes a ' hmph ' sound before muttering, "he didn't say thank 
you much either." 

Before she could comment on this, he turns around and shouts, 

"Jerold! Gains! You hear me Marines?" 

They wait for a call back, a signal, some sort of sign that their 
escape is still clear. Instead, they are met with nothing; 
silence . 

The Sergeant frowns as he hefts his Battle Rifle, "I don't like 
this . " 

Miranda doesn't say a word; instead she places the index in her back 
pocket while withdrawing the SMGs clipped to her side. Together the 
two humans started to make their way back to where they came when 
Johnson stops, curses and fires. 



Miranda doesn't see anything at first, but then she saw it after the 
Sergeant's first burst struck it. The outline of a Elite is revealed 
rushing at the Sergeant with full speed. The Sergeant fires three 
additional blasts until the Elite's invisibility is disabled along 
with its shield, but by this time it is upon the Sergeant. 

Johnson switches tactics, he switch his grip on his weapon and 

started slamming the butt of his rifle against the alien's jaw. The 
first strike caused it to twist to the left until Johnson brought it 
back and hits the Elite again on its right cheek. By this time though 
the larger advisory knocks the Marine's weapon out of his hand, grabs 
him by his armor and hoists him up high until they are now at eye 
level . 

The Elite is wearing some kind of armor the humans have never seen 
before, one that looks older to their eyes, but resting behind the 
mask is the familiar hate filled reptilian eyes of their enemy. 
Johnson however doesn't show fear, even now when he is practically 

face to face with the beast, instead he puts on his best poker face 

and snarls back. 

"How you doing?" he asks in a sarcastic voice. 

The Elite responds with another growl before head butting the Marine, 
knocking Johnson out cold before he could release a nasty string of 
profanity . 

Miranda hopes the brave man wasn't dead as she finally brings up her 
weapons, braces them against her side and shouts, "Johnson, get 
down ! " 

At these words, the enemy combatant drops the unconscious man and 
runs for cover among the rubble, but by this time, the Commander 
commences the shooting. 

She isn't a Spartan, but she is able brace the machine guns against 
her sides and pulls the triggers. The guns kicks her in the ribs, but 
she is able to create a thin constant line of fire that traces the 
path of the retreating Elite. Dust and pebbles are launched into the 
air as she tries to land a lucky shot, but the alien is moving too 
fast before it drops behind the safety of a nearby boulder. 

Miranda doesn't take her eyes off the spot where the Elite is hiding 
as she shouts, "Johnson!? Johnson respond! Johnson?!" 

There is a sudden thump to her right and she feels a hot steam of 
breath blowing down on the top of her head. She twists around, but by 
that time the unknown presence knocks her machine guns out of her 
hands. The person who threw the punch though is revealed as it lifts 
its invisibility clock. 

It's another Elite, but this time it is wearing armor that Miranda 
can identify. Bright crimson, large helmet and advance technology 
practically flowing through its gear reveals itself as a Zealot; one 
of the most deadly of the Elites. Yet there is something off about 
this alien, it's the same height as the first, but its figure is 
curvier and it moved with fluid like grace. The most noticeable thing 
though was its stance; throughout Miranda's years in the military she 
knows how to recognize one attack from another. The alien is standing 
at the ready to fight, but its stance suggests that it was more 



defense than offense. Does this mean it has lost its intention to 
fight ? 


This is Miranda's final thoughts before her whole body goes rigid and 
there is bright blue flash before everything went black. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Shress steps back in surprise when the female human goes rigid as 
if she is having a fit. Yet her body is covered in blue energy that 
cackles and condenses almost like a miniature storm. Before she could 
study this further though, the human shoots forward, floating in the 
air at a unimaginable speed all the while remaining unconscious. 

There is a hard slap of flesh on flesh when the small human makes 
contact with the large hand belonging to the Jiralhanae Tartarus. The 
massive hammer in his other hand crackles once before it powers 
down . <p> 

The leader of the barbaric pack releases a deep chuckle as he 
inspects the female as if she is a prize that he has caught 
personally. His small pack spreads out as they make sure the room is 
secured while one of them comes forward and drags away the male human 
that the Arbiter had brought down earlier by the leg. 

The Arbiter silently gets up from the place he had taken cover 
earlier and approaches her, clutching his side as blue blood seeps 
between his fingers. 

"You are injured," Shress comments. 

"It is small," brushes away the Arbiter, "a minor injury 

ata€ | mosta€ | " he falls silent as he looks up and Shress soon sees 

why . 

The pack of Jiralhanaes have formed a rough semi-circle around her 
and the Arbiter, leaving them facing the savages in front while their 
backs are towards the black chasm. 

They eye their allies wearily, especially now when they notice that 
the destructive creatures have drawn their weapons and are releasing 
violate grunts and chatter. 

Shress quickly look themselves over and finds that they are of no 
match for the Jiralhanaes. They have used up all their power for 
their weapons when they had cut through the parasites, tired 
themselves out from overcoming each new obstacle and has sustained 
injuries, leaving the brutish pack well rested with fully charged 
guns . 

"What is this?" Shresss snarls out. 

"Consider this, " Tartarus says with a triumphed smirk, "a transfer of 
authority . " 

The Arbiter growls, "Retrieving the icon is our 
responsibility. " 

"_Was_ your responsibility, " Tartarus says as he reaches behind the 
female and removes an odd object that could only be the key to the 
Halo ring, "now, it is mine." 



With that, Tartarus hands the female to one of his brothers before 
lifting his hammer and points it in the Sangheilis direction. 


Shress was never bothered with the concept of dying, there is no 
greater glory than to die for the Covenant. But now, after 
discovering everything was a lie, discovering her first real love 
with Michael and knowing there is still much she wishes to tell him, 
she is suddenly feeling fearful of never seeing Michael rather than 
her bleak future. 

The Arbiter is shaking with anger as he snaps, "The Prophets will 
know of this treachery!" 

Tartarus chuckles, "fools, they were the ones who told me to do 
this . " 

In that moment, the Arbiter's face fell apart for the first time. The 
Prophets have ordered their elimination? The destruction of the two 
best Sangheili within the Covenant? This has gone against everything 
that the Covenant was to uphold, the age old bargain that was struck 
between them and the Prophets. Now the Arbiter realizes that 
everything is lost, just as Shress has discovered on Reach, but 
unlike her, they do not have time to dwell on this matter. 

A instant later, there is a loud zap of power and Shress feels like a 
space craft has slammed into her chest and is now pushing her 
backwards. She withers and opens her maws in a silent scream before 
the sensation is lifted, only to be replaced with the feeling of 
lightness as she realizes she and the Arbiter are falling down the 
pit to a unknown death. 

She doesn't scream, she doesn't gasp, she doesn't do anything except 
closes her eyes as tears breaks out. She never feared death, it was 
inevitable she suppose, but she wishes she could have at least seen 
Michael, one last time, to have told him that she loved him. 

Instead she merely whispers, "good bye, " before her body vanishes 
within a body of mist and before she could comprehend this, a sleep 
like trance befalls her and soon her body slumps off into slumber 
without her permission as she and the Arbiter are wrapped within the 
mysterious cloud and all came to a halt. By this time though, she is 
far too gone to notice. 

**I am sorry if I got the dialogue wrong, but I haven't played the 
game in a while and I'm having trouble looking up the videos, it took 
fifteen minutes for me to watch a three minute video and I don't have 
a lot of time on hand.** 

**Response to reviews:** 

**My name is Jeff: Hello** 

**Callan: Thanks for the reviw however I am not doing any lemons 
cause I don't have the type of imagination, I'm planning on this 
following the Halo trilogy though I may have ideas for a sequel but 
it will be in a AU future.** 

**Guest: I have been busy with school work, but now things are 
settling down so hopefully I may be able to update 



faster . * * 


* *AraelDranoth : thanks for the latest reviews and sorry for the 
beginning, I was just getting started, I hope my writing has improved 
since then . * * 

**Thanks for the reviews everyone and sticking with me, sorry for the 
trying long waits. Thanks for reading and I hope you 
enjoyed . * * 


30. Unforeseen Complications 

**I do not mean to be rude, but honestly I CAN'T ACCESS THE HALO 
VIDEOS, it takes too long to load and I don't have a lot of time on 
hand, I spent fifteen minutes waiting to watch a three minute clip, I 
don't have that kind of time so again, forgive me if I get any 
dialogue wrong. Also I have experienced some technical difficulties 
trying to upload this, so if something looks out of place you know 
why . ** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Unf ore seen Comp li cat ions<strong> 

_I can't_, Six shamefully cries to himself, __I can't take it 
anymore_. 

Everywhere he looks, every time he closes his eyes, the vision of 
Melna appears as if she is a spirit that won't leave him alone. 

_I know_, the invisible advisory replies, __tell me everything and I 
can make it all go away_. 

_No_, he murmurs to himself, he is a Spartan, he has been trained to 
resist all forms of torture, but this is something different all 
together. His body isn't the thing being tormented, but the very 
fabrics of his mind. 

He is able to bluff his way around a truth machine, to relax his 
heartbeat and pulse so no one can notice his heart miss a beat when 
his system jumps when he tells a lie. Yet this thing, whatever mind 
controlling being this is, it's able to get beneath his defenses and 
is now picking him apart one bit at a time. 

_You have fought long and hard_, the thundering voice speaks into 
Six's ear, _you should sleep, dream peaceful dreams and be with the 
ones this cruel world has long since denied you_. 

"Mikey, " a woman's voice calls out from nowhere, "Mikey, it's time to 
come home . " 

Six keeps his mind closed to his tormentor, he doesn't want to see 
what illusions it will create next. 

"Mikey," the same voice says, "don't ignore your mother dear, please 
come home, your father will be here shortly." 

"STOP IT!" Six finally yells. He can barely remember his parents, but 
he doesn't need some sort of psychological alien muddling his 



memories further. 


_You missed them_, the enemy says; _why not join them in everlasting 
bliss? All you need to do is surrender unto me everything you 
know_- 

_Why_? Breaks in Six. 

_I wish to know everything_, the being says, _the more I know, the 
better my chances are at surviving as well as growing_. 

_Why the aggressiveness though_? Six questions, hoping on stalling 
the thing so he can better fortify himself. 

_Your species, as well as every other species like you_, drones the 
being, _believe you need to have technology and a base of principles 
in order to expand and have a capable community, but as you can see, 
I, as well as every one of my kind, has expanded and conquered more 
than any other race in any known galaxy and we are still 
expanding_. 

_Is that all that gives you the right to manipulate, steal and kill 
billions of people_? Six questions, have you ever tried to make peace 
instead of wage war? 

_Does your species make treaties with the plants and animals you eat 
before ending their existence_? Questions the presence, if not then 
why should I? 

Animals and plant sa€ | does this thing defeat civilizations or eat 
them? 


Suddenly, Six feels himself being jerked around as if he is on a jump 
chord and someone is bobbing him. 

_Interest ing_, the voice says, but something is different about its 
voice, it sounds almost like itsa€| weary. Weary of what? 


The being chuckles again, _looks like I can use you for more than 
entertainment_. 


_What_? Six questions, _what does that mean_? 

The advisory chuckles again, "Perhaps it's time you wake up. 


The darkness suddenly begins to retreat and color begins to return to 
the world. He glances around, but everything seems fuzzy for some 
reason. He is somewhere with no sunlight, underground perhaps judging 
from the brown and green smudges with an invisible ceiling and floor. 
He appears to be floating, something he would be weary and panicked 
about, but his mind is so muddled he didn't really care for much at 
the moment . 


Six groans as he feels an ache in his head, he may have been "asleep" 
however he is exhausted, not physically, but emotionally. He then 
notices two things; his ribs are no longer poking his insides and his 
head isn't spinning from his earlier concussion. Now however his mind 
is too clouded to fully grasp this strange and unexpected turn of 
events . 



"Chief," Six finally moans. 

"Lieutenant, " replies the Spartan, Six locates the origin of the 
voice and sees the Chief. He is being held above an abyss by a long 
green tentacle that looks almost plant like in nature. The Spartan 
III glances down and finds himself being held by a limb similar to 
the one entagling the Chief. He struggles a bit but after a moment 
gave up, he is sstill groggy and the thing holding him is as strong 
as steel. He turns his attention back to his comrade instead to see 
how he is doing. 

The Master Chief's voice is the same, but his tone seems to have 
quivered a bit. Has he been through the same mental ordeal as Six 
has ? 

"Chief," Six says again, he doesn't want to say it, but protocols 
requires him to, "Ia€|I think I've been emotionally compromise." 

The Master Chief is quiet before replying, "I think I am too 
sir. " 

The Spartan III doesn't move or say anything. He has survived the 
destruction of Reach, a slipspace jump on the surface of a planet and 
has literally fought through droves of Covenant troopers to kill the 
Prophet of Regret. The Master Chief has survived Reach as well, 
fought on Halo, survived the Flood and been by Six's side throughout 
this latest and unexpecting combat tour. They survived the worst the 
Covenant could throw at them, but here they are, broken, not through 
their bodies as many have often feared, but through their 
minds . 

"What are you two talking about?" Six jerks his body in surprise at 
the sound of the voice; he has completely forgotten Cortana was here 
as well, or rather present in the Chief's suit, "nothing has happened 
since wea€ | arrived, wherever that is." 

The Chief takes a shaky breath as if he is about to speak when 
suddenly one of the smudges he dully noted earlier moved. Six's eyes 
widens at what is now in front of them. Its huge, has an oval like 
dome and is supported by a long thick stalk that is stretching up out 
of the unknown. It produces deep thrumming noise that echoes all 
around them and it seems to bea€ | breathing? It has three large 
mandibles making up its mouth just like the Sangheilis, but as far as 
facial features went that was it. There are no eyes, ears or nose, 
nothing to suggest this thing is alive, but something in the back of 
the Spartan's mind is warning him this is no regular mutated 
houseplant. This is something different altogether. 

Finally it is Cortana who asks the question the still shell-shocked 
Spartans couldn't voice, "What is that?" 

Six is surprised further when the voice, the deep thunderous booming 
voice that has been talking to him speaks again, but this time it's 
not in his head, it seems to be bouncing off the very walls of the 
cavern . 

"I?" it asks, "I am the monument to all your sins." The biological 
being in front of them dips its head as if it is bowing. Is that what 
is speaking? And it just answered Cortana 's question, how? Cortana is 
speaking through the MJOLNIR comms system; there is no way the 



creature could have heard her, especially since she is speaking via 
an encrypted signal. 


There is a sick slicking sound coming from above them, and the 
assembled party looks up in time to see green tentacle stretching 
from the darkness above as it brings two struggling figures into the 
light, bathing them in an eerily green aura. 

Six wasn't expecting to see this; there are two Sangheilis, vainly 
struggling against their unnatural bonds, taking blind punches and 
lashing out with harsh kicks in attempt to untangle themselves from 
their captors. Six isn't sure that is the wisest of strategies, 
especially seeing how they are hovering over what could only be 
described as a bottomless pit. 

"Relax," The Master Chief isn't yelling, but his calm, stern voice is 
enough to get the aliens attention as they turn to face the human as 
he finishes with, "I'd rather not tick this thing off." 

"Demons, " one of the Sangheilis hisses and gives both the Chief an 
evil eye. Six ignores this and instead studies the new comers. He 
guesses this is a male judging from how profound his voice is, he is 
wearing strange armor that Six has never seen before. It isn't 
colored brightly like most suits are, each color and armor type 
represent a rank, so Six is baffled by what he is seeing. The armor 
is black and seemsaC i old somehow. It is a design that covers the open 
mouth, protects most of his skin and it just doesn't light up, it 
doesn't seem to be pulsing with energy and power that is so common 
among his species. 

His companion is more recognizable though. Red armor, alive with its 
mysterious power and seems just too generally advance for both humans 
and Covenant creatures. The Sangehili also possess a rather curious 
body, and its eyesaC i noa€ i her eyes... 

Six couldn't breathe for a moment. Can it be her? She is the one and 
only female Zealot, who else could it be? 

He gulps a couple of times trying to water his parch throat before 
calling out in a rather meek voice, "Shress?" 

The female's head immediately jerks up at the sound of her name and 
twists as far as her restrains will allow her until her eyes, her 
gorgeous silver eyes are upon him once more, after all this 
time . 

Six couldn't move, he was completely frozen, but he didn't know why. 
It isn't from shock, but from fear. She is here, but how? And who is 

this new Sangheili that is by her side? Wearing armor that he has 

never seen before? A cold sweat breaks out as he starts shaking. Is 
this real, or is it another cruel illusion? 

"Michael!" Six flinches slightly, he has never heard her voice that 
high pitch before, maybe their time apart from one another was just 
as tortuous for her as it was for him. 

"Are you alright? Are you hurt?" she asks in concern before closing 
her mandibles as she remembers they are not alone, which is true. Now 

the unknown male and Chief is gazing at her before looking at Six 

before back again. 



"Lieutenant, " the Master Chief asks rather cautiously, "who is 
this ? " 

"Heresy," the male Sangheili hisses out as if it is a curse. Shress 
turns to him and snaps her mandibles at him, a moment before she was 
overcome with emotion, now she looks ready to tear off people's 
heads . 

"Enough, " both humans and Sangheili cringles as the giant voice 
speaks once more, "I have listen through rock and metal and time, I 
have listen and but now, I shall speak and you shall listen." 

There is movement and before their eyes twin tentacle columns erupts 
from the darkness, both holding something up at their eye level. 

The one on the left isn't a figure, it looks like some sort of mini 
drone to Six, but it was shaped in the likeness of a sphere, its 
surface was way too smooth for humans to have created it. It has a 
red glowing center that looks kind of like an eye and it appears to 
bea€ i humming? 

"Greetings!" it shouts in an excited, robotic voice, "I am 2401 
Penitent Tangent, monitor of installation 05." 

A monitor? Six wonders to himself, is this thing similar to the one 
that the Master Chef talked met on the first Halo? 

The second tentacle though isn't holding anything, but there was a 
lump that is brought up to about their eye level. After a moment. Six 
realizes that it wasn't a lump. There is something, or rather 
someone, embedded within the giant limb. He sees arms, legs and a 
head that shakes and quivers, almost as if the person is in pain. The 
person finally raises his head into the light and Six is stunned by 
who he sees. 

"And I," croaks the person, "am the Prophet of Regret." 

Six and the Master Chef stares at the apparently resurrected alien 
before them; they could hardly believing their eyes or their ears. It 
can't be Regret, the Chief stabbed him and he was crushed by his own 
gravitational throne. How could he have gotten here, better yet how 
could he have survived? 

"Reclaimers!" Sx turns his eyes back to the monitor as it continues 
speaking in its excited voice, "Here?! At last, we can finally being 
the final preparations for installation 05!" 

"Wait, " Six calls out before he looks at the Chief, "Does that 
meanaC i " 

The Chief thinks for a while before nodding slowly, "He's talking 
about firing the ring." 

"No, " moans Regret, "We will not allow another of the gods great 
creations to be destroyed, not when we are so close to start the 
Great Journey." 

"Untrue, " the Monitor claims as it looks at Regret, "the primary 
function of this installation is to cleanse the universe of any flood 



contamination . 


Regret falls to mumbling to himself before he turns to the Sangheilis 
who are being held close to his side, "Insolence, of all the gods 
creation there are none as hindering as these oracles." 

"Your Great Journey, " the giant being says, "and the final cleansing 
is one and the same, it will ultimately end with our demise." 

"This thing is right, " The Chief speaks up as he looks to the 
Covenant soldiers, "Halo is a weapon, your Prophets are making a big 
mistake . " 

The unknown Sangehili growls savagely, "Your ignorance and blasphemy 
has already destroyed one Ring, it will not happened again." 

Shress doesn't say a thing, she doesn't move, but Six has spent 
enough time with her to know that she is in deep thought. 

"Shress, " Six says softly, not caring if they had company or 
not . 

The indicated female raises her gaze until he can just see the glint 
of silver beneath her mask. 

"You know what the Covenant is like, " he tells her, "this is what the 
Prophets have been getting at all this time, a bloody journey that 
will end with all of us being killed." 

"Lies" hisses the male Sangheili. 

"If you see the obvious truth as a lie," the giant rumbles, "then we 
are already doomed, " the tentacles retracts, along with the monitor 
and Regret. The former Prophet wails out in a pathetic way as he 
disappears into the mist, hiding him from the Spartan's view. 

"The time has come for us to act, " the giant being states as it looks 
above them and proclaims, "there is still time to stop the key from 
turning, " it looks down back at them, "but in order for us to 
succeed, we must work together." 

The limb wrapped around the Chief move forward until he is face to 
face with the strange creature. 

"This one is made of metal and fire, " proclaims the giant parasite, 
"he is faithful, dedicated and unwilling to compromise, " the tentacle 
retracts the Chief away from the thing and places him back alongside 
Six . 

The male Sangehili is still struggling as he is the next one to be 
brought before the giant being. 

"This one is made of flesh and anger and faith, " it announces, 

"though believing to be broken, he is what is needed the most." 

The Sangehili stops struggling, blinking in surprise before he too 
was return to his original position. 

Six is suddenly tug forward next, his head whiplash forward before 
being pulled back and he was met with the giant mandible-like 



faceless host. Movement in the corner of his eye catches his 
attention and he turns to find that Shress has been moved forward as 
well so that they are beside one another, their sides almost 
touching . 

"These two, " the creatures seems to hum to itself before saying, "one 
is steel while the other is of conviction, they are of separate 
worlds, but now their fates are intertwined, just as we are 
now . " 

Six couldn't believe this, does the creature before them, his inner 
interrogator, did he just called them out on the spot and said they 
were a couple? Shress looks just as stun, but on the other 
Sangehili's face is nothing but confusion and Six could only hope 
that the Master Chief didn't understand either. 

"You shall go to a location to stop the catastrophe, " the creature 
says as it hoists up the Chief then moved on to the Sangheili, "you 
shall go to another, " finally Six and Shress bobs a little before the 
thing finishes with, "as shall you." 

"Fate has brought us together as foes" rumbles the creature as it 
brings the Chief and the Sangheili forward until they are all facing 
the monstrosity, "but when this is all over, " here it peers at them 
closely, each in turn, "we shall be brothers and sisters." 

Before Six could question what the thing meant, the wind seems to 
pick up and a bright light suddenly appears out of nowhere and starts 
to rotate around the Spartan at incredible speed. He only has time to 
glance up at Shress and briefly make out her figure before there is a 
flash and everything fades away. 

**Shress POV** 

The golden light swirls around Shress one moment and then the next 
it ' s gone . 

She stiffens a growl that threatens to escape her mandibles while 
trying to fight back an aching headache as she squints her eyes a 
little to look at her surroundings. 

After a moment she realizes she is in the last place she has 
expected; onboard a Covenant ship. She never thought she would see 
the interior of her people's shuttle again, but here she is; the 
softly glowing walls, the long corridor of doors and the violet 
colors lighting her path was so vaguely familiar. 

However, her moment of memory is broken when she remembers what had 
recently happened. 

That thing, whatever it was, said that the Halo ring will destroy 
them all unless she stops it, but how? 

Deep in her mind though she is briefly happy. Michael is alright, and 
furthermore, this explains everything about the Forerunner technology 
and squashes all doubts she had about what her suitor has told her. 
Where is he now? Is he safe? Will she be able to see him again- 


She freezes when she hears a moan next to her and she turns 
around . 



Leaning against the wall just a mere unit away from her is a human 
Spartan in green, but she instantly remembers that this is the one 
that sounds like Michael. 

Her hearts suddenly feels as if they have just leaped into her throat 
as a multitude of emotions runs through her; fear, suspicion, relief, 
but most profoundly its joy that outranks them all. Here he is, her 
suitor, his amour is different, blacken by war and instead of it 
being blue it is now green with blue stripes running down his sides 
and a single white band on top of his helmet. He doesn't seem to know 
that she is present since the orange glass that blocks her view of 
his eyes are only looking at the floor. He seems winded and his limbs 
shake a little as if he is recovery from a illness that has taken a 
great toll . . 

She hardly pays any of this any mind as she softly steps towards him 
and whispers, "Michael?" 

The Spartan in turn stops moving, either at the acknowledgment of his 
name, the sound of her name, or probably both, she doesn't know. 

All that she cares about right now is the fact that the person looks 
up and she feels his eyes looking into her's. 

"Shress, " came the softer but just as reassuring response. 

A cold shiver took over, but it is quickly replace by warmth that 
flood through her being, she has no idea how, but her body seems to 
believe without a doubt, that the human before her is her 
suitor . 

They stare at one another for what feels like units, but in all 
honesty she is nervous. Did he still want her? Is he alright? Does he 
know of her helping the Covenant? Will he forgive her? Furthermore, 
will he still accept her? 

There is a sudden blur and she catches her breath as she feels 
something constricting her airway. For a moment she thought she was 
being attacked, but when she looked down, she instead finds Michael, 
holding onto her as if his life depended on it. If it wasn't for her 
armor, he might had accidentally break some bones. 

She is momentarily surprised and suspicious. What is happening? 
Normally the Spartan would be more reserved, even during their days 
on the Prowler he was cautious as he hugged her and slow when he 
kissed her on the mandibles as if he is afraid he will scare her 
away. Now here he is, squeezing her with nearly all his strength as 
if she would disappear at any moment. What has happened to the male 
that she cares for? Who has done this to him? The thought of anyone 
hurting him fuels her with fury, all her past resentment and anger 
held towards the Spartan because of the imprisonment and scars she 
had sustained immediately disappeared as she holds the one she cares 
for, the one she loves. 

She gently wraps her arms around him and holds him close. She wished 
she could remove his armor to reach his skin, his helmet at the very 
least and look into his green eyes. However she makes no sudden 
movement as she just holds the male, momentarily forgetting where 
they are . 



"Please, " her hearts stopped when she heard his voice, it was raw, 

almost as if he has been crying. Michael, a Spartan, 

crying? 

"Please," he says again, begging, "please tell me you're real." 

I'm real? She wonders to herself in bewilderment, what could ever 
make him doubt that she exists? She is here holding him right 
now . 

Unsure what has happened to the male and hoping to help him in 
whatever way possible, she lowers herself until her head is right 
next to where his ear would be if it wasn't covered by his helmet and 
whispers, "I'm real." 

She feels his body quakes once more and he gasps for air as if he is 
fighting back sobs, a sound she would never have thought possible for 
him when he finally says, "thank you." 

If someone has ever told her that the great Spartan warriors weep, 
she wouldn't believe it, but now with Michael herea€ | she ' s still not 
sure if she believes it herself. Seeing him like this is enough to 
make her cry as well. 

There is a resounding boom that causes them to lose their footing and 
Michael crashes into her, but she steels her legs and she is able to 
support her human suitor. She can see the hull of the vessel quivers 
a bit; whatever had hit them hit them hard. 

The Spartan in her arms stopped breathing for a moment, but he 
exhales before inhaling more slowly and mechanically. He slowly steps 
out of her embrace while he eyes the ground beneath them 
wearily . 

"Michael?" she questions, "are you alright?" 

He remains still for a moment before nodding, "I'm fine," he falls 
silent again before hesitantly he glances up at her and says, 

" Sorry . " 

"It is aright Michael," she answers before stepping closer to him and 
nuzzle his thick hard helmet. She longs to feel his flesh on her 
fingers, but this will have to do, hopefully this is soothing him. 
When she feels him leaning a little into her neck she knows it 
is . 

"What happened Michael, " she asks him gently, not wanting to scare 
him again, or whatever it is that had just happened. 

He doesn't answer and before he could, another rumble shakes their 
world and this time it is accompanied by an explosion. 

The two experienced warrior's steps away from one another as they 
finally comprehend their reality. This isn't a fantasy, this is real, 
and from the sound of things they need to gain control of the 
situation . 

"I'll tell you later," Six tells her in his old voice, the one filled 
with confidence, "it sounds like we're needed." 



Needed by whom? She wonders to herself, the humans? Will they allow 
me to help or will they shoot me? Probably the best likely next to 
being imprisoned again. 

She shake away these thoughts however when she voices her other 
concern . 

"Are you confident that you can fight Michael?" she questions as she 
rests her hand on his shoulder guard. 

He gently encloses her fingers within his gauntlet and she feels his 
thumb softly brushing her knuckles, "I know I can," he says softly, 
"just try and keep up." 

This quirks an eye ridge from her, "is this a challenge my 
suitor? " 


"Maybe, she can hear the smile on his voice; she can hope that he 
can see hers as well. 

After what felt like units though, they reluctantly break contact. 


just them holding hands is welcoming 
spent apart from each other. 

Michael looks around as he asks, "do 

She observes him for a while, trying 
strain of the challenges before them 
we are inside a ship, " she pauses to 
saying, "but I do not know which one 

He nods to this before saying, "Then 
board is hostile." 


after all the time they have 


you know where we are?" 

to see if he can stand the 
until she speaks, "I concluded 
glance around as well before 
nor where it is we are." 

we have to assume everyone on 


She solemnly nods to this, it is necessary she suppose, but she can't 
help feeling nervous at the prospect of killing other Sangheilis, her 
people . 

Six grasps her arm and nods, possibly his way to comfort her, which 
she appreciates. 

"We should go, " she finally informs him and gestures to their left 
where a portal stands, "hopefully we'll discover where we are." 

Her Spartan companion nods and he reaches for an empty bag on his 
shoulder. He feels around it before sighing. He catches her looking 
at him and he simply says, "I don't have my knife." 

She took a moment to check herself over as well and finds that they 
are indeed without arms . 


She growls, "How are we supposed to stop the Covenant with our bare 
hands ? " 


"Well we can always do what Spartans have been doing for the past 
twenty seven years," Michael says. 


"And what would that be?" Shress asks in turn. 



He shrugs, "we improvise, " with that, he leads the way to the 
entrance way. 

She snarls at being the last to follow, but she walks right behind 
him, eyeing him carefully and making sure he doesn't hurt himself 
further, that is if he has sustained any injuries at all. He moves 
with a steady and professional manner though, making it harder for 
her to diagnose whether or not if he having any troubles. 

She forces her worrying mind aside however when they reach the door. 
She crouches slightly and readies herself for a fight. Michael turn 
towards her to see if she is ready before he presses the command and 
the door swirls open. 

They are in another hallway similar to the one they had left with it 
just as empty, but this one is far larger and unlike before, Shress 
is able to get her bearings. 

"This is the main corridor, " she informs the Spartan, "it gives our 
warriors direct access to the bridge, hanger and even deeper within 
the ship . " 

The Spartan acknowledges this as he presses his back to the wall, 
constantly swinging his head back and forth as he searches for any 
threats . 

"I'm not sure what it is we are supposed to do here," he informs her, 
"but I think the best thing to do is disable the ship." 

She swerves her head towards him with wide eyes, "disable 
it?" 


"Yes, " he took the time to look back at her, "we have to assume they 
are attacking a human fleet, if we can help with the fight the Navy 
may be able to get us out, at the very least it'll let them know they 
have allies on this rig." 

She is quiet before admitting with a hesitant, "I supposea€ i " She 
doesn't voice it, but she's still not comfortable with this, no doubt 
many Sangheilis will be hurt in their mission. 

"We have no choice Shress," Michael reminds her, "we've got to stop 
the Prophets otherwise everything will be wiped out, including 
Sanghelios . " 

She nods her understanding, but this still doesn't help all that 
much . 

"Alright, " he breathes out, "now which way do we go from 
here? " 

Without hesitation she points down to one end of the hall and says, 
"Down that way is the command deck, " she then points in the opposite 
direction, "but further that way is the reactor room that powers the 
ship . " 

He mulls this over before saying, "Ok, I'll take the deck, you take 
the reactor." 


He turns to leave when Shress ' s hands grabs his shoulders and turns 



him around so he can look into her distraught face. 


"What!?" she demands, "You want us to split up? What if we can't find 
each other? What if one of us needs help?" she doesn't voice her main 
concern though; what if he dies? 

Michael calmly unattached her claws from his armor before gently 
saying, "Shress, I know the risks are high, but we have to do this. 
I'll feel more comfortable knowing that the Covenant has lost control 
of both the control room and the control bridge, if we take them 
simultaneously then this won't give the Covenant time to regroup and 
try and fortify one of the important parts of the ship." 

She is quiet. She doesn't know what she hates more; the plan, or the 
fact that it makes sense. 

She feels his hand rub against her cheek as he says, "it'll be 
alright Shress, I'll see you soon." 

She slowly nods, looks into his visor once before she turns and left 
towards the reactor. If she says anything more or glances back at 
him, she fears she will be unable to force herself to leave him. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Where is everyone<em>, she wonders to herself. She has been 
walking for fifteen units by now and she hasn't come across another 
living creature. She begins to ponder if that creature from the Ring 
has sent them onboard a deserted ship, but if so then why? 

Another rumble shakes her, but she braces herself against the wall. 
She feels her body make contact with a door and she feels it open on 
contact . 

She spins around, ready for a struggle, but the room is empty. She 
looks it over to see it's a officer's quarters, complete with a work 
table, weapon container and bed. 

Her attention immediately settles upon the weapons being held in the 
rack, as if it knew she was coming and is now offering her everything 
it possess. She makes sure the room is empty and no one is in the 
hallway before she dashes in. 

She grabs whatever she can carry; two plasma rifles, a carbine, a 
beam rifle, a plasma pistol and as many grenades that she can stuff 
into her carrying pouches. She now has weapons for herself and 
Michael, but she knew it's not enough, even on the smallest of crafts 
there can be over a thousand Covenant soldiers, this is hardly enough 
firepower to bring them all down, perhaps they could- 

She hears the distinct slick sound of metal sliding against metal; a 
familiar sound that she identifies as battle armor sliding against a 
smooth surface, like a entranceway. 

Quickly she twists around with a plasma rifle raised and ready to 
fire. Her opponent, another Sangehili does likewise with a 
Carbine . 

They make ready when at the same time they freeze in surprise and 
horror as they identify the other. 



The Saneghili facing Shress is a little shorter than her, not by much 
but some. Her face holds beauty despite the ageness around her eyes 
while her armor is a common blue of a minor, but the bright green 
sash draped across her shoulder indicates that the female in front of 
her holds more power than most. 

The female studies her before she whispers in a pained voice, 

"Shress . " 

Shress wets her throat, but it does not stay the inner agony as she 
whispers back, "mother." 

They stand there, watching the other before the younger female sighs 
and starts advancing. 

"Mother, I need to go-" 

She is cut off when her mother steps into the entrance way, blocking 
her daughter in. 

"ShressaCi" she finally says slowly, not looking at her offspring, "I 
am sorry, but I cannot let you leave." 

Shress violently shakes her head, "No, mother, please, " she begs, 
"this isn't what you think, I have no time to explain, but there's 
more at stake here then what you realize." 

"You are a heretic," her mother says, "Ia€|I must ask you to hand 
over your weapons anda€ | surrender. " 

"MotheraC | " 

"Shress, if you have ever hold any respects towards me or my orders, 
then please, " she lowers the Carbine and holds out a hand, "surrender 
and we may be able to plead with the Prophets, to help cleanse you 
and-" 

"No mother, " replies her daughter, "the Prophets are false, they are 
leading us to ruin, especially now, " she waves at the wall, "this, 
all of this, will be gone if we activate the Ring, the Prophets may 
not know this, but it doesn't matter, it will lead to our 
demise . " 

"You have caused that yourself, " her mother says sternly, "you 
betrayed everything you have ever stood for-" 

"I stood for protecting our people," counters Shress, "the prophets 
are raging unholy war against the humans, sacrificing many warrior's 
lives for no reason at all and all so that we can destroy ourselves, 
I've seen it and the Prophets may have already suspect it, they tried 
to kill me and the Arbiter and-" 

"They what?" her mother looks surprised at this, "they tried to kill 
you? " 

Shress nods, "I cannot detail what happened next mother, its 
complicated, but the Prophets lied to us, they said if we retrieve 
for them the icon than we can be redeemed, instead they tried to 
silence us . " 



Her mother however seems out of focus as she lowers the rifle as she 
mutter to herself, Shress barely able to catch what it is she is 
saying . 

"All of thisa€|is it possibleaC i it does make senseaC | " 

Shress suddenly gets a sinking suspicion that something else has 
happened, something that she and the Arbiter may not have been told 
about . 

The floor shakes once more and Shress growls in agitation, "mother, 
we need to contact the humans and asked them to cease fire, I can try 
and talk to them and-" 

"It's not the humans," her mother suddenly says, still staring at the 
floor . 

"It's not?" Shress asks as she takes a step closer to her 
parent . 

Her mother finally looks up and says, "we are being fired upon by own 
ships . " 

Shress gapes at her for a moment as she wonders about what has been 
said. Their own ships are shooting at them? How is it possible 
unlessaC i 

Shress carefully eyes her mother, hoping, praying really, that she 
will believe her. 

"Mother, " Shress says softly, her gentle tone causing the elder 
female to look at her as the other tries to keep eye contact before 
saying, "the Prophets have betrayed us." 

Her mother's eyes widen, not because of what she said because it was 
her who had said it. Shress is the first female Zealot, seen as one 
of the holiest warriors within the La'Vdamee Keep, and here she is 
peaking pure heresy. But then again why are the Prophets ordering the 
other species of the Covenant to attack them? 

She honestly has no idea what to do, what to think, she knows her 
duty as the female of a keep and as the bondmate of the Keep Lord, 
she has to captured or even kill, any heretics, especially when they 
speak pure blasphemy before the Prophets. Yet this isn't a heretic, 
this is her daughter, the female that has grown strong and wise 
through the years and though she would never admit it to her husband 
who never believed in female warriors; she is proud of her 
daughter . 

Suddenly there is a loud buzz in the room and a male Sangheili voice 
echoes throughout the ship. 

"Guards! We need assistance in the bridge! There is a demon-" the 
message is cut short with a loud thud and a howl of pain. 

Shress ' s eyes widen at what she has heard as she fully comprehends 
what she has just heard. 


"Shress?" her mother speaks 


"what is wrong?" In that instant when 



she sees the horror on her daughter's face she momentarily forgot 
that she is the enemy. 

The surprises didn't cease though as she looks at her mother in panic 
and says urgently, "We have to get to the deck, now!" 

* *Six ' s POV** 

Six twists under a energy sword, leaps to the side as a plasma bolt 
flies past and raises his arm just in time to block a strike to his 
face. But they just keep coming. 

When he had reached the bridge he only saw two Sangheili guards by 
the door and attacked them. He was close to bringing them down when 
someone from within the room grabbed him and brought him inside. He 
broke free from the enemy's grasp, only to find the two assailants 
that he had attacked earlier leap at him. 

Now he is trying to fend off two red Majors and a golden clad 
shipmaster, all of whom are obviously skilled fighters. Six was using 
surprised and his agility to his advantage, but now that he has lost 
his open window, he has to improvise. 

A Major swing at him again with his fist, but Six ducks, grabs him by 
the midsection, pushes forward aiming at the Sangheilie's legs and 
flips the combatant over. He hears a satisfying boom as the attacker 
lands, but his victory is short lived when his shields glows as 
another storm of plasma hits him. 

He weaves out of the line of fire and sets his gaze upon the last 
Major who is wielding a plasma rifle at the Spartan. He makes ready 
to charge again when an arm wraps itself around his neck and a hand 
starts hammering Six in the side. The armor clangs in protest before 
Six grabs the offending arm and yank downs with it. He breaks free 
while also causing something to crack in the limb. 

The Shipmaster howls as his bone shatters. Six follows by turning in 
a complete circle and slugs him hard in the stomach. He hears the 
Major trying to get behind him again, but the Spartan didn't allow 
it. He grabs a grenade that was clipped to the Shipmaster's belt and 
hurls it over his shoulder. The Major roars in frustration before 
being forced to dive out of the way of the blast of the 
explosion . 

With his remaining arm, the Sangheili grabs Six by the throat and 
hoists him into the air. The strength behind the alien's hand is 
incredible; it starts to cause the armor around the neck guard to 
bend as he tries to crush Six's windpipe. 

He doesn't just hang there though, he grabs the wrist of his attacker 
and bends it, causing the hand to loosen and allowing him to turn 
within the Sangheili 's grip and his faceplate is now facing his 
assaulter . 

The alien scowls at him and Six does the same from behind his helmet. 
He gets ready to strike back, this time planning to strike his 
assailant in the eye when a voice in Sangheili shouts. 

"Michael! Father! Stop!" 



Instantly the two warriors pauses and as one, both the Shipmaster and 
Six looks in the direction where the voice has come from and see a 
female. Wearing Zealot armor, possessing silver eyes, and looking 
between the two of them with great concern. 

"Shress?" Six freezes when he hears the gruff voice as it spoke at 
the same time as Six did. They turn back towards each other, but in 
that brief moment their hatred is replaced with 
astonishment . 

"Mic-haa-ell ? " questions the Shipmaster, stumbling over the alien 
word . 

"Father?" Six asks in turn. The alien narrows his eyes and snarls in 
response . 

_Oh boy_. Six thought to himself. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Lucas Scorpion: will these two OC ' s do? The other OC ' s 
will be making a comeback soon too.<strong> 

**I hope this chapter went well, thanks for reading and I hope you 
enjoyed . * * 


31. Never Ending Dreams 

**I'm going to be busy for the next couple of months, maybe the fore 
coming years as well, so I'm going to be putting a little more effort 
into this story at the moment, out of all my other ones it may be the 
closest to being finished, however that all depends on how much I 
write in each chapter.** 

**Also, interesting fact: chapter 30 had the greatest number of 
reviews of up to 41, beating the average number of 15-20 for every 
other chapter.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Never Ending Dreams<strong> 

"How could you bring that-that-thing, onto my ship!?" 

"I didn't bring him!" Shress roars at her father, "He came on his own 
accord ! " 

Shress knew if her father could he would have been standing in front 
of her, screaming in her face, but at the moment he is being 
restrained by two guards and her mother as they examine his damaged 
hand . 

All of her life the old Sangheili male has always been a voice of 
reason, a strong and steady figure head who is hardly ever shaken. 
Even in battle his voice remains calm, his aim never off and his 
decisions never biased. She has only seen him lose control on three 
occasions though; once when they were informed of her ailments, when 
he discovered she was joining the Covenant and now here he is ready 
to strangle her, but whether it's because she has brought a demon as 



her companion to his ship or because she is a heretic. 


The bridge shakes once more, nearly causing all of them to fall 
again. Her father raises his head and roars, "Get in contact with 
those ships and order them to cease their firing!" 

"It is not just us Ship Master," one of the Sangheilis at a console 
reports, "there are other vessels that are under attack by the fleet 
as well . " 

The Ship Master glowers at the news, "then contact the Prophets and 
inform them of this treachery!" 

"Father, " Shress sighs heavily, "the Prophets have-" 

"Silence heretic!" he bellows at his daughter, "you are not allowed 
to speak unless spoken to!" 

Shress rumbles in return, but deep down his words have cut her 
deeply. She had always worked hard to gain his approval, and now it 
seems that she has lost it. What is worst though is that he says it 
without remorse, but he doesn't look her in the eye when he said it, 
she tried to take this as some form of comfort, but it didn't help 
her much. 

"Ship Master, " the same Sangheili calls out, "High Charity is still 
not responding." He scowls at his monitors before reporting, "Sir, it 
appearsa€ | it appears the fleet is getting into position to overtake 


Shress couldn't stand by any longer, "Father, the Prophets-" 

"I said silence," the male turn to face her, "if it wasn't for the 
Prophets orders, I'd end you here and now." 

Her mother stiffen at these words, but Shress doesn't show any 
emotion as she snarls, "the Prophets have betrayed our race." 

Her father turns away from her, "I will not listen to any more of 
your lies . " 

Changing tact, she instead turns to the officer who is at the comms 
monitor, "are there other ships under Sangheili control that are 
being attacked?" 

The Sangheili deck officer in turn glowers at her, but before he 
could say anything, Shress barks out, "are there!?" 

The officer glares at her before turning to the Ship Master, "All 
vessels under Sangheili command are being attacked, both from the 
soldiers within and the fleet outside." 

Shress turns to her father who is glaring at the view screen in front 
of him as it displays Covenant ships battering away at one another, 
aside from transmissions they receive, there is really no way to 
distinguish the clashing forces. 

"Father, " Shress says softly, "you once told me ignorance destroys 
lives, if you remain ignorant to the threat before us then you will 
not only have your ship destroyed, but also your bondmate as well." 



Her fist tightens lightly at not mentioning herself, but she is no 
longer sure if her father still views her as his daughter, probably 
not . 

Throughout the whole ordeal, her mother has remained silent as she 
glances between her mate and their child, unsure whose side to take. 
She has always been supportive of her offspring ever since she has 
told of her ambition of being a great warrior, even when it was 
looked down upon by other of their society, she was filled with pride 
at how far their young has gone. Yet she has now been proclaimed a 
heretic and is practically boasting heresy right in front of them, a 
deep shame that wounds her. 

Now though, with the Covenant assaulting them, she is starting to 
wonder if her daughter's blasphemy is actually the truth. 

Finally her father mutters an oath under his breath before he turns 
to a Sangheili manning a different station of the deck. 

"Get in contact with Fleet Master Dagr'as and inform him of our 
plight," he commands. 

"The Fleet Master is dead. Ship Master, " reports the Sangheili, "the 
_Shadow of Intent_ is under siege as well." 

Shress cringle slightly. Fleet Master Dagr'as was a good leader, and 
was surprisingly quite respectful when she first met him during a 
festival on Sanghelios. Would his death be enough to persuade her 
father of the Prophets betrayal? It's obvious to her that the 
Covenant is now trying to kill off any and all Sangheilis who could 
contribute to a strong war effort against them. 

Her father indeed is in deep thought, but if he is still the same 
stubborn male that has raised her from a distance since birth, then 
he is no doubt wrestling within himself the turmoil of what such 
actions could lead to. 

Finally he turns back to the communications officer, "Who is in 
command of the _Shadow_ _of_ _Intent_ now?" 

"That would be Rtas 'Vadum, " informs the crew member, "the Special 
Operations Commander, he is the next highest rank." 

"Then inform him of our situation and demand that he contact the 
Prophets and-" 

"Rtas was sent to the Ring world earlier for recon purposes, " breaks 
in the officer, "he hasn't been heard from since, we're not even sure 
if he is still alive." 

Her father shakes in fury as he restrains a growl, this is, however, 
when Shress walks into the conversation again. 

"Father, please, I beseech you, " she says in a pleading voice much 
different from her hostile tone from earlier, "you must see my 
reasoning, the Covenant has betrayed us and now the Prophets are 
trying to wipe us out." 

"All because of your decisions, " her father turns a cold look in her 
direction, "because of your mistakes." 



Though hurt, she continues, "because of my mistakes I was able to 
reveal the Prophets true nature, if they were as honorable and as 
committed to our earlier treaty from the wars of the past, then why 
is it that they have turn on us so easily?" 

A growl was her only reply, but she continues, "father, you must take 
action now, with Rtas unavailable that would make you the temporarily 
Fleet Master, giving you the responsibility and duty to fight for 
Sanghelios, especially now seeing how we are endangered from being 
overrun by our former allies," she gestures out the viewing port and 
towards the space battle being ravaged between ships. 

Everyone in the control center has gone silent from her words. They 
are not to even acknowledge the words of a traitor, a heretic, but 
everything she has just said made sense, why else were they being 
attacked by the very shuttles they were commanding just moments ago? 
To admit that they have now been ousted from the Covenant would be a 
stain on all their honor, but in retrospect, they are now helpless. 
They depended on the alliance of different alien species to support 
themselves and their planet, to lose this membership would not only 
mean the loss of certain privileges, but also the loss of everything 
that they have been taught, given, and held sacred for the past 
thousand years. The mere strand of this idea is unthinkable. 

Still, even as each Sangheili in the room tried to comprehend what 
they have just heard, their hearts dropped when they beheld their 
Ship Master. 

He breathes in deeply before releasing the air, but he does not rise 
back up to his full height as all the energy seems to have left him 
and he now appears broken. His eyes that just moment ago blazed with 
fire now seems empty and desolate. His once strong stance is now 
slouched and defeated; his honor and pride has quite literally left 
him. 

Slowly, he looks to the one controlling the ship's communications for 
a long moment before he stands up straight, closes his eye and 
reopens them. But now they are alight, they may not have been as 
powerful as before, but they are now alive and are focus as he takes 
in his next and new challenge, one that only his ancestors has 
probably ever faced all those years back when they were still an 
independent race. It appears they have to be sovereign once 
more . 

"Giltras, " the officer at the comms sits up straight at the sound of 
his commander's strong voice, "inform all remaining Sangheili 
controlled vessels to regroup with us, we need to consolidate and 
counterattack before we lose too many ships." 

The officer immediately starts typing in the message, but he slows 
down partially as he turns to the Ship Master, "Commander, doe 
thisa€|does this mean we are fighting against the Covenant?" 

The Ship Master breathes heavily before he looks at Shress, his 
daughter. She has never seen her father look so old and ragged then 
in that one single moment as he observes her like he did so many 
years ago when she was still young and was on the practice field with 
the other children of the La'Vdamee Keep. He is still the same male 
who she has seen back then, the one who led many victorious battles 



she heard so much about as she grew. But in all those years he was 
empowered by his passion to serve the Prophets and nothing more. Now 
he needs to find another reason to battle, something that he is 
willing to fight for, to die for. 

He nods his head in silent answer, causing the Sangheilis to hiss in 
disdain before falling silent. They didn't bellow their war cries, 
they didn't declares oaths of destruction towards their enemy, nor do 
they so much as breathe. All they could do now is follow their 
commander's lead as they try to think of something they can believe 
in. There is no Great Journey awaiting them now, so what do they have 
to battle over? 

The Ship Master advances towards his daughter. She stands still and 
tries to keep her breathing under control until he is directing in 
front of her. His muzzle lightly brushing against hers as if he is 
smelling her, taking in her scent as if it's brand new. Perhaps it 
is, she has been to many new places, been with so many people and has 
even gotten extremely close to her alien suitor; her musk must be 
different even if she couldn't sense it. 

Finally her father sighs and she breathes in his expected smell; a 
mixture of male and spent plasma energy before he 
speaks . 

"Daughter, " her eyes widen and her chest heaves with emotion when he 
said that simple one word in a delicate voice, "what must we do 
now? " 

* *Six POV** 

Six has heard of twists of fate, but he never really thought of them 
until now. 

He remembers when he first arrived on Cairo station and he was 
separated from Shress, before he was informed of her being contained 
as a prisoner of war. He wondered how she would fare being a prisoner 
of his people. 

Now he knows, only it's backwards. 

After Shress ' s arrival on the main deck. Six tried to cooperate, but 
when he let his guard down, someone clubbed him from behind and due 
to his shaken state, he collapsed. He woke up probably five minutes 
later, only he is now in the ship's brig. 

Most UNSC prisons are small rooms with a giant steel door blocking 
the entrance way, the cell Shress was trapped in had a bed, some 
chairs and a interrogation table, it was a luxury compared to 
others . 

Here it seems like an old fashion jail, bars replace solid steel and 
his room is square shaped, it was smoothen out and made in the 
likeness of an oval. There is no chairs, cots or tables, it was 
absolutely empty. He had already tested the bars, but they held 
against his strength, they were clearly made to hold something 
stronger than him. He has no tools or any other item that could be 
used to bust his way outa€ | that is what he wants to do, right? 

His mind is still in turmoil as he tries to figure out his current 



situation. Is he being held hostage by his enemies or allies? Does he 
try to escape or wait and see what happens? He knows for sure he 
can't leave, not without Shress, but will she want to come with him 
considering it was her father that he had nearly killed? 

He shakes his head a little as he wonders if his luck could ever be 
this bad. Then again he never really entertained the thought that he 
may even meet her parents; in all the time they have spent together 
he never really gave them much thought since Shress was confident 
that she would never return home, much less see her family again. 

He sits in the far corner of the room as he tries to remember what 
Shress has told him about her parents. She gave him a brief 
description of her father; he was a Keep Lord which can only be 
described as being a monarch in Six's understanding, he is also 
strong and apparently fearless, but he is also set in his way and 
does not believe in change, especially when it concerns his daughter 
being a warrior in a male dominate world. He may have been hard on 
her, but she deeply respects him and stands in awe of him as she 
tries to make him proud of her through various achievements that he 
hardly seems to acknowledge. 

Her mother however sounds like a nice gentle soul. From the sound of 
it, she mostly raised Shress while her father observed from afar due 
to customary Sangheili beliefs that denying the identity of a child's 
father helps their children to start out more equal in life. Shress ' s 
mother taught her how to be a Keep mistress, how to run the economics 
of a fiefdom, how to care for children, some defensive combat 
techniques anda€ | how to attract males. 

Six shifts a little at that last thought, still unsure if he wants to 
find out what exactly those words meant. 

He tenses when he feels another explosion, this one is close though 
and he is sure he is hearing the shrieking the armor straining 
against the powerful blows. 

Prisoner or no, he is still a Spartan, and Spartans are trained to 
fight. He's unsure if he would consider the crew members of this 
vessel to be his allies, but what he does know is that Shress is 
among them and he is willing to fight for all that he is worth to 
keep her safe. 

He will not lose her again. 

**Shress POV** 

"Have you truly gone insane!?" 

Shress knows that her father is already under a lot of strain, but 
she has never witnessed him yelling so much in just one cycle. 

She tries to remain calm as she says, "Father, we need allies, now 
more than ever, we need to start by releasing the Spartan-" 

"The demon" he interrupts with a hiss, "shall remain in its cage 
until we can dispose of it." 


Shress couldn't hide it as she growls in challenge to those final 
words. She sees the confusion in her parent's eyes, but she doesn't 



relent. She may not have fully revealed the full extent of her and 
Michael's bond towards one another, but she will not simply stand by 
and listen as they make death threats towards the one person she has 
ever come to love. 

Her mandibles tingles slightly, showing her agitation before she 
mutters, "the humans are the only ones we can turn to, they have an 
army, the equipment and the stamina, they lasted longest against the 
Covenant than any other species that had ever resisted the 
Prophets . " 

"They are cruel, crude and foolish, " snarls her father, "they are 
untrustworthy and unclean animals." 

Shress hisses in return, "So says the Prophets." 

Some of the present guards wince at the words, reminding them of 
their appalling and inexcusable blindness. Even her father is at a 
loss of words for a moment before he begins arguing once 
more . 

"Maybe not, but they will not welcome us with open arms, " he claims, 
"we have burn their worlds, slaughtered many of their people and all 
in the name of a just cause that has been revealed to be false, if 
they didn't hate us before, they will now." 

Shress couldn't argue with that. She had tried to join the humans 
herself, but it only resulted with her being beaten and imprisoned. 
What will the humans do if the Sangheili fleet enters their space? 
Most likely they'll attack them before they could so much as relay a 
single message to them. 

She instead thinks of a different tact, one that may actually 
work . 

She takes a deep breath before explaining, "Father, this is why we 
need to release the Spartan, " his eyes narrows so she spread out her 
arms in mild exasperation and relents with a glare, "the demon then, 
we must let him go and in turn he will speak to the humans for us, 
they'll be more eligible to listen if the one speaking is somebody 
that they trust." 

Her father stubbornly crosses his arms, "that abomination killed 
thousands of us, destroyed what we holda€|what we had held sacred," 
he stutters over that painful fact before raising his injured hand, 
"and crippled me in the process, " he practically spits out the final 
words . 

Shress isn't sure if he is hurt that severely, it may be mendable, 
but that would require human healers who she knows will be torn to 
shreds before her father allows them anywhere near him. 

She remains silent as she tries to think of something else to say 
when her mother moves forward. They locked eyes and her hearts nearly 
jumps out of her chest. Her mother doesn't hold a sorrowful, 
regretful or even an ashamed face. Instead she displays 
thoughtfulness and, dear she believes it, the old tender love that 
she reserved just for her when she was a youngling. She hasn't seen 
this kindness from her since she became an adult, since she no longer 
needed it. Or so she thought. Aside from Michael, she never thought 



there was anyone else in the known galaxy that could make her feel 
wonderful just by looking at her. It nearly brought tears to her 
eyes, and vice versa when she sees her mother's gaze become slightly 
misty before they turn to face the male she had walked up next 
to . 

She takes a deep breath before saying softly, "Hath'ras." 

Her husband slowly turns to face his mate. She makes sure he is 
looking directly at her before she speaks, "I believe we should 
listen to our daughter." 

He growls lowly as he murmurs to her, though Shress can still hear 
them "Mora, I brought you here to comfort you, to show you that all 
hope isn't lost, I risked my honor and reputation by doing so." 

"Yes you have, " agrees his mate as she places a hand on his arm, "but 
now there is no one here to threaten you, and furthermore, you did 
show me hope, " she looks back at her daughter, "our offspring is no 
longer lost to us." 

Shress momentarily swell with a multitude of emotions from the words, 
but her father once more diminishes it when he gives her a hard 
stare, "this is a large quantity of things you expect us to believe 
daughter, " he hisses, "first is that our lives, the lives of our 
ancestors, has been wasted for a vain quest and now you wish for us 
to make a pact with the humans? Starting by releasing the demons from 
his prison?" 

"He will bring no harm to anyone, " Shress proclaims as she stands 
tall, "just allow me to speak with him and all shall be well, I swear 
upon my lif e . " 

Her body stiffens when her father lumbers towards her until they were 
eye to eye once more and he asks in a dangerously low voice, "and you 
can guarantee this how?" 

She breathes deeply as she tries to repress the warmth threatening to 
press against her face. She cannot tell him everything, about this so 
called demon being her suitor, not when he has obviously been pushed 
through his breaking point. Instead she decides just to give him the 
barest of details. 

"He is my friend, " she says with affection ringing in her tone, "he 
saved me from death multiple times, he never lied to me, never harmed 
me anda€ i " she nearly chokes on her next words when she came to the 
same realization on how and why he came in the first place, a fact 

that warms her insides, "and he never left me." 

Her parents peers at her questionably, surprised to hear her speak so 
highly of someone. She usually speaks like this when she spoke of her 
ventures, when she idolized her old commander Ruan who bore no ill 

towards female warriors and, in the past, when she praised the 

hierarchs, the Prophets. 

To hear her talk like this, for a demon, an enemy combatant no less, 
is unbelievable and a little strange. 

"Ship Master!" a Sangehili at the control shouts, "An enemy ship is 
heading for us ! " 



Her father blinks before growling, "What madness is this? Who charges 
at a fully primed and destructive Cruiser?" 

"It-it-" the flight officer stutters before looking up at his 
commander, "it's an infected ship sir, I can see the parasite 
clinging to their hull!" 

Shress feels her insides shiver as a cold dread took over. She 
remembers the parasites, the little monster making filth that killed 
many good comrades and disgustedly used the dead bodies of their 
honored warriors to fight in their stead. That was the worst thing, 
fighting a former brother and see the emptiness of their eyes as 
unholy shrinks escapes their mouths and their mutated bodies swung 
and crack as they tried to slay them. They are a living nightmare, 
one that she is unwilling to face again. 

She jumps when a hand clasp her arm feels and she has to resist the 
urge to grab her firearm. She turns to see her mother's baffled face 
and behind her she can see her father. Her eyes actually widen when 
she sees him; he has concern in his gaze. 

She gulps a couple of times before stating, "Father, you cannot allow 
any of those-those-beast s inside, they'll kill us all." 

Her father bobs his head immediately in understanding before turning 
to the crew as he orders, "evasive of maneuvers, now!" 

"Yes Ship Master!" acknowledges one of the crew members as the deck 
becomes a flurry of activity as the Sangheilis leap into action. A 
moment later, Shress can feel the ship moving, causing her to lose 
her footing for a moment before regaining them again. 

She waits in painful anxiety, feeling useless as the units pass. She 
feels like a youngling again who could only hope and pray for the 
danger not to harm her. Her talons flexes as she wishes she could at 

least have command over one of the ship's weapons so she could feel 

some degree of protectiveness about herself. 

"Ship Master, the infected has flown passed us, " informs the 
Sangheili at the comms, "at the moment we are-wait!" 

Everyone tenses at the officers words. 

"A part of the ship has broken off anda€ | it ' s heading for us!" 

Her father frowns as he brings up the main screen and soon they see a 

small piece of debrief hurling at them, tiny tentacles waving as it 
flies . 

"Brace for impact!" he thunders. 

* *Six ' s POV** 

Six tenses when he felt the sudden shift in the ship's course. In his 
experience if such measures are taken without the bridge warning the 
crew then something's up. 

"This is a meager work," a Sangheili Minor declares. 



Six glances at the alien that has spoken and looks him and his 
companion over with a critical eye. The two Minors have walked in a 
few minutes ago, grumbling and moaning to each other. From what he 
has heard. Six guesses that they have been tasked with watching over 
him. If he has to guess, they are young, inexperienced, and bored. 
They are armed with plasma rifles, pistols and grenade; all of which 
has been clipped onto their belts, while they stand in the middle of 
the hall. He paid them little mind, aside from the occasional glare 
and insult, they left him alone as he continued to look for a way out 
of his dilemma. 

Yet that ominous feeling of them changing course has his attention 
now. What could it mean? 

Suddenly the corridor echoes as someone calls out from the speak 
system, "Attention crew! Prepare for immediate collision on 
the-" 

The person is interrupted by a enormous roar. The entire ship seems 
to shake, causing Six to go down on a knee while the guards outside 
yelp as they fell to the ground. Just as suddenly as it came, it was 
over . 

Six rushes to the bar and looks out, straining his ears to listen for 
whatever caused the disturbance. It wasn't a blast from a cannon, 
human or Covenant, it sounded like they made contact with an 
asteroid, or maybe even debris from another destroyed ship. 

"By the rings, " growls one of the Sangheili as he stands up, holding 
a clawed hand against his helmet, "what form of projectile hit 
us?" 


His companion snarled, "maybe it's the same ones who has been 
bombarding us lately, " he stands up fully and begins walking away, 
"I'm going to check to see if the deck officer knows what is 
happening, you watch the demon." 

The second guard snarls, "Why me?" 

The first doesn't reply however as he makes it to the end of the 
corridor, opens the door and walk out. 

The remaining Sangheili releases a sound of disgust, looks at Six 
once, and then crosses his arms and looks away from the alien. Six 
more or less does the same. As far as he could tell, the Sangheili 
don't use keys, if they do then this one isn't any. He eyes a console 
at the other end of the hall, so far he hasn't observed it being used 
and he's willing to bet that it controls the door locks. Or it'll be 
just his luck that it's the light switch. 

He stiffens when he hears a blood grueling scream admitting from 
somewhere beyond the prison's confined. Even his Sangheili guards 
turns as he tries to understand where the sound has come from. 

They are silent before Six clears his throat, earning the guard's 
attention as he speaks fluent Sangheili. 

"Shouldn't you check that out?" he asks. 


The guard stares before growling 


"I will not leave you alone 



demon . " 


Six shrugs as he leans against the bars, "well in that case, thanks 
for keeping me company." 

The Sangheili narrows his eyes when something bangs against the 
door . 

Both of them stares at the entrance way, wondering what could be on 
the other side. There is another knock, but much more disturbing like 
a thunderclap. Six frowns, whatever it is, it can't be the Covenant, 
otherwise they would have used the controls to open it; even human 
Marines wouldn't just try and bang down the door. 

He then thought of what it could have been. Could it have been the 
creature from before? Something tells him it has a play in all this 
somehow. Either way, whatever is on the other end of the door, it 
can't be good. 

"Let me out, " the guard turns towards the Spartan who has spoken, 
"whatever 's out there isn't a friend of yours and I have a feeling 
it's not mine either, so let me out." 

The Sangheili snarls, "don't try and use your tricks on me 
demon . " 

"Listen, " Six says impatiently, "we need to band together here or 
risk dying; you stand a better chance if I'm out there with 
you . " 

The Sangheili doesn't even look his way. He is about to return to his 
usual post when the door exploded open, torn apart with unbelievable 
strength. What Six sees next isa€ | baffling . 

Standing in the door way is a troupe of creature that he has never 
seen before, yet they have a familiar appearance about them. He can't 
tell how many there are, a dozen, maybe more, they look nothing alike 
yet are so eerily similar. Their bodies are humanoid, but they have 
been heavily modified, they look as if they are decaying with dying 
skin yet they stand upright with a slanted posture. What is 
horrifying though is the upper appearance. 

The bodies has been mutilated, almost as if they have been shredded 
with blades and blasted with bullets. Some are missing body parts and 
in their place grows what could only be describes as tendrils that is 
a mixture of blood, bone and some foreign matter. Large bulbous globs 
puff in and out as they run all along the person's body. Their faces 
are set in horrid images of agony that seems frozen, but what Six 
catches is the plant like syndrome that is resting on the being's 
shoulders . 

It was the same as the giant creature that had held him captive. 

It then all clicked together, why hadn't he seen it before? He 
remembers back on Cairo station when the Chief had retold his tale of 
the events of the first Halo ring. How they made contact with a 
biological threat that terminates and possess whatever it attacks. A 
walking deadly disease that has no cure and little hope of escaping 
from, a species simply named the Flood. 



And it's coming right at them. 


"Let me out," Six demands, "now." 

However all of the Sangheilis focus is on the advisories as they now 
charge down the hall, releasing terrible wails and groans as they 
went. The guard in turn releases a snarl and unclips his plasma rifle 
and starts blasting. 

Six is forced to watch the events unfold while he tries to learn more 
about this new threat through observation. They growled and roared 
when the bright blue plasma hits them, but they do not back down. The 
Sangheili isn't focusing his fire on one specific beast at a time, he 
is instead spraying them, hurting, but not killing them. 

Six saw what is going to happen next, but he still winches. One of 
the Flood creatures leaps to incredible heights and soared towards 
the guard. He turns but it's too late as the attacker lands on top of 
the Sangheili. He tries to kick the advisory off, but soon he starts 
to scream, a horrible sound that sends shivers down Six's back. 
However, he then notices that the Sangheili wasn't being eaten, he 
was changing. 

His hide slowly loses it's blacken color as a sickly yellow spread 
across his skin. His veins suddenly pulses strongly, but it now has a 
tinge of yellow to it. His body twitches as growth literally sprouts 
out, something that looks like plants soon takes root all over his 
body. Six has seen his fair share of decayed bodies to know how long 
the person has been deceased, but he has never seen anything like 
this, it's almost as if the body has been thrown into a time loop and 
as he watches it rapidly molds away. Finally, the creature gets off 
the Sangheili, but when he stands, when he looks at Six, and the 
Spartan only sees empty glass peering back at him, he knew that the 
guard is dead. He is starring at a walking corpse. 

Six glances around and sees that the remaining Flood forms has now 
surrounded his cell. They continue to make their groans and growls as 
they reach for him, but he simply steps back and soon his prison 
became his salvation. The Flood then resorted to slamming their 
bodies against the gate, but to no avail. Six allows himself to 
breath slowly, believing he is safe, until one of the forms breaks 
off and trudges away. 

Intrigued, Six backs to the corner where he has a better view on what 
is happening. Dread clutches him when he sees that the Flood 
approaches the control panel he was eying earlier. Now he is hoping 
that it really is just the light switch. It swats the console with 
its claws and a moment later the bars in Six's cell starts to retract 
back into the ceiling. 

In a split instant, the Spartan sprints towards the monsters. He knew 
he was probably a dead man if he just stood and waited, his only 
chance now is to try and break them apart head on. He isn't sure if 
the Flood was slow to react, or if they simply couldn't understand 
him running at them, but it didn't matter as he make contact with 
them . 

He shoulders past them and jumps out of their reach. One tries to hit 
him with a deformed arm that looks like a club, but he crouches 
beneath the blow and kicks its midsection. He was shock if nothing 



else when the form instantly broke into multiple body pieces and 
crashes with a sickening squish sound. However he then notices that 
among the disassembled body parts is a Needier with some of the 
purple needles still in it. 

He dives for it, scoop it up in one hand, but instead of instantly 
turning it on his attackers, he runs down the corridor, hoping on 
getting a better bead on the situation. Behind him he hears the Flood 
chasing after him, just as he planned. 

He reaches the door at the other side of the corridor, turns, holds 
up his weapon and fires. With his targets in such an enclosed space 
and practically lined up, he couldn't miss. 

He holds down the trigger and moves the gun in one eighty motions. It 
was the same tactic that the Sangheili guard had used earlier, but 
this time Six had a more destructive ordnance at his disposal. 

A few crystals was all that was needed to hit a target before it 
exploded. Soon the passageway is filled with a dirty green fog, 
different body parts are flung into the air and the unnatural war 
cries disappear are there are no one left. 

The hall is devoid of such horrid creatures, but Six is breathless 
none of the less. In all his years of military service, he has never 
seen anything like that before. It was as if the Flood was ready to 
fall apart at a given moment and he just needed to deliver a big 
enough punch. 

Still it was over now, and he desperately hopes there aren't any 
more . 

He doesn't want to stay here with the bloated bodies, and he didn't 
fancy on being locked up again, so he turns to the door and makes 
ready to leave, to find a place to hide or maybe even to find Shress 
again. He reaches for the control when a bright blue flash explodes 
before his eyes. 

He thought another Sangheili version of a flash bang went off again, 
but after a brief second he knew that this something different. 

It seems as if the whole world has slowed to a crawl, his vision dims 
only to be washed in a startling blue hue that transformed the 
interior of the ship. There is a flash of movement before his eyes 
and he gasps when the movement takes shape. He isn't sure if the 
person is actually there or if it's some form of illusion. There is a 
flicker and like a bad transmission feed, the person is switching 
different places, taking on different forms and positions. 

"Father, " he heard her, but how? 

"Father, " the small cheerful voice of Melna echoes in his head as her 
mandibles breaks into a smile, "can you come play with me?" 

Six couldn't breathe, he couldn't believe this is happening, but how? 
He had escaped the Flood and just destroyed a small number of them? 
His heart drops as he considers the only other possibility; that this 
is now a part of his life, these images, Melna, they will be with him 
for the rest of his life. 



He hears Melna giggle as she went from standing before him, to 
sitting on the ground, to running in circles around him and finally 
end with her standing before him, just a little under his waist as 
she holds up her arms and says, "Please father?" 

Then, just like that, she was gone. 

The azure world fades away and he is back in the dimly lit corridor 
of the Sangheili ship where he is standing among the scattered 
carcasses of reanimated foes. But now he has lost all focus, even the 
urge to escape has left his mind as he twists around quickly, to make 
sure he wasn't seeing things. However he is alone. 

Six feels panic threatening to break as he swallows a cold lump in 
his throat hard as he begins to take big laboring gulps of air. Is he 
now being haunted by his daughter that even existed? 

There is a hiss and Six turns to see the door way parting. He makes 
ready to attack when the portal opens and a Sangheili is standing 
before him. He hesitated, is this an enemy or a friend? 

He was too slow, in that span of time, the Sangheili takes a swing 
and strikes Six in the center, causing the Spartan to crumple in on 
himself. For a moment, the Sangheili doesn't move, as if he is 
surprised that the Spartan went down so easily. 

Six himself is stun by his actions, but he just feels too mentally 
exhausted, even with his body fully healed and everything, its 
nothing if his mind is broken. 

**Shress POV** 

The Honor Guard does a quick salute by placing a fist against his 
chest with his head lowered before looking back up and reports, "Ship 
Master, all parasites have been neutralized, it was a small 
infestation . " 

Shress then asks, "Are you certain?" The Honor Guard glances at her 
with a cold stare, but she ignores it as she says, "a single spore 
can decimate an entire army." 

He growls in annoyance before looking at her father, "we are 
continuing sweeps of the ship and we have destroyed the contaminated 
hull piece that the parasite had used to infiltrate the ship." 

The Ship Master nods his head, "Very well, is there anything else 
worth reporting?" 

Here the Guard seethes, "The demon in the cells had tried to escape, " 
he then smiles, causing ripples of fear and anger to course through 
Shress, "but my brothers had succeeded in recapturing it." 

Shress wanted to strangle the male for taking pleasure in reporting 
of her suitor's woes, but she places that aside as her father swings 
around to face her. 

"I thought you said the demon would not cause trouble," he says in a 
thunderous voice as he advances on her, "what is the meaning of 
this ? " 



Shress retains the instinct to bite back as she replies as civilly as 
she could, "If you had a formal meeting with him and not keep him 
within a cell, then he would be more than happy to follow your 
commands father." 

There is a snort from the Honor Guard, "There is no need for that, " 
he says with a tone heavy with pride, "we caught it without a 
struggle, it had already clearly accepted its inevitable defeat by 
our hands . " 

Shress is instantly struck with fear and anxiousness. She has never 
known Michael to simply surrender, especially not without a fight. 
Something is definitely wrong, it took all of her restraint to keep 
herself from sprinting to the brig to check his condition. 

"Shress, " the soft voice of her mother beckons for attention, which 
she gives, "surely you know why we are hesitant in this matter, " she 
says carefully, "the demons are dangerous, they have killed hundreds 
of us and cannot easily be destroyed, to have one walking the ship is 
unthinkable . " 

"Not only could it kill my warriors, " her father breaks in, "but it 
also could temper with the ship or cause a malfunction that could 
destroy us all, " he gives an agitated huff at the thought of dying in 
such a unglorified scenario before continuing, "it would be in the 
best interest of everyone that the beast stays where we can keep an 
eye on it . " 

"But I can stay with him," Shress suddenly says, "I'll be by his 
side, day and night, and even then he wouldn't try and bring harm to 
us seeing as how he and I area€ ! allies . " 

Her father snarls at the use of the words, causing her to fear how he 
would react should he ever truly learn of her relationship with the 
Spartan. His mandibles open as if to speak when someone at one of the 
console stations calls out. 

"Ship Master!" he twists in his seat, "High Charity has fallen; it 
has been taken by the parasites." 

A cold dreadful silence falls over the room as one by one, everyone 
turns to looks out the port window. The giant super-station that 
housed so many people, that is the most advanced citadel in existed, 
floats in orbit around the nearby gas planet, looking the same as 
ever. But as they watch, the fleet that once protected it, breaks 
ranks and veers away from the floating city as large quantities of 
smaller ships breaks from the station and flies away from it. 

Shock doesn't even come close to describeing what they are feeling. 
Never in all their years would they have believed such a thing is 
possible. High Charity, the greatest of all ships that have ever been 
created couldn't simply have been lost. But the escaping occupants 
says otherwise, and if they could squint their eyes, they can just 
see the faintest of outlines of tendrils of smoke rising within the 
dome. Their once proud achievement, the pride of the Covenant, has 
been lost. 

There is a glint that catches their eyes and they see a vessel, 
different from any other, flying away from the calamity of the 
massive station. 



"What is that?" Shress questions to no one in particular. 


"It's the Prophets temple," replies her mystified father, not really 
seeming to realize he is speaking, "but how?" 

Together they watch the ship as it travels a little away from High 
Charity before it opens a blue portal and slips through it. As soon 
as the strange craft is within, the portal closes in on itself. 

"The Prophets have fled, " snarls a nearby Sangheili, causing others 
to snap and growl as well. The ones who promised to stand by their 
side has left the Covenant when they needed the Prophets leadership 
the most, the alliance has now truly been severed. 

The Ship Master makes ready to give another command when Giltras, the 
Sangheili at the comms, calls out to him. 

"Ship Master!" he says in a rather excited voice, "I've received a 
message from Rtas 'Vadum, he is alive and is on his way on board a 
Phantom and is requesting permission to land." 

Her father sighs, probably in relief as he nods his head while 
saying, "Tell Rtas to come in full haste, we have much to 
discuss . " 

Giltras however is no longer listening, he is on the comms again and 
his eyes seems to be on the verge of bulging out before he turns back 
to the Ship Master. 

"Sir, they, " he coughs and wets his throat before attempting to speak 
again, "Rtas has the Arbiter with him." 

The Ship master tilts his head a little, not seeing how this could be 
a problem since they need every warrior they could receive. 

"A-and, " Giltras stutter before saying, "he is also bringing humans 
with him . " 

The news was met with a mixture of confusion, suspicion and general 
fury. What madness was this? Why is the Arbiter and Rtas bringing 
humans with them? 

Shress glances at her father who looks like he is about to slip into 
another rage, causing her to worry if he had forgotten everything 
that they have just discussed. Talking about an alliance with her 
father was one thing, but to actually embrace this new way of life is 
a whole new obstacle altogether. 

Finally the Ship Master growls for what appears to the thousandth 
time as he brings up his hand and rubs his temples. 

"Morna, daughter," he says, "we'll shall go to the hanger and await 
for these humans." 

He then turns to the Honor Guard he was speaking to earlier, "and 
bring the demon along as well." 

The Guard frowns at this, "But Ship Master, we've just got it contain 
in the-" 



"Bring it ! " thunders her father before he turns and stalks out of the 
room, not even glancing to see if the two females were 
following . 


32. Uneasy Adaptions 

**I'm sorry for the long delay, I just like to thank Atraxotax for 
helping me with information trouble I had concerning facts about 

Halo, a big help since I don't have much access to certain info. 

* * 


**I also wish to give ****Sabere Commander**** a shout out for being 
a great friend and co-writer, I hope he is seeing this, a lot of 
readers /writers probably are. ** 

**Thank you all of you for supporting and reading this story, I'm 
blown away from having five hundred favorites. Never thought this 
little crazy idea of mine would get so far and is being widely 
enjoyed . * * 

**Also, I have a full time manual summer job now so most of my 
updates will take a while, hope you can all understand.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Uneasy Adapt ions<strong> 

* *Six POV** 

Six is practically dragged down the corridor; he kept his head down 
at the floor, not bothering to look up as he tries to give his mind a 
brief rest. This goes against all his training, but he just doesn't 
see another way around this. 

Is he finally going insane? Should he talk to someone? A doctor? A 
phycologist? How can he randomly see a Sangheili child following him 
in a green light and who has never even been conceived? 

His head is just hurting; technically speaking he hasn't had proper 
sleep in what he estimates to be two days. Not too bad compared to 
some of the other scrapes he had gotten himself into over the years, 
but this one is the most harrowing he has ever been through. 

He hears the hiss of another door and out of the corner of his eyes 
he realizes that he is a new section of the ship entirely. He forces 
himself to look up and around at his new location. It is the hanger 
bay where there is a large assortment of space craft and land 
vehicles, ranging from Phantoms to Wraiths, they are all here. 

He also notices the large energy shield covering the open underside 
of the ship, keeping in the oxygen levels and protecting them from 
the blackness of space. This all looks vaguely similar to the 
Corvette that he, Jorge and Shress had destroyed together. The 
thought of the large caring Spartan staying behind and surrendering 
his life in hopes of saving a doomed planet fills Six with heart ache 
and loss before he forces it back. One way or another, he is going to 
make sure that Noble Team's sacrifice will not be in vain. 



He then wonders if it's possible to escape. He gives the Sangheilis 
that are holding him a fleeting look each, both of whom look uneasy, 
but their hold on Six is weak. He can probably break free from them, 
take down one while stunning the other and making a sprint for one of 
the ships and take off. It has been years since he had so much as 
taken the simulation test on using Covenant technology, he's not sure 
if he can even get it started. After that, then what? The only place 
safe for him would be the Frigate '_In Amber Clad'_, but he doesn't 
know where it is, he isn't even sure if it's still in the same star 
system . 

Aside from that though, what about Shress? 

He hears the doors being open again and additional foot falls are 
heard behind him. Curious, he looks over his shoulder and his stomach 
just about drops. 

Striding towards him is none other than the very Sangheili he was 
just thinking about, Shress. He then however notices that ahead of 
her is the Ship Master, her father, who gives him a scowl while he 
massages his wrist that looks like its bulging due to a broken bone. 
There is a third Sangheili with them, but this one is smaller, almost 

the same height of Shress, is wearing the armor of a Minor but with 

some kind of turquoise sash going from the shoulder to the hip. The 
legs and body though has a curved about them that are almost similar 
to Shress and he wonders if this is another female. 

However his attention returns to the one woman who he feels the 
closest to and literally would cross half the galaxy for. Their time 
apart may not have been that long, but to him it felt like it has 
been years, and all the anxiety and sadness that has been gnawing at 
his innards is finally wards away when he simply looks at her. He 
isn't sure if she can see that he is staring, but perhaps she will 
when she notices his visor is pointed right at her. 

When her silver eyes did look squarely at him, he is surprised when 

he sees that they are filled with anger. A moment later he realizes 
she is scowling not at him but at his guards. 

She turns to the one who she had referred to as her father earlier 
and gestures in Six's direction. 

"Are the guards necessary father?" she demands in a fiery voice that 
Six hasn't heard her use since Reach. 

He grunts in response, "It's just so that he doesn't try and 
escape . " 

"He won't," they came to a stop right next to Six and Shress swings 
her head around until she is focused on him. Her cold hard eyes 
disappeared within the span of a second as she observes him with care 
and slight worry as she speaks to him, "will you Spartan?" 

Two things popped into his mind; firstly is the fact that she called 
him Spartan and not his real name, she's probably trying to get her 
father used to him before revealing the depths of their relationship. 
Second is a strong guilt taking hold of him as he remembers planning 
to make a run for it just a few moments ago. Maybe it's a good thing 
that he didn't. 



Before he could speak, there is a loud whirl and Six looks to the 
entrance of the hanger bay just in time to see a Phantom soar in. It 
hovers in the air for a moment before it drifts to its left and 
slowly descends to the ground and settles on a designated landing 
pad . 

It is then that Six realizes almost every eye is on the transport 
ship. All the Sangheili warriors and pilots are regarding it with 
weariness and even aggravation. For a moment he wonders if it's a 
Prophet, but then why would they be angry about that? He sees the 
snarls and the hands as they press against their weapons, is this a 
prison transport with humans who were captured? 

Finally the door of the aircraft slowly unfolds and for some reason 
it did so with aching slowness and sounds louder than that of 
thunder. Six's eyes widen at what he is beholding. 

Exiting from the ship is a large number of Sangheili soldiers, all 
bloodied, dented armor and a few are limping as well, but what 
shocked him the most are the people in the center. Striding forward 
was an Elite that is covered in silver armor and had a plasma sword 
on his waist, but what drew attention was his face; he was missing 
both the mandibles that were supposed to be on his left. Some of the 
Sangheilis commented about this, some sounding proud or even envious, 
but Six couldn't help but smirk at the two stubs that are on his 
face, it just looks out of place for some reason. 

Following behind him is a more familiar figure even if this is their 
second time meeting, but still a very imposing person nevertheless. 
The Arbiter walks in with his head held high and with a few 
noticeable cuts all over his body, his ribs have turned into an ugly 
shade of purple and mild yellow, a nasty bruise that must have come 
from a powerful force. 

The ones following them out however were the ones that caused the 
hissing and growls and roaring to begin; a small group of humans. 

They were concealed by the large bulk of Sangheili, but now that they 
have cleared their line of sight, the crew members can plainly see 
the aliens. They are all Marines, wearing their ripped olive green 
shirts, dirty camouflaged pants, and almost all of them were missing 
pieces of their armor. Young and old, they supported one another as 
they filed out, some were bleeding, limping and, in one case, being 
carried out on a rapidly made stretcher. At first the Spartan assumed 
that they were prisoners like he originally expected, that is until 
he saw that they are armed, the humans in fact have Covenant weapons 
in their hands, plasma rifles. Carbines and Needlers . This was new 
for Six, they are armed, but they are not shooting, and neither are 
the Sangheili. 

Breaking from the group are two figures that Six didn't expect to 
see. Blending in well with the other Marines until he stepped out of 
line was none other than Sergeant Major Johnson. The man held his 
head up high, eyes focus and arms at his side, though Six could have 
sworn he saw Johnson's hand slightly twitch towards the gun on his 
hip when he got closer to the Sangheili, but he held his 
composer . 

Walking alongside him is a woman, one that was hidden by the mass of 
Marines and Sangheilis and was wearing a Navy officer combat uniform. 
Its Miranda Keyes, back straight and steady gaze, she has a black 



mark on her forehead and her sleeve is torn, aside from that though 
she appears fine. Then she took a quick peek in Six's direction and 
in that moment he saw tiredness residing within them. Despite her 
cool demeanor and uncompromising form, she is still getting used to 
the action, but at least she is keeping up her strong composure for 
the humans . 

Six hears a loud huff and he is lightly amazed to have seen that the 
noise was made by Shress. He could barely see into her helmet, but he 
is sure he can make out her silver eyes that are at the moment 
squinting directly at Keyes. Was Shress jealous when they looked at 
each other? He is exhausted and position he is in is dire at best, 
but he smiles broadly, reminding himself to ask Shress about this 
latera€|if he is still alive by then that is. 

Slowly, almost inevitably, the grunts and snarls grew louder and 
louder as the humans advanced onto enemy territory. The Marines are 
weary, no doubt still recovering from a grueling ordeal, but they 
aren't broken, even the one who is being carried still has high 
resilience as he carefully holds a plasma pistol in one hand that he 
keeps by his side. The agitation continues to rise, including 
Shress ' s father whose mandibles begins to quiver, but his daughter 
and the third Sangheili remain silent as they observe the boarding 
party, more curious than angry. 

Six has to hand it to them; the ones who have landed are adjusting 
well, slightly. The Sangheilis who was with them quickly distanced 
themselves from the humans and are standing on the side with the crew 
members as they voice their own disapproval of the alien's presence. 
Only the silver armored Sangheili, the Arbiter, Keyes, Johnson and 
the Marines press forward as they make their way to Shress ' s father, 
none of them looking the least bit shaken save for the random humans 
in the rear. 

It took a couple of seconds for the landing party to approach where 
the Ship Master was standing, but it felt as if hours has passed 
until they now stood before him. The Sangheilis, Keyes, and Johnson 
are standing a few feet away from Six and the Ship Master while the 
Marines wait a couple of steps back as they continue to observe their 
surroundings . 

Six looks between the two groups, trying to gauge their reactions. 

The Sangheili has an annoyed look about himself but the Spartan 
couldn't tell if he is upset by the gathering or if he is feeling 
pain from his missing limbs. Shress, her mother and the Arbiter are 
hiding their reactions, but if he has to guess, they are as taught as 
a string. Only the Ship Master openly shows his discomfort while he 
keeps his hand close to his body, glaring between the unknown 
Sangheili, the Arbiter, the humans, and at him a couple of 
times . 

The silence stretches on though, neither side daring to make a move, 
waiting to see who would kill who first. In all honesty, with Keyes, 
a commanding officer, present then he will break loose and protect 
her as he has been trained to do. He dearly hopes it doesn't lead to 
that, between Shress and his UNSC brethren he doesn't know which one 
he would fight for. 

A breath of air was released and everybody stiffen as if it was an 
explosion. Johnson just shakes his head before saying, "Well thanks 



for bringing out the welcoming committee dino, much 
appreciated . " 


Six knew the Sergeant was daring, but at the moment he might as well 
slap a grizzly bear in the face. Shress's father is already close to 
killing somebody; he doesn't need much more motivation. 

This proves true as the Ship Master's body shakes in silent rage, but 
before he could release it, the silver Sangheili steps forward and 
nods at him. 

"Hath'ras," the silver armored one says, "I must admit, I'm surprised 
you're alive, I would have thought you'd be the first one the 
Hierarches would have killed." 

At this a depressing shadow falls across the crew members of the 
ship. If Six has to guess, they were informed of the Prophets 
treacheries, but it wasn't until they met another one of their own 
who they trust did they now believe the news. If it wasn't for the 
fact that they helped killed billions of people Six would have felt 
sorry for them, their one and only purpose in life has been a trick. 

A deep and unbelievable scar in the eyes of such honorable people, or 
as honorable as they believe they are. 

The Ship Master, now identified as Hath'ras pushes his antagonism to 
the side for the briefest of moments so that he could address the 
speaker . 

"Rtas, " Hath'ras says in turn with his own nod, "I admit my own 
doubts as well; many believed that you weren't alive either." 

Rtas takes in a deep breath, "indeed, we were almost finish, " he 
gestures to the few Sangheili who had come aboard with him, "the 
parasites were swarming our ranks when our own ships fired upon us, 
if it wasn't for the Arbiter," here he turns to make brief eye 
contact with the said alien, "we probably wouldn't had made 
it . " 

Hath'ras seethes a little like he was going to say something, but 
changed his mind. Rtas saw it though as he says, "The Arbiter is 
probably the most skilled warrior we have at the moment Hath'ras, if 
we wish to survive, we need to adapt." 

The Ship Master growls before gesturing at the humans by his 
side . 

"And them?" he demands, "What are they doing here?" 

Rtas releases a groan sigh as if he is filled with irritation as he 
snarls, "they're with us." 

Immediately there is an uproar as the Sangheili crew cries out 
exclamations of disbelief, fury and questions. The humans in turn 
took a step back so that they were closer to each other, their 
weapons now being gripped firmly. Six readies himself, getting set to 
make an escape so that he can help as well when the Arbiter roars 
loudly; gaining everyone's attention. 

"Enough!" he thunders, "We do not have time for dispute," he turns to 
Hath'ras, "we need you to connect us with Sanghelios and what is left 



of our personal fleet before we are wiped out." 


Hath'ras does not appear please in the least which he displays by 
crossing his arms and glares at the Arbiter. 

"I will not tolerate having filth on my ship," he declares with a 
pointed look at the humans. 

"Filth?" Johnson asks, "I'll have you know being filthy is considered 
a badge of honor, proof that we aren't afraid to get down and dirty, 
no matter the challenge." 

Six could only shake his head in mild embarrassment while a Marine in 
the back chuckles when he detected the double meaning in the 
Sergeant's words. Either the Sangheili weren't amused or they didn't 
fully understand what Johnson had said, whichever way they weren't 
laughing and Six couldn't blame them. Their tolerance must be pretty 
short now considering the fact that Hath'ras has unclipped his 
deactivated energy sword from his belt. 

"Wait, " this time its Keyes who steps forward, talking with a firm 
and unwavering voice, "we need to coordinate our forces if we wish to 
stop the Prophets." 

Hath'ras looks at the young commander before speaking, "and why," he 
drawls out the words so his revulsion would not be hidden from her, 
"should we listen to you?" 

Wordlessly, Keyes reaches for her belt and almost as one; the 
Sangheilis brought their weapons to bear. The humans do likewise, 
waiting for someone to start the shooting. Keyes however wasn't even 
fazed. She grabs something and pulls it out. There are snorts, 
growls, but also a stun silence that envelops the alien crowd as they 
behold what Keyes had. 

In her hand is an odd relic that is lightly pulsing green and in the 
shape of the letter T. Six has heard of this, found it almost absurd, 

but it looks like it's the activation index for a Halo 

ring . 

"Because the Prophets have lied to you, " Keyes finally says, "you do 

not hold the fate of the galaxy in your hands, we do." 

**Shress POV** 

Shress has stood on many battlegrounds, fought in many engagements 
and have shed more blood than she could have possibly imagined. Yet 
the anarchy that is unfolding before her is unbelievable and 
understandable at the same time. 

Since birth the people of Sanghelios have been fueled with the belief 
that they are superior in every way compared to other species. They 
are stronger than Unggoy, more faithful than Kig-Yar, and far more 
intelligent compared to the Jiralhanae. The Prophets have made it all 
the more promising when they made the Sangheili the very face of the 
Covenant. Yes, for untold centuries, her people have flourished and 
became known as the galaxy's most skilled warriors. 

Until they met the humans that is. They were declared as nothing less 
than dirt, a race so evil and so premature that annihilation was the 



only way to deal with them. Any and all achievements or respect they 
might have gained were to be ignored and purged. They are an unholy 
race whose very presence has disgraced the gods' creations. They were 
to be extinguishing with extreme prejudice. 

Now, for the first time in either race's history, the loyal 
Sangheilis are trying to make a pack with the barbarous humans. And 
so far it's not going well. 

A total of nineteen Sangheili Ship Masters are present through the 
use of holograms as they all voice their scorn. Some are only a few 
ships away in their own command center, some are in other parts of 
space and finally the remainder, two aging elderly males, are 
transponding from their home world of Sanghelios. 

"This is an outrage!" one of them shouts and points a finger at the 
Arbiter, "you have succumbed to heresy!" 

It is obvious to Shress that the Arbiter is close to losing his 
patience as well, but he keeps it contained. Instead he glances at 
Rtas who was by his side. The Spec Ops Commander sighs before 
stepping before the other holograms. 

"We speak the truth, " he says solemnly, "we have done as the Prophets 
have commanded, and in return they had tried to slaughter us." 

"Or they may have been trying to exterminate the Arbiter, " another 
Ship Master voices, "failure to protect a holy ring is a failure that 
has great consequence." 

"What of I Ship Master Gr'aus?" Rtas asks, "And what of the others of 
our kind who is currently fighting for their lives as their own 
squads turn against them?" 

"Thisa€|this must be a flux," suggests another Sangheili, "even the 
hierarchies can make a mistake." 

"A deadly one, " Shress murmurs to herself, but one of the projections 
head snaps back and looks in her direction. 

"What is that heretic doing here?" he demands. 

Shress snarls in challenge but remain silent. Truth be told, she 
herself is surprised to be standing here, a room of communications 
created specifically for high ranking officers. Her rank of Zealot 
would have allowed her to have attended, but considering she had been 
stripped of all her previous accomplishments and name, she had 
assumed she would have to wait with the others outside. Why her 
father allowed her in was a mystery. 

Hath'ras gives his daughter a brief look before turning back to the 
conjugation, "I've asked her to appear before us so she can be a 
bridge between us and the humans, " he looks over at her with slight 
annoyance in his gaze, "she is the only one that the humans 
trust . " 

Shress knew that wasn't entirely true, it is only Michael who gives 
his total trust to her and she in turn gives hers to him, but it 
would have to do for now. She is the only one that the humans have 
had any previous dealing with, and hopefully with her suitor by her 



side they'll believe what she tells them. Hopefully. 


"The humans are unclean, " one of the elders present declares, "it is 
only by the grace of the gods that their species have remained until 
now . " 

"They are dishonorable and inglorious beings, " another commander puts 
in, "why should we have any dealing with them?" 

"We deal with the Kig-Yar and the Jiralhanae, " The Arbiter answers, 
"if we can deal with thieves and barbarians, than why not with the 
humans ? " 

"Be-Because, " stutters a Sangheili who has pure malice in his gaze, 
"look at all the destruction they have caused! They killed thousands 
of us and are a species of darkness that creates cursed 
demons . " 

Shress wonders if she should mention that the Spartans are actually 
humans, but she can't tell if now is a good time to mention it, they 
probably wouldn't believe her anyway. 

"True, " validates the Arbiter, "but if you are forgetting Ship Master 
Orlan, we have killed billions of them in return, they have more 
reason then we do to be rejecting any and all peace accords we have 
to offer . " 

One of the Sangheili leaders slam a fist against the arm of a chair 
he is sitting on. "Then why are we discussing this?" he demands, "Why 
would the humans even be interested in making peace with us at 
all?" 

The Arbiter is silent before he glances at Shress. 

"Zealot, " suddenly her body stiffens and silent gasp escapes her 
mandibles. She had worked long and hard to acquire that name and has 
lost it when she left the Covenant. She cares for Michael more than 
any rank this world could offer her, but just by having someone like 
the Arbiter to speak it, to acknowledge a female with a high level 
rank, is one she could scarcely believe. She had no idea she would 
feel like this, a moment when one of her accomplishments is being 
spoken of is a high honor for her, one that could only be bested by 
her suitor of course. 

She rapidly blinks her eyes as she focuses on what it is that's being 
said to her. 

"-trust us." 

Shress ' s face suddenly burns in shame as she realizes she had just 
missed whatever it is that was being said. 

She swallows her pride, a hard task that is equivalent to her trying 
to best a Jirhalhane by hand before she bows her head. 

"My apologies Arbiter Ia€|I'm afraid I didn't hear you," she admitted 
while feeling more and more humiliated by the unit. 

She could hear some snickers and does her best to resist the urge to 
stand and challenge whoever it is laughing at her. 



"I've said," the Arbiter begins again, "is there a chance that the 
humans will be willing to trust us?" 

She is silent as she thinks about this. She had personally offered 
her assistance once to the aliens and in ret urn they had imprisoned, 
beaten and humiliated her. She probably would have gutted every 
single one of them, not caring if she would be killed in the process. 
The only thing that held her from doing that was Michael, who 
comforted her and kept her safe as long as possible. 

An alliance with the humans will be a hard bargain; no doubt they 
would sooner kill each other instead. Then againaC i she remembers 
Reach. Remembers how even their most advance technology, greatest 
trained warriors, have fallen and died by their hands. Even without 
the Sangheilis the Covenant is still strong, especially with the 
Jiralhanaes now leading. 

She finally glances at the waiting Ship Masters before 
speaking . 

"The humans will be weary and hateful of our presence, " she reveals, 
"but I believe they will accept our invitation of 
friendship . " 

"Why?" demands one of the elders. 

"They have no choice, " she patiently answers, "they will be destroyed 
without our help." 

One of the Ship Masters growls, "then why should we lend our 
assistance? Why don't we attack instead and be done with them once 
and for all?" there was some grunts of acknowledgment but no open 
agreement to the plan. 

"Because, " the Arbiter says slowly, "we need the humans help more 
than you realize, for we need _their_ assistants." 

There is another uproar as the Sangheili seems to be appalled by the 
very idea that their noble race needs the help of such primitive and 
destructive creatures. 

"And what do you mean by that?" the elder's voice declares, silencing 
everyone present, "Just because we are no longer apart of the 
Covenant doesn't mean we have to be in an alliance with any other 
species, especially one as dishonorable as the humans." 

"R'els," the Arbiter suddenly snaps in aggravation, "I would have 
thought you would understand since you are currently stationed on 
Sanghelios . " 

The Elder blinks in surprise, as well as the others present except 
for the Arbiter and Rtas. 

Arbiter finally sighs and speaks more calmly. 

"Don't any of you understand?" he asks softly, "We don't have 
anything. We don't have factories, we have very little farming lands, 
we hardly have any market places that are function by our people." He 
turns in a circle so that he could look everyone in the eye, "while 



on the ring world, I realized our folly, by allowing ourselves into 
the Covenant we have truly forgotten how to be an independent race; 
without the Covenant's support, we now have nothing." 

Slowly, the full impact of the Sangheilis hit them hard. What the 
Arbiter has said is true; they had nothing. From birth all their 
children are brought to the Keeps where they were to be trained and 
when they are finished they will either join the Home Guard, continue 
to study so that they can be battle commanders or are quickly adapted 
to be foot soldiers before being sent to a distant battle grounds. As 
they speak, nobody is learning to be a farmer, to be an engineer or 
even how to cook. All they have are warriors, there are some planting 
fields, not many and they are all being maintained by Unggoy workers, 
workers provided by the Covenant . 

The silence in the air is deafening before a young Ship Master tries 
to form a stable argument. 

"Perhaps you speak truthfully about some of theseaC | issues Arbiter." 
He acknowledges, "But we do not need the humans, we can get 

by . " 


"How?" The Arbiter questions in turn, "When was the last time you 
planted Ship Master? When was the last you fixed one of your own 
machinery? When was the last time you check the finance with your own 
Keep's spending's?" 

The Ship Master's mandibles flutters for a moment before stuttering, 
"M-my mate handles the finances, as do all of our women." Shress 
hisses at this, but he ignores it. 

The Arbiter shakes his head, "that won't be enough." 

"We'll justaC | we ' lla€ | " the Ship Master thinks for a moment before 
saying, "we'll just hire workers, like we always have done." 

"We will not have any workers!" the Arbiter thunders, "they were 
there because the Covenant sent them, they have no reason to help us 
now, the only help we will receive will be from freelance laborers, 
merchants and mercenaries, and that's only if they accept our 
currency which could have little to no value to them now." 

Shress has never really thought of this before, but the more the 
Arbiter talked, the more he made sense. And judging from the 
twitching mandibles and forming of fists the other Sangheilis were 
making, they knew he was right. As much as they wish they could 
argue, they truly have no choice in the matter. 

One of the Elders then turns to Shress and asks, "Will the humans 
accept an alliance?" 

Shress slowly nods her head, "Once they think through all their 
options, I'm sure they will find no real reason to turn us 
away . " 

'_I hope_, ' she thought to herself. 

The other Elder sighs as he rubs his eyes with the talons on his 
thumb and forefinger, "The Keep Lords will not agree with this." 



The Arbiter growls, "Then let them grumble among themselves, we have 
no time for complaints, " he looks at the downcast of his fellow 
commanders, "The Prophets are weak. Great Charity have fallen and now 
the traitorous hierarches, the ones who have brought our great people 
to their knees, are on the run, now may be the only chance we have on 
catching them and making them suffer what we have suffered; years of 
manipulation, dishonor and humiliation." 

Instantly the grim atmosphere has lifted and everyone, including 
Shress, growls and roars in agreement. The Great Journey is gone, a 
lie that have no meaning to them now. However, the Arbiter has given 
them a new goal, one worth pursuing and one that can be clearly 
seen . 

Revenge . 

* *Six POV** 

"I've got to say LT; you have some pretty interesting 
girlfriends . " 

Six shakes his head, thankful that Johnson couldn't see into his 
helmet and notice his flushing face. 

"Not now Sergeant, " he says in his indifferent Spartan voice before 
looking to Keyes, "what happened since the Chief and I went off the 
grid? " 

Keyes sighs, crosses her arms and leans against the wall, "It was a 
bloodbath; we pulled everyone back from the beach assault so that we 
could consolidate and make a charge for the Index, " she looks down at 
the device she had put on her belt, "I hope all the sacrifices were 
worth it . " 

"We've lost a lot of Marines to the Flood," recounts Johnson 
solemnly, "I'm not sure if you can say we were lucky, but the 
Covenant took us as prisoners, us and the few people who were still 
alive . " 

"And the _In Amber Clad_?" Six ask. 

Keyes looks away for a moment before replying, "Lost with all 
handsa€ | Cortana informed us it was heavily infected before crashing 
into High Charity." 

This piques the Spartans interest, he has been with Shress whose 
family seems to be deserving of respect and who had just saved the 
Sangheili fleet from being destroyed and the Arbiter was sent to stop 
the activation of Halo. There are two people missing though from the 
meeting with the Gravemind. 

"What happened to the Chief and Cortana?" Six questions next. 

The Sergeant shakes his head, "that big lug-nut took off to the next 
fight without us again." 

"I don't think he really had a choice Sergeant," Keyes voices as she 
observes the Sangheili standing watch over them. Six shared her 
uneased, he trusts Shress but no one else. They are locked inside a 
bare room, them and the few Marines who had survived as well, most of 



whom are now sleeping. The Commander and Sergeant Major looks just as 
exhausted and though Six wouldn't admit it, he too could do with just 
a thirty minute nap. 

Six blinks his eyes and regains his focus as he asks Keyes, "What do 
you mean ma'am? Where's the Chief?" 

Keyes shrugs before looking at him, "the last transmission we 
received from Cortana is that the Chief was onboard the ship that 
took off, the one that was transporting the last Prophet, Truth, out 
of the system. " 

Six's mind whirl at this new turn of events, "the last Prophet?" 

The Commander nods, "Cortana reported that the Prophet of Mercy was 
killed by the flood, all that's left is Truth, and the Chief is 
already on it." 

The Spartan thinks all this through when something seemed out of 
place to him. 

"Ma'am, what about Cortana?" silence greets him. He looks from Keyes, 
to the Sergeant who was avoiding his gaze as well so Six looks back 
to the Commander and rephrases his query, "Is she with the 
Chief?" 

Finally Keyes turns to him with unreadable eyes and says, "She stayed 
behind on High Charity." 

Six couldn't speak for a moment. He was stunned, not just with the 
fact that Cortana stayed behind but by the fact he actually felt 
something for her. She was a computer program yet she acted like a 
spunky woman who helped a lot in more ways than a normal AI possibly 
could have. She is also the only one fully aware of his and Shress's 
relationship. Though she teased him, she was generally curious about 
the whole thing and went as far as to believe that there could be a 
possible peace between the two species. Not having her aroundaC i was 
like him losing a member of Noble Team all over again, despite his 
lone wolf training he has yet again made another bond and it was 
shattered once more. 

A single thought breaks through, one that he clings onto as he looks 
back at the Commander, "ma'am, what's the rescue plan?" 

Keyes is silent for a moment before answering, "There is no rescue 
plan . " 

Six knows this must sound ridiculous, but he tries to reason with 
her, "Ma'am, if Cortana is still functioning then there is a security 
risk-" 

"I'm well aware of what it says in the manual," Keyes suddenly cuts 
him off before looking him in the visor with her emotionless gaze, 
"but there's also the fact that its considered a tactical error to 
lead our men into an ambush, " she jerks her chin towards the wounded 
Marines, "they are already beaten and battered, taking them into a 
fight against a thousand Flood forms isn't going to solve 
anything . " 

Six didn't want to believe it, but in the long run, it made the most 



sense. By standard viewpoints, Cortana is still viewed as a tool, a 
machine, something that could be thrown away and replaced, no matter 
how different she is. 

He feels his shoulder being patted by Johnson who nods to the 
Spartan, "I understand, that was probably the third time Cortana 
saved my sorry rear, it feels like a shame just leaving her." 

Six normally retains his distance from other fighting units, but 
considering he and the Chief may very well be the last Spartans in 
existence, maybe it is time for a change. Slowly, Six reaches out and 
pats Johnson back, causing the Sergeant to smirk a little. 

"Well it ain't a kiss, but it's a start," he comments with a 
grin . 

Six lightly smiles as well, if only Johnson knew how much he hugged a 
certain aliena€| 

There is a hiss and almost as one, the Spartan and the Marines tense 
as the door opens . 

Standing on the threshold is Shress, her father, the Arbiter, and the 
Commander known as Rtas. None of them looks too pleased, including 
Shress, but Six knew she wasn't upset by his presence, or so he 
hopes . 

The Arbiter strides in a few more steps until he is a few feet from 
Keyes and comes to a stop. They eye one another as if they were going 
to fight, but instead the Sangheili bows his head and speaks. 

"The alliance has been acceptedaC i for now." 

Keyes doesn't show any emotion, but the Marines due. There are open 
sighs and bodies practically drops back onto the deck. Johnson 
however looks as stern as usual and Six remains likewise, battling 
the Covenant for most of his life made it difficult for him to open 
welcome any new potential 'allies'. It was different with Shress 
since he was emotionally fond of her, but as for the rest of her 
racea€|this is a day he could never has seen coming, especially with 
the near fanatic Sangheilis. 

"This is good, " Keyes finally said, apparently as weary as Six and 
Johnson are, "but I'm not completely sure if the rest of my people 
will take it well." 

The Arbiter growls softly in his throat, "Indeed." 

There is certainly no love between the two that's for sure, only 
necessity seems to be the one thing keeping them from ripping out the 
others throat . 

"Soa€|" Johnson finally draws out, "what now?" 

The Arbiter regards the Sergeant for a moment before looking over the 
humans as one, "we shall give chase to the Prophets Truth and he 
appears to be heading back to your home world." 


Six curls his fist. He had been anticipating for this day to come, it 
was only inevitable, but it's still a shock. Now only he and the 



remaining Soldiers of Earth are all that's keeping Humanity alive. If 
they lose their world, then that's it, hope will be lost and the 
spirit of almost every human being will be crushed. 

"When are we leaving?" Keyes asks. 

"Now, " Rtas steps forward, "You, your comrades and the Arbiter shall 
give chase. I'll remain and coordinate with our remaining forces and 
try to keep the Flood contained." 

"And the Spartan?" Johnson asks with a nod towards Six. 

This time it's Hath'ras who speaks, or rather snarls, "He will be 
coming as well." 

"And the bonds?" Johnson gestures at the plasma cuffs that are 
glowing brightly and at the moment are holding Six's wrists 
together . 

Hath'ras eyes narrow a bit, "I would much prefer to have it 
contained-" there is a low growl at this and Six is willing to bet 
everything that the noise was produced by Shress, "buta€ | it shall be 
released, under guard mind you." 

Six couldn't argue with that, he would want to keep any aliens that 
are on a human vessel under surveillance as well. 

Wordlessly Hath'ras strode forward and stands before Six once more. 

He is far larger than the Spartan and displays open disgust at their 
close contact with one another, but he doesn't shy away. Instead he 
reaches out and merely touches the cuffs in the middle and instantly 
the restraints fell away, freeing Six. The Spartan looks up until he 
is eye to eye with Shress ' s father and he growls softly to 
him . 

"Next time demon, I will not hesitate to take your head." 

Six doesn't say a thing. What can he say? This is the man who he was 
supposed to ask for Shress ' s hand and- 

Six gulps as a sudden question enters his mind. How far will his 
relationship with Shress take him? Or rather, how far is _he_ willing 
to go? And will her parent's disapproval change her view on him? 

He dearly hopes not. He can't lose her again, not now. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Six would have loved nothing more than to fall asleep, but his 
nerves are shot and aren't allowing him to relax in the slightest. It 
isn't everyday someone is taken a prisoner before becoming an honored 
guest . <p> 

He was against the idea of being split up from the rest of his 
comrades, but the Ship Master "insisted." Six had hoped that the 
Arbiter could do something, but he put up a weak argument, one that 
made the Spartan realize that the Arbiter doesn't completely trust 
him yet either. Years of war seems to have that sort of effect on 
people . 



What really stun him though was that Shress hadn't said a thing, not 
one word. She merely kept to herself and aside from the occasional 
glance, growl and hiss she would release; she was as silent as a 
statue. He knew things between them are tough, especially with the 
presence of her family, but he would have expected her to at least 
say something. 

Still she didn't and now here he is. 

He supposes he should be grateful with how he is being treated. They 
had placed him in a room that obviously was designed for officers or 
other important figure heads. 

It was simple, yet fancy at the same time. The interior was oval 
shaped in nature, a hovering table in the middle of the room, a 
levitating bed towards the back and a side entrance that led him into 
a smaller secondary chamber filled with odd pipes and misshaped 
chairs. After a brief moment investigating, he deduced that this must 
be the Sangheili's version of a latrine. There was also a basin 
filled with clear liquid on a counter top but he didn't dare touch 
it, unsure wheatear its water or something else. 

Back in the main area though he found a human canteen resting on the 
table. After opening it and briefly checking its contents, he removed 
his helmet and drank it, relishing the taste for a moment before 
nearly spiting it back out. It was recycled water, a sharp slap from 
reality that he wasn't on a cruise. 

After a moment of debate, he finally shrugged his armor off. All 
things considering this was a bad move, but by this point he just 
wanted to sleep, he needed sleep. He didn't want to chance seeing 
Melna again, perhaps in this way he can elude this phantom; the 
hallucination he had earlier was caused by the lack of proper rest. 
Seeing zombie like parasites nearly taking over the ship may have 
also had done that as well. 

He stripped down until he was wearing nothing but the skin tight grey 
suit worn by many Spartans while under their battle gear. The cool 
surface of the floor caused him to take a deep breath when his bare 
feet touches it. Expertly he placed all of his armor beside the bed, 
but he kept his rifle close while placing his pistol on the mattress 
of his bed, safety still on but he kept the muzzle pointing away from 
where his head would lie. 

The bed itself was circular, covered with a single sheet and had a 
large surplus of pillows. He couldn't tell if it was glowing purple 
or if it was the lighting, he almost didn't care as he eased his body 
down and prepared to rest. After a moment though, he was back up and 
with a single sweep of his arm he knocked all the extras cushions off 
the bed and picked probably the lumpiest and hardest pillow he could 
find. He attempted to relax again, but couldn't. The bed was simply 
too soft, the most comfortable thing he slept in was probably the cot 
he used to have on Onyx when he was being trained to be a Spartan. He 
didn't really take much notice of the mattress on the Prowler he and 
Shress traveled on since he was more interested in the Sangheili and 
was recovering from the last battle of Reach. Here, with nothing to 
focus on but the sinking feeling he had when the foam like material 
of the bed as it formed the shape of his body, he was finding it 
close to being impossible to rest his mind, especially with the swarm 
of new events that have happened today. 



The Covenant has been shaken, Sangheilis as their allies, Cortana on 
High Charity and the Chief chasing the last Prophet down them 
following; to say it was a long day would be an understatement. 

He was lying on his side, starring right at the wall opposite of him, 
waiting for his body to shut down when he hears the whirl of the door 
uncurling . 

More out of instinct if nothing less. Six shoots up straight while 
his hand snakes under his pillow and pulls out the Magnum. In one 
swift flick of a finger, the safety is off and he is pointing his 
weapon down range when he sees who had stepped in and nearly had a 
heart attack. 

Stepping through the portal is Shress. 

She stops when she sees the weapon, but he quickly puts it down and 
put it back on safety. 

"Sorry," he says and tries to avoid her gaze for a moment. 

She smiles at him before walking towards him. Following her lead, he 
slides out of his bed and stands just as reached him. They step 
towards one another, arms spread and they embrace one another. 

Six inhales deeply before releasing it, feeling completely content 
with the world. The last hug they shared he was trapped within the 
inhibition of his suit, she still is but at least there are gaps 
within her armor, allowing him to feel her skin and to smell her 
exotic scent. He wasn't feeling all that confident before being this 
close with another, but now he longed for it, to touch now seems be 
the only way for him to know that this isn't an illusion. 

He rests his head against her body and despite the thickness of her 
armor plating; he feels the side of his head starting to vibrate as 
Shress begins to purr. The sound was so welcoming and soothing that 
he closes his eyes and feels his body slowly starting to wean. For 
the first time in what feels like a week; he finally allows his body 
to relax. 

Her grip tightens a little and before he knows it, she gently pushes 
him back until she can peer into his face. He was surprisingly 
disappointed that their contact has been broken, but that was 
replaced with puzzlement when he sees that Shress is looking him over 
with a concern look in her eye. 

"Are you well Michael?" she asks. 

He couldn't help but smile as he brings his hands up and runs his 
fingers alongside her mandibles and further up around her face. Her 
own eyes slowly glaze over and her eye droops, seeing to enjoy the 
sensation as much as Six had. Suddenly her eyes snap back open and 
look back at the Spartan as if she was reawakening from a 
dream . 

"Michael," she says, a little more softly, "are you in pain?" 

He just smiles as he continues to strokes the sides of her 
head . 



"I'm just real happy to see youa€ | Shress . " 

She smiles brightly at the use of his name and brings her own hands 
up until they enclose around his head and he feels her rub his hair 
rather affectionately. She leans towards him, mandibles closed and he 
smiles before pursing his lips and presses them against hers. When 
their lips met they close their eyes and savor the moment. After a 
while they pull apart and smile again. 

"How long can you be here?" Six asks, wondering how much time they 
have . 

Her grin seems to glow as she says, "my father believes that you need 
to be kept under guard at all times, even when you are to 
rest . " 

Happiness wasn't enough to describe how he is feeling. With Shress 
here, he ignores the current problems of the world as he draws Shress 
in for another kiss, suddenly loving life. 

**Sorry to cut off there and I'm sorry but I won't be doing any 
lemons for this or any other of my stories, I just don't have that 
kind of imagination. Also, just a quick question, is my writing still 
good or has it been slipping? I've been busy with a lot of things 
lately and am just wondering if it's still good since I don't have as 
much time on hand as I used to. ** 


33. Cornered 

**College has started for me, we shall see how much time I will have 
on hand by the end of the week, but let me say, compared to my 
friends, my schedule is pretty full. This is a big opportunity for me 
and I do not to mess it up. Forgive me if this seems rushed, I just 
want to update this story in case it'll be a while before I can write 
again. If you have any questions or concerns, feel free to PM or 
review and I will try and answer, I'm busy so it may take a while 
before you get a reply back from me.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Cornered<strong> 

"I'm sorry . " 

"It's alright . " 

"I'm truly am sorry." 

"I'm fine Shress," Six finally exhales loudly as he tries to hold 
back his irritation; "there's not even a scratch on me." 

Shress remains silent and doesn't look at him as she stares down at 
the mattress they are laying on. Six takes this time to briefly 
examine himself once more. Last night she had beena€ | clingy . The 
first time they slept in a bed together she had accidently torn four 
holes on the back of his shirt with her claws. 


This time thoughaC ! well he has become a little cold due to the draft 



he is feeling. 


He has tears on his legs, running from his knees up to his hips, the 
sleeves of his suit has nearly been torn off and there is a huge 
slash that starts at his right shoulder and ends on his left hip, 
exposing much of his torso. The collar that covers most of his neck 
looks as if it has been chewed on and the side of his head feels a 
little wet as if she has been licking him, grooming maybe? In other 
words, it looks like he was in a fight and had lost. 

As much as it confuses him, he does, in a way, would like to let 
Shress know how much he cares for her, but he can't. He's not even 
sure if it is possible for them toa€ | sexually reproduce. He slightly 
flinches at the thought, he could understand why a man would long 
after a woman, but for him to want Shress in that way seems to throw 
his mind into greater turmoil. Besides, as much as he would want to, 
he knows it's not possible as far as he knows. The augmentation that 
had made him into a Spartan has a tendency in killing people who 
doesn't have the proper gene background. He doesn't want to chance 
him passing the serum unto Shress only so that it could poison or 
cripple her. He couldn't live with himself if he did. 

However, at times like this one, he does feel a little 
awkward . 

Shress on the other hand doesn't look like she is faring better 
either. For one thing she is still wearing her armor since she has 
nothing else to wear and she hasn't taken it off, making him suspects 
that she isn't ready toa€|make that sort of commitment just yet. 
Especially when she knew he couldn't mate, walking around each other 
without wearing anything will be far too tempting, even if their 
brains still can't fully comprehend how far they are willing to take 
this relationship. 

At the moment though, mating seems to be far from her mind apparently 
as she looks back up at him and cautiously scoots closer. She picks 
herself up slightly and looks him up and down. Seeing no blood or any 
other sign of injury, she carefully lowers her head until it is 
resting comfortably on his chest. 

Six is astounded by this, his ribs have been broken and his mind have 
been foggy due to his concussion, but the Gravemind fixed all that 
without even touching him. A trick that disturbs Six when he knew 
full well that the powerful psychic monster only fixed him for the 
being's own purposes. The Spartan hated being a puppet, but at the 
moment he doesn't mind all that much since he is now able to spend 
time with Shress without feeling any pain. 

Feeling himself smiling at the fact, he kisses the top of the 
Sangheili's head. Almost instantly Shress responds by purring and it 
felt a little strange as her inner vibration rumbles against his 
chest. It almost makes him laugh, causing Six to wonder if he is 
ticklish. Oh the shame if he was. 

For a moment in eternity they stayed like that. Shress folds her body 
further inward until her knees came close to touching her chest and 
she moves even closer to her suitor. She is all but lying on top of 
him by this point and Six doesn't really care if she did lay on him, 
not considering the possibility that he could be crushed in the 
process . 



He wraps the female in a gentle hug and starts moving his hands. He 
lightly rubs her inner arms since her armor prevented him touching 
the outer. That doesn't faze her though as she cuddles even more 
against him, somehow finding the space to come yet closer all the 
same as her purrs grew even louder. 

Suddenly she turns over and is on top of him, her hands and knees 
holding her up while she stares down lovingly at Six. He grins back, 
but he can tell she had more in mind other than just smiling. 

Sure enough, she lowers herself down, brings together her mandibles 
and they lock lips. It provides an exhilarating and indescribable 
warmth that Six could never find a replacement for. This is an energy 
that suddenly reenergizes helps him to forget everything he had gone 
through; bullets, killers and death. Not even a warm shower and a hot 
meal could make him feel this way and that's saying a lot since the 
best thing any soldier could receive is a nice hour of blissful rest. 
That was what made Six feel better, that is until he met Shress. When 
she wasn't here he had a near panic attack as he spent every second 
worrying about her and wondering where she was. Now that she is back 
with him, he no longer fears what may happen to them in the near 
future. Not now anyway. 

After five minutes though. Six finally pulls away and takes a deep 
breath of air. 

"Are you alright?" Shress asks with concern as she looks him over 
once more for damages she may have caused. 

"Yes," gasps Six, "I just needed aira€ j unfortunately , " he finishes 
with a small grin to which the Sangheili returns in kind. 

A thought then crossed Six's mind. 

"Shress?" 

She lowers herself again until her muzzle was close to his mouth and 
he can feel the warmth of her breath and can see the slit pupils of 
her eyes. 

"Yes Michael?" she ask using a soft voice. 

"How long can a Sangheili hold his or her breath?" 

She blinks at that. Apparently whatever she was expecting him to ask 
this wasn't it. 

"Wella€ | I don't know Michael," she answers, "I know my limits but not 
the average for my people, furthermore we have different scales to 
measure time, so it could be longer or shorter compared to 
yours . " 

Six accepts the explanation, but still he cannot help being 
curious . 

"Alright, but what is your limit?" he is surprised when she leans 
further until she her chest was pressing against his and he can feel 
the tough armor pressing into his skin, coming close to scraping a 
wound as Shress stares at him with fire in her eyes. 



"Are you questioning if I'm weak?" she demands. 


Six is silent for a moment. As much as he wished to deny it, Shress 
has been acting sort ofa€ | odd this morning. She had torn up his 
clothing in the night, but he had just assumed it was because she had 
missed him so much. Then it seems like she is waiting for him to say 
something, something specific that she is all but expecting him to 
say. Now she is highly defensive, but why? He isn't intimidating her, 
nor is she scared of him, or is she? He heard of women having mood 
swings but he discarded that as being a myth. Now though he is 
experiencing it, but with an alien woman to further harass all of his 
mind ' s logic . 

After a couple of moments though, Shress rises as she sits back on 
her curled legs and the fire has long since faded from her gaze to be 
replaced with one of forlorn. 

"I'm sorry," she apologizes, "I didn't mean to make you 
uncomfortable . " 

Not liking it when she gets down on herself. Six uses his core 
muscles and swings himself up. Even when they are sitting she is 
still some inches taller than him, forcing the Spartan to look up 
into her silver orbs. 

"Shress its fine," he states, "if you aren't that comfortable talking 
about your strengths, then we don't have to." 

She smiles timidly at him with a bright look in her eyes. He smiles 
at the sight. 

**Shress POV** 

Shress just couldn't describer her emotions at the moment, no words 
seem capable to do so or is powerful enough to justify how she feels. 
She loved it while also being absolutely terrified at the same 
time . 

She has liked this male for a long time now, far longer than what 
could have been possible. First he was her enemy, then her friend, 
and finally here they lie with him as her suitor. Everything he has 
ever done for her has just made her heart swell and her body feeling 
relieved of passed agitation when she sees him. 

She has never felt this way before towards any of her previous 
suitors. They were all great warriors or descendants of one, they 
came in various shapes and sizes, one was cycles younger than her 
while another could have been old enough to be her father. They each 
had their own personality, some more deferring than others, but all 
with the basic mindset of the males being the dominant one of every 
relationship. Even the younglings seems to be embracing this one 
idea; that it is the male who makes the decisions and the females are 
to please them in whatever way possible. 

She has often shown open scorn for this sort of treatment, the only 
reason she has ever accepted any of them was because of her father. 
She felt as if she has been a great burden for him, one that he had 
to carry until she could be passed on to another male who could care 
for her. This has proven difficult since she was unwilling to yield 



to the males, thus most of her courtships had been brought to an 
abrupt end and often times in violence. 


The only person she had wanted to be with, to spend time with, was 
Ripa 'Moramee. He was the first to have actually accepted her 
ambition of being a warrior and even had gone as far as to encourage 
it and offered her advice. She had thought the greatest moment of her 
life was when she first went into combat, when Ripa had taken her to 
quell a Unoggoy rebellion. How glorious it felt to spill blood, to 
earn her place and rank and to make her Keep proud. She had spent 
more time with him and even went as far to openly converse with him 
of them becoming bondmates. 

He has agree much to her happiness content, but what he said next 
destroyed her dreams. He wished for her to become his bondmate after 
she assist him in becoming the new Kaidon of Moram, by staging a 
mutiny of their own. Their sole purpose was to protect Sanghelios, 
but here was Ripa wishing to shed blood for his own gain. 

She had tried to reason with him, but he wouldn't listen and declared 
that if she was his mate than she had to do as he commands. The male 
she had fallen in love with had been nothing more than an illusion, 
he was just like the others and who was camouflaged by her own 
imagination and hopes. It wasn't until then did she realize she was 
just feeling gratitude for him instead of love and he in turn didn't 
feel such strong feelings for her in anyway. 

Almost with reluctance and regret, she left Ripa and warned the Moram 
fief of the coming attacked. Ripa was defeated and imprisoned. She 
heard however that the Prophet of Regret had reenlisted him and he 
served as an Arbiter before going missing, causing many to assume 
that he was killed in battle. She had felt a dull ache then, she had 
almost became his forever and after that she had lost most of her 
hope of ever finding a male that she would like. A male that she 
could ever love. 

Then he came along, the human, the alien; the demon. 

She have had heard nothing but of horror and death following the 
mighty creatures simply known as demons. She has only seen these 
monstrosities from afar, from surveillance technology and once from 
the deck of a battle cruiser. Up until then she had brushed off any 
and all comments she have had ever heard about these supposed 
monsters, but that all changed. She witnessed a demon in action as it 
easily decimated an entire legion of Covenant soldiers. She almost 
didn't blame her superiors for firing a plasma torpedo at the 
seemingly unstoppable force, which also obliterated their own 
warriors in the process. The only way to kill these demons were to 
either overrun them with sheer numbers or to use their biggest and 
most destructive weapons. 

Aside from that, she have had no prior meeting with them, never 
really facing them in combat, only the regular human troops who were 
less than a challenge for her. It wasn't until she faced Michael as 
an enemy did she truly had a challenge. 

And ironically, if she had killed him, she would have lost a 
happiness she have never experience before in all her life and 
probably would have never believed it existed. 



He is definitely strange, even among his people he is seen as odd. He 
is taller than most but still is shorter than the males of her race, 
shorter than her, something most prideful men would be infuriated 
about, but not him. His face was a bronze that is close to becoming 
pale, but his dark emerald colored eyes erase that from her mind. His 
fur is odd and rough sometimes, but she never waste an opportunity to 
run her claws through it and allow it to tickle her fingers, an 
action that would disgust most warriors, but the pleasure outweighs 
what her professional mind is telling her. He smell of dirt and 
forest sometimes, a musk that gets her excited and causes her to 
dream of waking to it every day of her life. 

The rest of his body is just as strange. She has seen more than her 
share of human corpses to see that humans come in a variety of shape 
and sizes, reaffirming her belief that he is unique. His body possess 
almost no fat, everything was pure muscle, just like the Sangheilis. 
Yet what interest her the most though is that his chest is 
differently formed and shaped, it's broad in the upper torso but 
slims down around his core and even displays oddly shaped muscles 
that she has never seen before, but was tough and firm all the same. 
His hands bare no claws and has an extra finger for each. His feet 
was the same, made of flesh with five digits similar to his fingers. 
He is unexplored territory and for some reason that excites 
her . 

Despite all this though, the muscles, the oddness and the fact that 
he is of a different species, none of that is what draws her to him. 
It is his unexpected and surprising kindness, respect and eventual 
love that has captured her. 

He is a male of many mysteries and even now he surprises her. Mast 
men would have jumped at the opportunity to have taken her as their 
mate, with or without her consent, but he doesn't, in fact, he shies 
away from it. He is also very knowledgeable, catching her off guard 
with facts about either one of their races. He doesn't judge her 
harshly even when she gives him reason to, in fact instead of 
scolding her he would help her to reconcile with her mistakes. 

Never before has she met a male like him. He is powerful, but reserve 
and considerate. He never boast of his past feats nor does he ever 
challenge another when his honor is at stake. Beneath his hard armor 
his skin is light and feels plush, but his odd fur was to touch and 
fond over. His gentle demeanor especially separates him from the 
rest, even when his species hates her he would stand by her side. She 
had hated him for her being imprisoned, beaten and scarred, but that 
was changed and almost forgotten when she realized he had traveled 
far and risk his life to try and save her, nearly dying in the 
process . 

She knew now there was no way she could live without him. She had 
hardly thought of him in any romantic light, especially when they 
first met, but now it was becoming harder for her to not think like 
this. She had tried multiple times to put this feeling off and 
repeatedly told herself that she just sees him as a special friend, 
her first and only true friend. It was because of this though that 
she hardly ever brought up a conversation of a possible courtship 
happening between them. She didn't want to lose his companionship, 
but for some reason the thought of him rejecting her, not wanting her 
or wanting to be with another female stabs her heart sharply. 



But then came the day when they left Reach. When they were stuck 
together on a long transition to the human home world and where they 
were forced to reveal their inner emotions. 

It had been the most exhausting day of her life, her mentality 
probably would have cracked from all the strain she took that day. 

She was scared, then nervous, angry, suspicious, embarrassed, but it 
all ended with her feeling happy and more joyful then she could have 
ever felt in all of her existence. 

She had grown to like this male, but nowa€ | now she wants to be with 
him, forever, for as long as she can, to hold on and to never let him 
go. However she is scared. A courtship was one thing, but what she is 
expecting from him, what she is wanting from him is something she 
could never hope to achieve, for it would be her asking him to be 
with her, to have her as his bondmate. 

She was already a bundle of nerves and only recently has she realized 
how much on edge she has been on. One of his curious questions caused 
her to jump to conclusions and they almost got into a needless fight 
over something of little importance. She needs to better reign 
herself in or risk losing face and him in the process. 

* *Six POV** 

Six could clearly see she is in deep thought and decided to try and 
help a little. 

Gently, he wraps his arms around her, breaking her from the chains of 
her mind. She blinks and looks down at him, but in that moment he 
slowly pulls her down with him and they are back on the mattress 
again. Her armor is jutting painfully into his chest but he ignores 
it, the benefits of having his favorite alien this close to him 
outweighs the negative. 

She looks momentarily stun with them in this close proximity of each 
other, so he allows her time to adjust to the sudden change by 
carefully kissing her on the cheek. He doesn't pull back though as a 
sudden thought crosses his mind and he moves closer to her mouth and 
gently graces each of her mandibles on the side with a kiss. He 
almost chuckled when he felt her body shiver on top of him, this must 
be a sensitive part of her. 

"Are you feeling alright?" he finally asks, "you seem a little 
distracted . " 

She looks away and for a moment he thought he said something out of 
line again, but she speaks with a steady voice, "it's nothing, I was 
just thinking." 

"Thinking about what?" he continues, wanting her to relax so that 
they could both enjoy this moment together. 

He has missed her terribly, more so then he thought possible and even 
more than his Spartan family. He wanted her to be with him for as 
long as they can live, not to let her go and not to let her out of 
sight again. He wanted to let her know how much he cares for her, how 
much she meant to him and how much he wants to get to know her, to 
never leave her side again. They may even have a chance now, the 
alliance may be recent and there is still a lot of bad blood between 



their people, but this may very well be their first and last chance, 
who knows, this may even work out brilliantly for them. Both their 
people will need to recover so going to war wouldn't be the first 
thing on their mind, pece between their people seems to be the only 
option for either one of them now. That is if they stop the Prophet, 
if there is still a world to save. 

He brushes that to the side. He can forget about all that, at least 
for a while, he wants this to last as long as possible. They both 
deserve a little bit of happiness, even if it is for a while. However 
he doesn't want to say he likes her, he wants to tell her that 
hea€ | he might possiblya€ | love her. 

Why else would he risk everything on this? Why else would he be so 
willing to sacrifice everything for her? He loves spending time with 
her, speaking to her, hugging her, kissing her and just by being in 
her presence makes him feel like the greatest person in the 
world . 

But how can he tell her this without scaring her away? He doesn't 
want to risk that, furthermore how does he know she has similar 
feelings towards him or if she is willing to spend so much time with 
him for that matter. He wants to be there for her and let her know 
that she can trust in him as well. What about his body though? If he 
has to go off on a limb, she has mated already and it's apparent she 

wouldn't mind mating with him, a human. Yet he doesn't know what they 

will do if they learn that he is incapable of having safe intercourse 
which could result with Shress being harmed. 

He doesn't want to lose her, but he feels like he will anyway unless 
he say something, yet at the same time he feels like he is scared 
that she will be disgusted if he does tell her what it is he is 

feeling. Wheatear she will return his feelings or will hate him for 

whatever he is about to say he has to find out, he must find out, he 
already feels perspiration starting to flow and tries to be discrete 
in wiping them away. He must be honest and strong when he tells her, 
let her know of what he thinks of her, how he loves her. 

He swallows a hard lump and already feels a little dizzy. He tries to 
keep himself from shaking. This is a moment that is much more 
delicate than any other thing he has ever faced. He fought to live 
for another day, but what is about to happen next may very well 
define the rest of his life, this one moment may be the one that will 
hinge on his one and only chance at obtaining joy, for the rest of 
his life. 

"Michael are you ill?" Shress asks, moving her head closer until they 
are close to brushing muzzle with nose, "you look winded." 

Six doesn't respond at first, it's taking sheer will power to keep 
his body from quivering and not to panic. Having her so close and her 
smell invading his nose didn't help either, it just made his mind's 
anxiety even greater, along with his nerves. 

Finally he wets his lips and forces himself to speak. 

"Shressa€|" he pauses when he notices how hoarse his voice sounds, it 
does appear as if he really is getting sick. 

'_Come on, just do it_, ' he motivates himself, '_at this rate your 



anxiety will kill you._' 

His fretfulness was the least of his worries. Shress is now observing 
him with great concern he knows there is no going back, nothing can 
stop this from happening now. He will have to say something, anything 
if he wishes for Shress not to think he isn't in sound 
health . 

Upsetting her isn't a part of the plan so he tries to pull himself 
together. He steadies his mind, remembers what is at stake and, 
knowing that the next minute will change his life for the good or the 
worse, he prepares himself for either outcome. All the while he is 
secretly praying that, against all the odds and known logics of both 
their species, that she will accept him. 

"Shress, " he whispers in a strong voice that borders along the line 
of being feeble, "you mean a great deal to me." 

The Sangheili leans away a little, again looking astounded by what he 
has said. He isn't sure if this is a good or bad sign, but he keeps 
going, his voice rising no higher than a whisper since he feels his 
confidence may quit on him at any moment. 

"We may not have met under the best of circumstance, " he admits with 
a heavy heart but laughs lightly to try and brighten the mood, 

"trying to kill each other may have been a little extreme if I had to 
admit . " 

Shress smiles but she looks just as fearful as six is feeling, still 
he powers on. 

"I could have never imagine I would be your friend," he admits and 
looks down slightly, "the only people I have ever really bonded with 
were my Spartan brothers and sisters, almost all of whom are dead, " 
he shakes that off before looking Shress in the eye, "but after a 
while, I couldn't have asked for a better companion." 

Shress shifts around a little, her armor agitating his skin but he 
doesn't pay it much mind. 

"And then, you gave up everything to save me on Reach, " he closes his 
eyes briefly to remember that day. He was heartbroken and had 
surrendered all hope when he thought she was going to personally 
execute him, but instead she gave everything to save him, "when I had 
lost everything, when I had nothing left to lose, it was you who 
proved otherwise, my warrior, my savior." 

She refuses to look him in the eye, but he thought he saw them 
misting over. 

"Then those three days on the Prowler, when we had pulled ourselves 
from the blood and carnage, those were the best days of my entire 
life." 

Shress looks down and whispers uncertainly, "Michael?" 

In answer he raises his hand and gently cups her cheek and moves her 
head until they are face to face. Her beautiful silver eyes are 
bright and shiny, they were full of malice and hard as steel when 
they had locked eyes that very first time back on the planet of 



Reach. Now though they are tender and open and are even radiating a 
warmth that took his breath away. 

He keeps his gaze steady as he continues. 

"Shress, you are special to me," he starts carefully, "I cannot 
possibly describe what it is I am feeling or how it is this is all 
possible, but it is and you're one of the greatest things to have 
ever happened to me." 

His thumb then gently rubs her cheek, delicately brushing her 
mandibles in the process. 

"When I see you Shress, I feel like the luckiest man in the galaxy 
who had earned your trust, your friendshipa€ | your beauty." 

Her mouth peels open and moves but no sound can be heard, she is 
speechless over what he has just said. 

"Hearing your voice reassures me and fills me with strength, " 
unconsciously he rubs her back with his other hand tries to bring her 
closer to him. 

"Your scent is so exotic yet comforting and it encase me in 
indescribable bliss," he continues. 

Shress squirms some more, trying to listen while snuggling up to him 
at the same time. 

"Just thinking about you makes me smile, " he grins just to show her, 
"and to hear your name being spoken makes me feel joy, something I 
hardly ever experience in my life." 

Shress was still floundering, she had no idea what to say, no one has 
ever said this to her probably and he is about to take it a step 
further . 

"But what makes me so happy is you, " he says and makes sure they are 
looking each other squarely in the eye, "you are strong, you are 
determine, and you are brave, yet also gentle at the same time. You 
thrive to become the best you could be while also seeking to make a 
better life not just for yourself but also for those you love, even 
the ones who you don't like, the ones who gave you more than enough 
reason to hate them, you still fight for them. You're an incredible 
woman with u talent and more compassion then I ever thought 
possible . " 

Tears are now flowing from the Sangheili's eyes as she takes all this 
in. Never before has he said anything like this to her, he has just 
opened up his heart to her and allowed her to see what he thinks, 
what he believes. 

"M-Michael, " she says gently, "I-I had no idea that you felt 
soa€ | soa€ i " 

"Shress, " he interrupts and leans towards her, so close that they 
could feel each other's warm breath, just a hair length away from 
each other. 


" Yesa€ | " 


she asks in a breathless voice. 



Six swallows some more. This is it and despite the fact that Shress 
is as nervous as he is, it doesn't really make him feel better. Is 
this right? Can they make it right? Are they ready for this and are 
they set to commit themselves towards one another? 

One look into her beautiful eyes was all the prompting he needed. 

He takes a deep breath. 

"Shress La'Vdam, " he says gently as he peers at her, hugging her 
tightly and feeling themselves gravitating towards the other, just 
one more centimeter and his mouth would meet her mandibles as they 
carefully move to connect, "Ia€!Ia€|I lo-" 

They are both jarred from the tender second when they hear a sound 
that horrifies them. The hissing of the door as it prepares to 
open . 

For the first time the Spartan is frozen, caught in such a heartfelt 
moment, literally seconds after exposing his inner workings to Shress 
and him mentally preparing himself for the worst possible outcome has 
left him dumbfounded. 

The door clicks as it unlocks itself and the lights just changed from 
red to blue when Six finds himself moving. Shress has suddenly rolled 
to their left and with their bodies tangled together, the Spartan 
whirled along with her. She lands on her feet while the Spartan lands 
with a rather loud thud on the floor. He moves to sit back up but is 
surprised when he felt Shress' s hoof stepping on his back and pushed 
him down. He is too stun to move, both from the movement and also 
from the feeling of her foot on his skin, it definitely feels a lot 
tougher than her leather skin. 

He hears the final hum and a moment later a pair of footsteps 
enter . 

"Zealot," a gruff male voice says. 

Six raise his eyes to see Shress nods her head and growls, "What is 
it?" 


"The shipmaster requests your presence, " answers the guard. 

"Now?" Six gulps anxiously, to say Shress was angry would be an 
understatement . 

"Yes," the guard confirms, "along with the demon." There is a pause 
in the conversation before saying, "where is the filth?" 

"HE" she says in a suddenly defensive tone, "is grooming and YOU, 
will be thrown out of an air lock if you don't leave," she finishes 
with a hiss. 

There some nervous shuffle and a mumble apology before the Spartan 
hears the door closing again. 

Once the mechanism locks, Shress removes her foot and Six sits up and 
rubs his head, not looking at the Sangheili. All that courage he has 
gathered up has fled and now he feels like a complete idiot, leaving 



him angry, confused and fearful at the same time. 


"Well, " he says hesitantly, "That could have gone worse, " he offers 
with a nervous chuckle and looks up. 

His instructors would have been ashamed of him as the look that 
Shress gave him made the super solider cringle slightly. She looks 
ready to murder, but instead she closes her dilated eyes, breathe 
deeply before snarling. 

"Get your armor on Spartan and let us be off." 

**Shress POV** 

By all means, Shress didn't want to snap at the Spartan, but seeing 
how he is the only one in the room, to his misfortune, he was on the 
receiving end of her blunt anger. 

She knew, she just knew the human was about to say something 
important, something she was waiting for him to say for a long time. 
She wanted to share her feelings with him as well, but it seems fate 
is against them. And now she knew they have no time, besides, if she 
was to be honest with herself, she wanted them to be in the perfect 
position at the perfect time in order for him to tell her. But she 
could see in his very posture that the moment was lost and all she 
has to look forward to is another boring and rather lecturous talk 
with her farther. 

She was so distraught that she all but ignored Michael. She didn't 
even peek at his well-developed body even though there was more than 
enough holes in his under suit to allow her visible access to his 
muscles. After a couple of minutes, she hears him clearing his throat 
and she turns to see the Spartan fully dressed except for his helmet 
which he is holding in the nook of his arm. 

"Are you ready?" she asks indigently. 

He doesn't answer, instead he looks her in the eye and thena€ | she 
suddenly felt shame when she sees the worry behind them. Here the 
stoic warrior has just laid out his heart and all that she had done 
was be silent and even quietly wept. Now she has harden herself and 
in doing so, completely forgotten what had just transpired. 

Wheatear she had acknowledge it or not, the fact remains that the 
Spartan has just crossed a boundary and she in her poor grace had 
failed to recognize it. 

Instantly she loses her battle stance and lowers her gaze before 
approaching her suitor. He eyes her with somewhat caution, but that 
passes when she stands before him and looks into his 
eyes . 

"MichaelaC | Ia€ | " she doesn't know what to say, should she apologize, 
simply concede what he had just said or kiss him? 

The answer came as a surprise to her when the Spartan jabs forward, 
plant a quick kiss on her cheek and moved back. She blinks in 
bewilderment while also feeling herself becoming notably warm, 
particularly around her face. 



He sees her reaction and smiles, his anxiety is filed away only to be 
replaced with the green glow that she is so fond 
of . 


"Shressa€ | Ia€ | youa€ | " he seems just as flustered as her, both 
apparently have lost their daring when their calm and untroubled 
world shattered around them and have rendered them to stuttering 
fools . 

There is a sudden bang on the door and the male from before barks, 
"Zealot! The Shipmaster is insisting on you to hurry!" 

Shress growls in annoyance, she wanted to spend as much time with her 
human as possible. But the matter was brought to a sad end though 
when Michael pulls his helmet back and locks it into place. He then 
turns his orange glass covering towards her and gestures to the 
door . 

"After you," he says with a respectful bow. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"You are late, " her father snarls as Shress and Six walks unto 
the deck.<p> 

Shress growls in turn, she wasn't in the mood to deal with her 
father's anger. A slight poke of a finger from the male behind her 
didn't help much either, but she knew Michael was silently telling 
her to calm down. 

The control center of the ship is busy as usual with all the flight 
officers at their stations as they navigate the ship to its 
destination. Her father is sitting on his hovering throne while her 
mother sits on a smaller one, looking as agitated as her father, but 
by what she wonders. The hologram in the center was alight with their 
current coordinates as they traverse the stars and standing opposite 
of her parents were the two human leaders who had arrived with the 
Arbiter and Rtas ' . Standing not far from them is the Arbiter himself 
who is repeatedly looking between the two alien races with an ever 
present snarl as if he is caught in the middle of a great debate, 
which he probably is. 

The two pause, unsure of what to do next, after their morning of near 
confessions, Shress didn't want Michael to leave her side. However 
that changed when her human subtly poke her arm and she looks up at 
her parents and their pointed looks. She glowers, but reluctantly 
left the Spartan's side. She stood next to her mother and turns in 
time to see that Michael has taken his place beside the female 
human . 

She tries to quell the feeling of loath that broiled from the back of 
her throat. She didn't want Michael near her or any other women, 
human or Sangheili it doesn't matters. She doesn't want anyone to 
tempt him and steal this wonderful man she has been blessed with. May 
whatever great power that exists help Michael should her suitor give 
in to their tempting, nothing will save him from her fury if he 
did . 

The Arbiter then clears his throat and announces, "Now that the 
Zealot and demon are here, " he looks between the two groups, "shall 



we try again?" 


"My answer is still no, " her father thunders as he crosses his arms 
and points daggers at the humans, "what assurance do we have that we 
will not be attacked upon arrival?" 

The female who must be the dominate leader of the group then speaks 
up, "We can only give you our word Shipmaster Hath'ras, but once we 
make contact with our fleet and they learned of recent events then 
things should progress much more smoothly." 

The Shipmaster continues to snarl, "Your species doesn't extract a 
feeling of trust or even a stirring of honor, how is it that you 
expect us to trust you?" 

"The man has a point, " the dark skinned male said to the Spartan who 
remains as stoic as ever. 

Shress idly wonders if he is still emotionally closed off or if he is 
putting on an act so that his commanders wouldn't notice if anything 
is amiss. She blinks in mild surprise when she realized she hadn't 
even given a thought to how Michael's superiors would react if they 
learn of their courtship. Would he be punished or even be 
killed? 

Her father's angry snort returns her to the present, but before he 
could say anything further, the Arbiter steps back into the 
conversation . 

"Hath'ras, we need to be courteous here," he cautions, "after all, 
even a Shipmaster as powerful as you cannot simply walk onto a 
Kaidon's land without permission." 

Hath'ras nods but doesn't drop his scowl, "true, but we are not 
dealing with Kaidon's or even fellow Sangheilis now are we 
Arbiter? " 

The female leader doesn't show irritation, her face doesn't give 
anything away, not even her eyes, a feat that Shress instantly finds 
admiring . 

"True Shipmaster, " she admits, "but even among humans we have to 
acknowledge that some sacrifices have to be made in order to progress 
a little for the better." 

The shipmaster doesn't even blink, "just because your kind has some 
chirality among you, it doesn't mean we are up on the same 
standards . " 

Unknown to either side is Shress as she eyes the two groups 
carefully. They're unwilling to give each other ground, they don't 
even seem to be liking the thought of them being of the same stature. 
She gives another quick look at the Spartan. How was it that they 
were able to bond in what feels like such a short amount of time? 

True they did try to kill each other in the beginning, but that all 
changed, for better or worse she has no idea. Perhaps the worst 
considering how her father loathes the aliens as time continues to 
progress . 

The two leaders seem to be going back and forth, one trying to reason 



while the other is trying to remain firm. Finally they were stopped 
by the Arbiter who gives a growl. 

"Enough," he snaps his jaws at them, "at this rate we'll reached the 
planet of Earth before you moved onto the next issue." He gives both 
commanders a stern look before saying, "let us focus on the task at 
hand, defeat the Prophets then we can decide wheatear or not if we 
wish to remain enemies or become allies." 

Hath'ras looks undignified while the human merely shrugged her 
shoulders as if the whole thing was an indifference to her. 

Noting the lack of conversation, the Arbiter starts once more, "We 
are all committed then, we shall remain as allies until the war 
ends, " he gives the humans a sharp look, "which means no acts of 
sabotage or assassinations." 

Shress seethes a little, knowing the Arbiter is mostly referring to 
her suitor, but Michael doesn't make a move, unaffected by all of 
this squabble even if it did lightly concern him. She needs to ask 
how he is able to do this. 

The human commander steps in front of the Spartan and announces, "He 
will not engaged unless provoked." 

Her father snarls, "I would rather have it in chains so I can finally 
ease my mind . " 

Shress does her best to remain civil, she feels if any attention is 
directed at her they would no doubt notice her sour mood. 

"Shress, " the said female stiffens at the words of her mother, "are 
you well my dear?" 

Her dear? It has been a long time since her mother has last said that 
to her, but she tries her best to hide her shock by nodding her head, 
not trusting herself to speak for now. 

"The presence of the demon disturbs my daughter," Shress ' s head is 
thrown back in shock as she whirls to face her father as he finishes, 
"if you do not mind I prefer that the beast remains 
outside . " 

"Father!" Shress suddenly cries out, "he isn't a beast and _he _is my 
friend . " 

Silence fills the air, unknown to the female almost all the officers 
at their stations pauses in their task to listen, a Zealot defending 
a demon? And claiming it as a friend? This is unheard of. The same is 
apparently true for the humans as the woman commander leans close to 
the Spartan and whispers to him, but Shress is staring hard at her 
father, unaware of the exchanges taking place. 

Her father blinks in surprise, true his offspring has a fiery spirit 
and this isn't the first time they have clashed, but over an alien? 

An abomination? He growls, something is an amiss here and he will 
find it. 


"Daughter, " he says in a rather strained voice, "please refrain 
yourself from speaking, the only reason I have asked for your 



presence is so that you can keep the demon under control." 

"Under control, " she repeats with a rumble in her throat, "so why did 
you bring him here if not so he can speak his mind?" 

"Because the humans have asked, " her mother answers in a calm voice 
as she tries to defuse the situation, "besides, demons don't have 
much to say anyway and-" 

"Just because they are silent doesn't mean they are stupid mother," 
Shress cuts off. 

"I didn't say that," admonishes her mother in a somewhat chiding tone 
as if Shress is a youngling again, "but seeing how it is only here as 
a guard for the humans and not to take part in oura€ | negotiations , " 
she says with a hesitate tone, "then we ask that you do not make it 
the issue . " 

Her mother has a point, but Shress is unable to control herself, this 
morning has left her confused, but also open to the known world. She 
has no idea why, but she refuses to stand by while the male that she 
loves is insulted. He may accept it with no challenge, but she does 
not . 

"I merely ask that you do not insult him mother," Shress says with a 
voice that is close to becoming hostile, "he deserves that 
much . " 

"What it deserves, " states her father, "is to be disemboweled and 
face the consequence for spilling so much of our kin's 
blood . " 

"Father!" Shress suddenly shouts, "He was just defending his people 
while we marauded against them for no reason!" 

The shipmaster rises to his feet and snarls, "watch your tongue 
Zealot, " he spits, "have you quickly forgotten what he has done to 
us? He humiliated us, wounded us and killed us, our greatest 
warriors, our children, are all dead and their blood is on the 
demon ' s hands ! " 

"We weren't even fighting for a righteous cause!" comes back his 
daughter, "they deserve more sympathy then our people should!" 

The Arbiter tries to approach, "Zealot, please-" 

Shress instead snarls at him and he backs down, not out of fear, but 
out of sense. There seems to be more at stake here then simple 
respect for a friend and he is just as intrigued as everyone else to 
know what is going on. 

* *Six POV** 

"What is up with your girlfriend Lieutenant?" Johnson asks the 
Spartan out of the corner of his mouth, not daring to taker his eyes 
off the feuding family before him as if he couldn't risk missing 
anything . 

Six doesn't grace the Sergeant with a remark, instead he looks down 
at Keyes who is by his side. 



"Commander," he says in his stoic voice, but he fears it's about to 
crack with the tension, "please, let me stop this before it gets out 
of hand . " 

"Actually Lieutenant," replies the intrigued Commander, "I think we 
need to let them clear the air between them." 

Reluctantly, Six nods as he shifts around on his feet, fear filling 
him as he wonders if Shress knew what she was doing. 

**Shress POV** 

"The demons are a threat and should be treated as such, " her father 
continues, "I do not wish for that beast to be here, but the fact 
that the humans insist on it is the only reason why I allow it to 
live . " 

"He deserves as much respect as you father, " Shress is now starting 
to spit put her words with fire, oblivious to the ever growing 
nervousness of the Spartan behind her. He looks at Keyes and makes 
another silent plea for him to try and stop this before it escalates. 
The Commander however was lost in the drama unfolding before her and, 
to Six's horror, everyone, Sangheili and human, has now visibly 
paused in their duty and is watching as well. 

For the first time since he was six years old. Six breaks rank and 
quickly steps towards Shress. He doesn't care about the scene he was 
causing now, all that he knows is that he needs to stop the female 
Sangheili before her anger gets the best of her and she'll say 
something they'll regret. 

He hopes he only look like a concerned friend as he comes up behind 
Shress and reaches a hand out and touches her shoulder. 

"ShressaC | " he tries to say, but she easily shrugs him off, all of 
her determination is set on her father. 

"Why are you so determine to defend this monstrosity?" her father 
demands, "it's not even one of our kind, the blood of my fathers that 
runs through your veins are disgraced by every second you spend with 
that thing." 

"This __monstrosity_, " Shress speaks as if she is unaware that the 
very person she is speaking about is at her shoulder, "has been a 
better companion to me than most people I have ever known in my life, 
better than even you father." 

There is a moment of shocked silence. This is practically a 
challenge, one that the Shipmaster is more than willing to 
confront . 

He slowly stands from his seat and his knuckles seems to be shaking 
as he works hard to control himself. 

"How dare you?" he demands, "It was I who fed you, it was I who 
clothed you, it was I who raised you, taught you, and nurture you, " 
he points a clawed figure accusingly at Michael, "this demon has 
addled your mind and is twisting your thoughts, it had succeeded at 
turning you against your own people and is continuing to manipulate 



you . " 

Shress just snaps at the aging male, "He would never harm me and even 
so, he still is a better person than you." 

The whole deck shudders as Hath'ras roars, "What!?" 

"He is kind, " she declares, "gentle, caring, faithful and is always 
willing to forgive and give second chances, always willing to help 
and is always there for me when I needed it, whereas you have been 
against me since I have been young!" 

Six honestly thinks she is laying it on too thick for his comfort. 

Not even Commander Keyes or Sergeant Johnson are aware about this 
side of him, and judging from the doubtful looks the other Sangheilis 
are casting Shress, they probably believe she has gone crazy. 
Something that her mother and father are starting to believe from the 
looks of it. 

The shipmaster looks ready to commit murder, while Shress' s mother 
remains silent throughout the whole ordeal. She doesn't scream or 
shout like her husband and offspring, instead she watches with a 
critical eye, trying to spy a clue, a fragment that is hidden with 
her daughter's words that may shed some light upon why she is so 
fiercely fighting for this alien. She clearly thinks highly of him, 
not like Ruan where it was more out of respect if nothing less. The 
only time she has ever seen her this emotional is during her 
courtship days with RipaaC | 

_No, that couldn't be it, Shress had believed she was in love with 
Ripa then and made no effort of keeping this opinion to herself. But 
the amount of feeling she was displaying over this demonaC | it can't 
bea€ | it just couldn't bea€|_ 

Mora swallows hard before looking at her enrage daughter and says 
quietly, "Shress." 

The female growls but turns to her mother, too mad to think of any 
reasons not to. 

The mother suddenly feels sick and her stomach cringles from the mere 
thought of it, but this is the only way, she has to be sure. She 
would prefer to do this in private, but she is afraid that her mate 
and her child will start lashing out at each other's with weapons if 
they delay, this must be resolved now before it could get worse. She 
has to admit though, she is scared with what the answer to her 
question might be, but what other choice does she have? 

She takes a deep breath and looks her daughter in the eye and asks, 
"Are you in love with the demon?" 

Every head twists and all eyes are staring at the Shipmaster's wife 
as if she has just gone insane, even her husband looks scandalized by 
what has just been said. But Mora pays them no mind, her entire focus 
is on Shress and it is with that she discovers the answer. 

Shress ' s mouth gapes at her mother, shocked at the blunt question and 
in that instant she has slipped. In that moment, her mother watches 
her daughter's eyes widen and within those great pools of silver she 
see the truth. She didn't recoil because she was disgusted like Mora, 



but because it was indeed true. 


"Oh Forerunners, " Mora whispers more to herself as she stares at 
Shress as if she has never seen her before, slowly standing and 
walking towards her daughter and stopping when they are a meter away 
and she can peer directly into her eyes, "please tell me I'm wrong," 
she pleads her offspring, "justa€|tell me I'm wronga€ | " 

Shress doesn't move, the shocked and even pained expression on her 
mother's face has finally stopped her tirade, but at a cost, a very 
deep and personal cost. She loved her parents and she loves Michael, 
but nowa€ | she knew now wasn't the time. 

"Mora?" her husband asks, his furious posture finally dropping only 
to be replaced by one of confusion as he looks between his daughter 
and bondmate, "Mora, what are you talking about?" 

However his mate remains silent, what can she say? How can she say 
it? The mere thought disturbs her. Her daughter ... loving a 
monster? 

Hath'ras had heard the question, but there was no answer and yet here 
was his hurting wife and mortified looking daughter. Does this 
meana€ | can it bea€|is it even possible?! 

Slowly, one by one, the murmuring begins as the Sangheili turns and 

asks each other the same question; is it possible? Is it 

true? 

Shress helplessly looks around the room before turning to stare at 
Michael. She knew she had made a mistake and have no doubt put their 

lives at risk due to her anger, but she wanted to know, needed to 

know; are his commitment to her still firm? 

She cannot see his eyes, cannot make out his face with his helmet on, 

but the fact that he is holding her with a steady gaze and not 

shaking his head or making any other negative sign was all that she 
needed. With him being motionless, she finds her reassurance. 

A reassurance that was shattered when a glass piercing well splits 
the air and everyone turns to the Shipmaster. His chest is heaving, 
his eyes are bulging and he has unhook and activated one of his 
swords . 

"You dare to bewitch my daughter? ! " he shouts at Six who falls back 
into a defensive stance, with one leg bracing his body while his 
hands goes up to deflate any incoming strikes. Normally he would have 
been the one to throw the first strike, but this is Shress ' s father, 
they may have been arguing before but she still cares about him. He 
doesn't want the woman he loves to suffer any more pain. 

Hath'ras suddenly leaps forward, releasing a blood freezing cry as he 
bounds over the short distance between him and the Spartan. Six makes 
ready as the Sangheili closes in, just a couple of steps away when 
another body suddenly steps in front of the crazed alien. To the 
Spartan's horror, he sees that it's Shress, but before he could so 
much as say her name, her father is upon her. 

Striking blindly, he makes to sever her arm, but she back steps, 
forcing Six to step away or be run over. The Shipmaster makes to 



slash out again when Shress takes the initiative and pushes her 
father away while trying to be gentle at the same time. The male 
stumbles back, but he snarls and makes ready to go on the attack when 
Mora suddenly steps into his path. 

"Hath'ras stop!" she cries, tears glistening in her eyes, "this isn't 
helping ! " 

The male uses all of his will power to prevent himself from swiping 
with his sword again. This is his bondmate who is speaking to him, 
but at the moment all he feels as if his whole interior is burning. 

He wanted to attack, to kill. His daughter is too smart, too strong 
and far too noble for this filth to have so much as lay its hideous 
eyes upon. He still has his sword activated as he looks over his wife 
and stares down at his daughter. 

For once, his hot tempered young bows her head, hopefully in shame as 
she sees the error of her wording. 

"Shress, " he growls, "renounce what you have just said, and tell us 
this is not true." 

He was expecting an immediate answer, but instead he was met with 
quietness. In that small span no one dared to breathe. The Sangheilis 
watch this odd and unbelievable spectacle while the human's stands in 
a stabled stance, both with their hands on their holster pistols as 
they too try to come to term with what they have just heard. Nothing 
move, nothing dared to disturb what is taking place, none is daring 
to miss what the female will say next. 

Finally, Shress looks up with pain in her eyes as she says solemnly, 
"FatheraC | I respect and love you buta€ | " she steps backwards and 
places a hand on Michael's shoulder as he switches his gaze between 
Shress and her parents, "I am in love with Michael." 

* *Six POV** 

Six actually feels his knees starting to buckle after hearing those 
words, those precious, precious words, the ones he tried to say so 
long ago but was lost as they were swept away into this great big 
mess . 

_She loves me_, he thought trying to wake his stun self, _she 
actually loves me_. 

He has never heard those words spoken to him before, maybe his 
parents told him once when he was just a baby, too small to remember. 
His Spartan family were willing to lay down their lives for him and 
risk everything to keep him safe. The loved him greatly as well, but 
thisa€|what Shress was saying, what she was confirming, is a love 
that he has never thought he would experience. He, a Spartan, has 
found love. 

He is brought back to cold grim reality as dread suddenly drapes over 
him like a cloud; his happiness, his pure joy, has come with a 
consequence . 

"Get out," Shress ' s father glowers, his voice so low that even the 
Spartan's enhance ears strained to hear. 



Shress however looks likes she has heard it as well and tries to 
raise her arms and speak, "but father-" 

"I said get out," he commands once more, his eyes full of hate and 
malice, the likes of which that Six hasn't seen before. 

He looks to Shress ' s mother, but she is only staring at the ground, 
not giving away how she is feeling, what she is feeling. 

All the happiness that the Spartan has felt only now leaves his body 
in a sudden rush. Shress has lost her family, the small number of 
people who cares and loves her has just shrunk, and it was because of 
him. 

The female suddenly turns and without a word heads to the door. Six 
instantly starts to follow. 

"Lieutenant, " he hears Keyes voice and turns towards the woman whose 
face is clouded with disbelief and even a bit of fear as she stares 
at the Spartan with wide eyes as she looks between him and the 
departing Shress. Even Johnson is eyeing him wearily, he is 
surprised, but more like he was caught in a costly ambush and not a 
forbidden love story. 

"Lieutenant, " Keyes repeats, apparently trying to get her mind 
straight, " Ia€ ! whata€ | " 

"Ma'am," his voice snaps Keyes out of her fatigue and she looks up 
into his faceplate, "I promise. I'll explain everything," he says 
quickly "but at a later time, please excuse me." 

Before the commander could protest. Six turns and runs. Shress has 
just crossed the threshold and the door was closing when the Spartan 
sprint through the portal and comes to a stop behind the female 
Sangheili . 

He was about to put a hand on her shoulder but stops. Her entire form 
is shaking and for a moment he was at a loss. She just traded 
everything, her family, her respect and her very reputation for him, 
just him. This causes him to have a moment of doubt. He loves her, no 
doubt about it, but now he needs to show it. He has to prove it to 
her as much as to himself, he has to be willing to leave behind 
everything just like her, to lose everything and to be willing to 
give her his everything in return. She is not alone, he needs to 
provide for her, to care for her and to try and replenish that 
happiness she had begotten. 

And right now she is hurting, probably ready to scream at him, but he 
has to take it, he must show her that no matter what, he is still 
here for her. With that in mind, he touches her quivering 
shoulder . 

"Shress-" 

She whirls around and before he knew what is happening, he felt a 
impact on the side of his helmet with enough force to knock it all 
the way to the side and cause him to stumble. He bonks his forehead 
against the interior of his face plate and he was blinded by a bright 
light while a stinging sensation explodes on the interior of his 
skull . 



He was expecting this, but still it hurt, both physically and 
emotionally . 

Slowly he looks up at Shress whose eyes are clouded and whose fist is 
clench as a bit of blue blood breaks loose from her scraped knuckles 
and drips to the deck, but she doesn't even acknowledge the pain. He 
suddenly felt very small as she stares at him, almost instantly 
everything within him turns to ashes as he realizes she blames him 
for everything that has just transpired. His admission this morning, 
his very existence has caused a rift in her heart, one that cannot be 
mended. Nothing will be the same for her ever again. All because of 
him. 

He is ashamed, but he allows his own tears to form as he stands up 
high, waiting to take on a beating. He even considers taking off his 
helmet to make it easier for her, he doesn't want her to further 
damage her hand. 

However when she attacked again, it was unsuspecting because it was 
as heated as the right hook she had sent. She tackles him and they 
are slammed against the locked doors behind them, but instead of 
throwing him, she holds onto him, tightly until he realizes that she 
is hugging him. 

And she is crying. 

He can hear her and its killing his heart with every sniffle she 
makes, every pained breath she take and with every rack of her body 
as she shivers against him. 

"Shress, " he tries to speak, but instead she lowers herself to the 
floor until she is able it nuzzle her face into his neck as she tries 
to get close to his skin, to reach him, to touch him. 

"Please," she sobs quietly, "juts hold me." 

Six instantly complies, but first he reaches up and take off his 
helmet. At the moment he doesn't care of his face is seen or if he is 
probably risking exposing the biggest Spartan secret to their 
enemies, all of his thoughts are on Shress. 

The moment she saw his face, she cries even harder and presses into 
him some more, trying to retain the warmth, to remember the wonderful 
feeling he provided her that morning, to forget what has happened to 
remember what she still has. 

Six hugs her back fiercely and tries to keep his own composure, 
trying to force back the stinging wetness threatening to expose 
themselves from behind his eyes. He can't lose control, not now, not 
when Shress needs him the most. 

He continues to stand there, Shress crying into him as he comforts 
her the best he can, while he silent makes a vow to himself; someday, 
one way or another, he's going to make Shress happy again, even if it 
takes his last breath. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>This is the longest I have written in a while, over 



10,000 words, not sure if many people had enjoyed this emotional 
twisting chapter, especially now since I don't know when this will be 
next updated, but I do hope you understand and know not all hope is 
lost for the young couple yet. Thanks for reading . <strong> 


34. Diverse Receptions 

**I've only been able to work on this late at night and early in the 
mornings so forgive me if something is out of place, sometimes I 
become ludicrous due to lack of sleep.** 

**I've been getting this question a lot; yes Shress is a Sangheili 
and a Zealot, but when you consider all she went through, a tough 
childhood, never gaining respect, war, alien parasite, unsupportive 
parents and an alien lover who just returned her show of affection, 
all of which are happening one after the other; I believe after all 
of this something has to give at least a little.** 

**Anyway, I'm staying busy, not sure if I'll be able to work on any 
of my other fics anytime soon but I will try.** 

**And this may be another rushed job, but I still hope you 
enjoy . * * 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Di verse Recept ions<strong> 

Shress stares down at the table while she rests her head on her right 
hand as the arm is being propped on the table's surface. To say her 
life is in shambles would be an understatement. 

Her entire life she wanted her parents to be proud of her, to become 
a warrior that many younglings would look to in the years to come. 

Now it'll be a miracle if her parents even acknowledge the fact she 
exists, they'll probably wipe her name from all records, leaving no 
indication she had even existed. 

She bows her head as her eyes start to water again. Where is her 
suitor when she needs- 

A cup of liquid is suddenly pushed across the table and right under 
her muzzle. She can smell the familiar fragments of home as hot steam 
billows and allows her to inhale it. 

"I thought you would like something to drink," Michael's voice says 
next to her, indicating that the human is standing right next to 
her . 

She doesn't say a thing though. How can she? She had wept like a 
pathetic weakling, she would have been the laughing stock of her 
entire Keep if they have seen that. However, her suitor attempts in 
making her feel better works, but only slightly. 

"I also got this," he pushes a second cup next to the first, but it 
isn't steaming, in fact it looks cold. 


"I wasn't sure if you prefer a hot or cold drink so I got both," 
continues her suitor with the ever present gentleness in his voice 



"do you want either of them?" 


She smiles to herself as she feels her eyes beginning to water again, 
but for different reasons this time. 

"You're too kind to me," she whispers, "Most males wouldn't treat me 
this way . " 

A second barely passes when she feels the Spartan move closer to her 
and his presence is just a unit away. His head is covered by his 
helmet again, but she is able to hear him as he speaks in a soft 
voice . 

"Well I'm not like most males." 

She feels a small shiver go down her spine at his words. Oh how was 
it she was blessed with such a wonderful gift such as him? One who 
wouldn't judge and be scornful of her and who could fill her with 
wonderful glowing warmth. 

If they weren't in public she would have torn his head gear off and 
passionately kiss him, show him what he meant to her and how much she 
wishes to give in return for all that he has done for her. Balefully 
her eyes flicks upwards and on the Spartan who is by her side. She is 
sitting and this brought her a few units down, just below his chin as 
he stands next to her. 

They are within the dinning level of the ship, having arrived more 
for Shress's benefit then Michael's since he doesn't seem over eager 
to try their cusine. And after a while, she too lost her appetite. 

Now they are just trying to spend time together, she would have like 
to do so in their room, but she was feeling restless. This seems to 
have been a tactical error on her part though as they are being 
stared at by everyone present. 

The humans are staying in their rooms apparently since there is no 
sign of them. Which is a big contrast compared to the 
Sangheilis . 

The eating unit was looked forward to by everyone, this is the one 
place where the Sangheili can relax for a while as they feast and 
talk among each other. From Majors to Minors, many warriors find more 
than enough reason to like this time of day. Shress on the other hand 
hates it. 

She had always been spied upon since she is usually the only female 
on most ships, the only way she would be left alone would be to 
accept an arrogant male as a suitor which often times lead to more 
problems than resolutions. This time however it's different. She is 
being left alone, it should have been glorious, especially with her 
suitor here, one that she truly loves. 

Yet the whole reason that they are being left alone is because the 
story is already spreading across the ship. Many people are 
dismissing this as crazy talk, but here she is with Michael in full 
view of everyone, causing many to think and wonder that if such a 
absurd thing can be possible? 

Sangheilis are great warriors and it is believed that a marriage is 
always important when it comes to ensuing the continuation of their 



noble heritage. Many times the best of males are promised to the 
females of an ancestral or powerful Keep to create healthy younglings 
and pass on what is believed to be the gene of a swordsman. It is 
with this belief that many males mate with females as much as 
possible, even if they don't acknowledge a child as being theirs, 
they still believe they are doing their duty in populating Sangheilos 
with warriors. Some has even gone as far as to claim more than one 
female as a bondmate. 

Shress growls at this, the mere thought of her having to share 
Michael is an idea she instantly despises. If she could have her way, 
she would keep him away from any other female and threaten his life 
should he ever consider being another woman's mate. 

Upon hearing her agitation though, she feels his hand covering hers 
and lightly giving it a squeeze. She sighs as she feels all the anger 
leaving her as she glances into Michael's faceplate. 

He is all she has left now, the only thing that matters as far she 
knows, a wonderful gift in the form of a male. He will be hers for as 
long as she lives, she won't allow any harm to befall him. 

"Noble Six . " 

The two lovers feels their bodies stiffen and hesitantly, they both 
turn to the speaker. 

Standing not far away from them is Michael's leader, the fierce 
female from earlier and the male in his combat armor. The female's 
face is neutral, but it seems a tad bit paler than before and the man 
behind her seems to be smirking. 

"Are we interrupting something?" the male asks in an amused voice. 
Shress had the urge to tear out the man's throat but refrains from 
doing so when realizing they could be here only for one 
reason . 

Ignoring the man's early query, her human releases her hand and turns 
to face his leader, towering over her but she doesn't look the least 
bit intimidated. 

"Ma'am?" he asks uncertainly. 

"I would like to talk with you," she says in a stern voice, 

"now . " 

Shress wanted gnash her teeth together and send the female away for 
treating Michael in this manner, but she holds her tongue. Just as 
her parents were disgusted with her decision, there is no doubt that 
the humans harbor the same feelings as well. Her spine chills with 
ice as she wonders what would happen to her suiter. Is this 
considered a crime? Will he be punished? Will they take him away from 
her? 

Before she could act however, she feels Michael's hand on her 
shoulder and she looks up at him. He lower himself closer to her face 
and whispers, "I'll be back, don't worry." 


Before she could protest, he stands, turns to his commander and nods 
at her. 



She purse her lips, but gives no other reassuring signs as she turns 
on her heels and leads the march out. Michael and the other human 
starts to follow, leaving Shress to wallow in worry before she 
suddenly stands up and calls, "Commander." 

The small precession stops and all heads turns to her. Shress gulps 
in sudden nervousness before speaking quickly. 

"The embarrassment today was mine alone," she says solemnly, "I ask 
that you do not punish MichaelaC | for this is all my doingaC | " 

The Spartan doesn't make a move while the male and female leaders 
gave each other a look before the Commander turn to Shress and 
replies, "Noted." 

With that she walks away, forcing the two warriors to follow her, but 
not before Michael casts Shress a glance over his shoulder, causing 
her to wonder what it is he is thinking. 

Shress sits back down with an audible sigh as she is left alone. Now 
she has to wait and see what happens next . 

* *Six POV** 

Six was happy if nothing less as they stop just outside the mess 
area, he isn't that far from Shress, but all feelings of relief 
vanishes when Keyes turn to Six, crosses her arms and gives him a 
rather scornful look. Johnson is leaning against the wall behind her 
as he watches the situation unfold, he seems more concerned than 
angry, but concerned about what? 

"Lieutenant, " the Spartan brings his attention to the woman before 
him, "mind explaining what happened earlier?" 

Six licks his lips as he thinks of the best way to retell his 
previous actions. 

"Ma'am," he states carefully, "a comrade was in need of help, my 
actions wereaC brash at best, but I feel things could have escalated 
into a worse scenario if I hadn't-" 

"If you hadn't turn the whole thing into a forbidden love story," 
Keyes cuts him off with a stern voice. 

Before he could reply, she continues, "and it didn't help the 
negotiations either Spartan, the moment you left, that Zealot's 
parents demanded to know how was it you 'bewitched' their daughter's 
mind . " 

"I think that happened when she saw his abs, " Johnson puts in, "or 
maybe when she saw-" 

"Sergeant, " Keyes barks as she looks over her shoulder, "not now 
please . " 

The Marine just shrugs to himself and looks away, uninterested. 

Six was feeling nervous, more so then usual considering he had never 
been in a situation where his life was the thing being questioned 



here. He has been pretty much isolated since birth from others, the 
only ones he ever felt comfortable talking in-depth with was his 
fellow Spartan Ill's, Noble Team and now Shress. Everyone else was 
either too scared to ask or simply didn't care. 

He steels himself again when Keyes turn to face him. She closed her 
eyes and sighs deeply before opening them again and stare squarely 
into his faceplate. 

"When did this occurred Lieutenant?" she put a bit of stress on his 
rank, knowing full well that a Spartan is to never disobey a 
direction order given by a superior officer. 

Six is sure he feels the sweat starting to break out against his 
forehead, but he does his best to follow the rather commanded 
question . 

"I met her on Reach ma'am," he says carefully, "she and a team of 
Sangheili specialists infiltrated a communication array, that was the 
same day the Winter Contingency happened." 

Keyes quirk an eyebrow before stating, "The first contact report 
stated that two Zealots were killed in initial struggle." 

"Yes ma'am," Six confirms, "Noble Five and I isolated the Zealots and 
picked them offa€| except for onea€ | " 

"The Zealot who you just admitted to loving, " Keyes stated rather 
than questioned. 

Six isn't ashamed as he holds his head high and nods in confirmation, 
"yes , ma'am. " 

Her scowl deepens before saying, "how did you two meet exactly?" 

"I gave chase to her," retells Six, "but was separated from the rest 
of Noble team in the pursuit. I was injured when she doubled back and 
ambushed me, nearly slicing my neck in the process." 

"I've had awkward first dates," Johnson puts in, but Keyes doesn't 
even acknowledge him, all her focus was on Six so he 
continues . 

"Before she could kill me, I started talking in her language and 
invoke one of her people's primary laws, which states that not to 
give a warrior a fair duel in combat is considered along the line of 
murder . " 

"And she bought that?" Keyes demands as her brows bunched up 
critically . 

"Yes ma'am," Six continues, "until that point she believed all demons 
were mindless killers, barely registered as animals, but I disproved 
that by not only speaking Sangheili, but also by revealing my 
knowledge about their customs." 

"Which is sketchy at best, " Keyes countered. 

"A bit, yes, " Six agrees, "but it was enough to get me by, she 
allowed me to duel and this time I was able to gain the upper 



hand . " 


"But?" Keyes asks. 

"a€ i I let her go . " 

Keyes glances away for a bit, like she is digesting the words she 
just heard before looking back at Six and barks rather loudly, 

"Why!?" 

Six has been asking himself the same question for months now. That 
one decision changed everything, made his life more complicated, had 
him suffering in self-doubt and insecurity, but in the end, he felt 
it was the best thing to have ever happened to him. If only there was 
a way for him to explain this to his Commander, but in order for that 
he had to give her a brief description of the Spartan mindset and his 
experience with Shress which is hard already. So for now he'll just 
give her the briefest of explanation. 

"Because I wanted to show her that humans had honor in hopes that 
someone like her, a Zealot, someone of high rank can see us as a 
intelligent race and spread it among her people anda€ i " 

"And what?" Keyes demands. 

"And it just didn't feel right for some reason." 

Keyes rubbed her temples with her hands, looking more and more 
agitiated by the minute. 

"Six, " she starts off, warning the Spartan she is going to try a new 
tactic since she used his more familiar call-sign. "You have been 
trained not to feel, but to do your job." 

Six nods his head, "Yes ma'am, but in addition to that, I was trained 
to protect Earth, its colonies and its interests." 

Keyes is clearly annoyed but nevertheless she raises her head again 
and asks, "Which would bea€|?" 

"Peace ma'am," Six instantly answers, "or at the very least having 
some of our questions answered, all of which Shress could have 
provided before the Sangheilis switched sides." 

The Commander doesn't let up though, "Perhaps, but still, have you 
ever stop to consider your actions Spartan?" 


"Ma ' am?" 


"What I'm saying is you never reported this to the UNSC, " Keyes 
elaborates, "leaving us to assume you kept us in the dark for a 
reason, one that I would like to know." 

Six slowly bites his inner cheek to the point where he feels the 
metallic taste of blood as it starts bleeding but he ignores it. He 
knew this day would come sooner or later and right now it could put 
him in a prison somewhere. Carter had admitted he would have done 
this to him earlier if it wasn't for the fact that Reach was being 
invaded. Now though, is he still considered crucial or 
expandable? 



He takes a deep breath before answering, "Ma 1 ama€ | I taught Shress our 
langrage and our written alphabet." 

There is silence as the information sinks in, one that even the 
Sergeant Major didn't dare to break. Keyes breathes as she closes her 
eyes, opens them and looks back at him. 

"You never considered she could have used this to her advantage, " she 
asks in a low voice, "or even wondered if it was because of her that 
Reach had fallen in the first place?" 

Six has felt himself become defensive whenever Shress' s loyalty is 
questioned, but this time he holds his tongue. This is his commanding 
officer, the very people he has been instructed never to disobey, to 
follow to the death if necessary. 

But in this instancea€ | he simply couldn't let these words go 
un-opposed . 

"Commander," Six starts out carefully, "I know this may be hard to 
believe, you have no right and every reason not to believe it, but 
I'm asking you to have faith in my words when I tell youa€ i she never 
had or ever will, betray us." 

"Why?" Keyes demands, "Her word isn't good enough Lieutenant, her 
people marauded against us for a quarter of a century and you are 
simply accepting it? Where's her proof? Where's the evidence, what on 
Earth even makes you so sure that she is being truthful to you right 

now and this isn't some huge ploy to learn all of our military 

secrets ? " 

Six feels his chest heaves as he breathes carefully, "Ma'am, not once 
when I was with her have I ever intentionally told her any secrets 
that could have changed the outcome of Reach, or any other sensitive 
data. I didn't realize it then, I thought she was being loyal to 

honor the fact that I was being loyal to her, but that changed. It 

wasn't just because of the fact that we became friends eitheraC i it 

was because we were in love and we didn't even realize it till 

now . " 

The air instantly becomes uncomfortable to Six, but he doesn't give 
ground as he stands firm with his confession. Despite it all, 
everything he was put through, at one point in his life, his one and 
only xenomorphic friend had captured his eyes as his potential lover 
and she in turn had fallen for him. She didn't fail him when her own 

father made to kill him earlier so he will not fail her by not 

defending her name from his own Commander as well. 

Keyes slowly shakes her head, "Sixa€|what makes you think what you 
are feeling, what she is feeling, is love?" 

Six glances down for a moment before shrugg9ing and tells her the 
honest truth. 

"I'm a stranger to love ma'am," he finally tells her, "but every time 
I think of Shress, I feel better, every time I see her I feel relief, 
every moment I spend with her is bliss, hearing her voice, just 
hearing her name makes mea€ happy." Six pauses as he considers all 
this before continuing, "She is probably the best thing to have ever 



happened in my life ma'am anda€ i " Six gulps a little in light 
humiliation, "I believe its love sincea€ | sincea€ | " 

"Since what?" demands Keyes. 

Six sighs as he looks away from the Commander for the first time, 
"Since I don't believe I'm feeling lustful towards her." 

There is another awkward silence before Keyes questions, "none at 
all?" 

Six wishes he was any where but there as he answers truthfully 
"wea€ | at timesaC i maybe a littleaCi" 

Johnson suddenly bursts out laughing and covers his face as he shakes 
his head. Even Keyes smirks a little at the Spartan's words which 
isn't really making him feel any better. 

**Shress** **pov** 

Shress has always seen herself as a patient person, but not in this 
instance . 

She is twitchy, her talons taps the table at a rapid tempo and she 
keeps twisting her head around to stare at the door every few units. 
She doesn't know what she has to fear, Michael is a Spartan so surely 
he can take care of himself, it's not like his superiors will kill 
himaCiwill they? 

Her breathing suddenly intensifies at that last thought. When a 
soldier within the Covenant makes too many mistakes or is a insulate 
fool then they are either executed on the spot or put in the holding 
cells until their fate can be decided. 

Is that what is to happen to Michael? What if her parents had ordered 
his Commander to kill him in response to her interruption? Would they 
do it? No they wouldn't, he is the only Spartan they have, the only 
person that is capable in effetely combating against their warriors, 
they wouldn't do anything to him. 

With these thoughts Shress finally allows herself to calm down. She 
has been feeling quite protective towards her suitor of late and it's 
driving her mad. She has never felt this way before, not even when 
her honor was at stake. Then again, merits weren't keeping her warm 
at night like how her suitor has been. 

She instantly feels a little flush at the comparison even though she 
just thought of it in her head. As much as she hated the fact that 
she has been left with nothing, she feels like as long as she has 
Michael then everything was going to be alright. They have done the 
impossible before so surely they can do it again. Her parents weren't 
always supportive anywayaC | but stillaC! 

She sighs as she remembers when she was just a youngling in the Keep. 
She had multiple teachers and her father was one of them, but she 
didn't know at the time as was customary. He was the one who taught 
the children of the Va ' damee fief how to wield a blade and how dying 
on the battle field was the most glorious of ways to die. Her being 
young and ignorant of the virtues of living had a play in ensuring 
she would always remember this and how she had strived for this honor 



till she met Michael. 


Her mother on the other hand was the one who taught her what it means 
to be a female in the male dominant household. Shress was aghast at 
what was expected of her and how all the training she had taken to be 
a warrior was to be only used in absolute emergencies. She despised 
the thought of living just to please her future husband, but that 
didn't prevent her from learning from the mistress of the Keep. Her 
mother would teach all the young females the various delegacies that 
a female must maintain, a sense of class, knowing politics and how to 
seduce a male so that they know wheatear or not they can produce 
healthy young. 

As she remembers all her past lessons, Shress slowly looks down at 
her body and stares at it in deep thought. She knew she has an 
attractive figure among Sangheilis, but what about humans? Michael 
has run his hands over her enough times to find her finely shaped 
legs and well-muscled limbs, but is that all? She suddenly wonders if 
he likes how she grooms herself. She suddenly had a near panic attack 
when she realizes she hadn't groomed _at all_. Even on the Prowler 
she hadn't clean herself as extensively as she should have especially 
now that she is engaged in courtship with a male, a warrior at 
that . 

She resolves right then and there to properly wash herself to that of 
her suitor's satisfaction. She makes to rise to carry out those very 
intentions when she stops again; what if he was attracted to her when 
she didn't groom? 

That's ridiculously, then again since she was never properly clean 
whenever they meet he must have assumed that this is her natural 
musk. As disgusting as that sounds she really doesn't know. Is that 
what attracts him in the first place? Should she ask him? Or will 
this make her look ignorant before him? 

She snaps her jaws together and mummers a foul oath as she drops back 
into her seat and use both her hands to rub the temples on either 
side of her head. 

_Everything I have ever learned is quickly proving to be useless in 
this matter! Why, why did he had to be an alien WHY!? _ 

If only she could seek out her mother, she offered great advice when 
she was courting Ripa, but now that she been seceded from her home 
who does she turn to? Who would even know the answers to her 
questions ? 

Suddenly she hears the clopping of hooves on the deck and they 
stopped on the opposite side of the table she is seated at. She looks 
up and for a wild moment thought it was her parents but instead is 
met with a satisfying yet repulsive sight. 

Standing before her are two very familiar Rangers; Dinjit and 
Kova . 

She couldn't believe it, out of every soldier she has ever served 
with, these two have lasted this long. They weren't the best of 
fighters nor were they the worst. She realize that the two of them 
are always together, could they be friends? No, not possible, most 
likely it's mainly because they're in the same Legion and they 



survived through the same hardships. 


Din jit sits down opposite of her and had his usual scowl. The only 
time she had ever seen him look gleeful was when they were briefly 
courting and when he 'saved' her from the human prison. He is the 
very picture of a male, arrogant, hot tempered and always looking out 
for his own benefit. Still, he must be a grand fighter to have lasted 
this long in the military. 

Kova sits next to him, but he has a less hostile air about him. The 
soldier's age looks like it's finally catching up to him. His skin is 
showing more lines then before, his skin-tone has a sickening 
paleness to it and every so often she notices he clenches and 
unclenches his hand as if trying to get feeling back into it. Despite 
the ailments thought, she learned that he is a dedicated warrior, 
loyal and brave, he's also intelligent which she suspects helped him 
stay alive as much skills have. 

The older warrior was also kind and respectful, not because he has to 
be, but because he wants to be. He reminds her of Michael in a way by 
his actions. She fights back a small chuckle at the thought of 
Michael becoming old and weathered only so that he could resemble 
Kova . 

It is because of this that Shress has viewed Kova as an unspoken 
friend, or at the very least a welcoming companion. 

True to his nature, Kova is already bowing his head and says, 
"Commander . " 

Shress feels a bit of pride entering her, but it leaves just as 
quickly as she regards Kova with an almost sad glance. 

"Kova," the said male looks up as she says his name, "I'm no longer 
your commanderaC | just call me Shress for now." 

Kova looks startle at this suggestion, but before he could comment, 
Dinjit snorts and they both turn their attention to him. 

"Already moving on for another mate?" he asks in an annoyed 
voice . 

"Excuse me?" Shress says and growls lowly, "what did I tell you 
before about making assumptions Dinjit? Especially when they concern 
honorable males who are already bonded?" 

Dinjit doesn't back down and she isn't that surprised. Now that she 
has lost her previous rank she is considered to be on the same level 
of an average soldier, fair game to be taunted by this male's 
perspective . 

"I hear a rumor that is spreading across the vessel," he all but 
looks down upon her as he speaks, "care to know what they are 
saying? " 

"I have no time for gossip Dinjit," Shress replies lowly. 

"Of course, " Dinjit feigns an understanding tone, "you have places to 
bea€ i animals to tamea€ i " 



"And what," she snarls, "do you mean by that?" 

"You know what I mean," Din jit leans closer, but so does Shress. They 
are staring directly into each other's eyes and trying to stare the 
other down. Childish perhaps, but at the moment Shress couldn't care 
less, she has little patience today and pounding Dinjit into the 
ground could relieve her of stress. 

However before things could escalate, someone grabs Dinjit 's shoulder 
and forces him back into his seat. That person was Kova as he scowls 
at the younger Ranger for a moment before turning his eyes on Shress, 
but all hostilities leaves his gaze and it isn't long before Shress 
feels herself relaxing as well. 

"Shress, " kova speaks awkwardly as he uses her name for the first 
time, "Dinjit here wishes to know-" 

"Wishes?" Dinjit asks. 

Kova shakes his head in agitation, "he _demands _to know if 
thisa€ | certainaC | story is true." 

For some odd reason Shress suddenly feels nervous. She holds the 
aging male in great regards, for some reason she fears what his 
reaction would be if she tells him the truth. Still, there is always 
the chance that he is talking about something else. 

"What story would that be?" She asks in what she hopes to be an 
innocent voice. 

"The one that everyone on the ship is discussing, " Dinjit 
injects . 

Shress growls at him again, "That isn't specific enough for me 
Ranger . " 

"The demon, " Kova suddenly says in a sigh, "tell Dinjit that these 
talks are nothing but lies." 

Shress blinks in mild astonishment as she regards the elderly male. 

He doesn't believe the rumor, and why not? He has personally served 
her on the Reach campaign and has come to see her as a strong, noble 
and ambitious leader. She wonders how he's going to take it if, or 
rather when, she tells him. 

Dinjit shrugs off Kova ' s hand and stare directly into Shress ' s eyes, 
"Shress La'vdamee" 

"La'Vdam, " the female suddenly cuts in, "it's just La'Vdam 
now . " 

Dinjit 's mandibles twitches a little at the correction, but he 
continues, "We know the odds are slim, but I just wish to know if you 
did or did not choose a demon for a suitor." 

Shress glares at him, "and why are you so concerned about my living 
expense?" 

"He merely wonders if it's possible you chose a demon over him," Kova 
states wearily. Shress wonders if Dinjit has been nagging Kova over 



this issue ever since they have heard of it. 

She thinks about it for a moment before accepting it as truthful. All 
things considering, Dinjit is a very prideful warrior, especially for 
a male. To learn that she had broken away from their courtship so 
that she could court a human, or demon as he sees it, is a blow to 
his pride. 

She couldn't stop her madnibles as they spread in a gleeful 
smile . 

The males regard her curiously, but Dinjit looks more annoyed if any. 
Movement however catches their attention and they all turn to see who 
has just arrived. 

Standing next to Shress is Michael, still encased in his armor and 
standing with the perfect form of a soldier. 

Instantly the two Sangheilis opposite of them are on guard as they 
sit up straight, ready to jump at a moment's notice while their hands 
are placed close to their belt of weapons. Michael is unarmed, but he 
is just as dangerous as he remains standing, probably wondering who 
Shress ' s companions are and if they are a threat. 

As much as Shress would enjoy to see Dinjit get smashed into the 
floor, she gestures for Michael to take a seat. He is hesitant at 
first, but gradually he sits next to her while keeping his posture 
and never once taking his eyes of the Rangers. 

Shress was about to tell the Sangheilis to dismiss their fears when 
an idea came to her mind. It was completely ludicrous, she would 
never even consider doing something like it in public, but with 
Dinjit here its too much of a good opportunity to miss. 

She feigns a yawn before laying her head on Michael's left shoulder. 
There is a light click as their helmets butted together and the 
metallic material feels rough on her cheek, but she ignores it. Aside 
from her head she doesn't really feel comfortable since she has to 
extend her neck a little in order to reach Michael, but even she 
couldn't have imagine the small groups reaction. 

Somehow Michael made himself sit taller than before as if he is 
shocked by what had happened. He might have started panicking, but 
beneath the table Shress ' s hand sought out Michael's and gives his 
fingers a gentle squeeze. When he clasped her hand within his and 
returns the pressure gently she knew he wasn't angry, probably just 
curious with what it is she is planning on doing. 

That was answered by the sputtering Dinjit makes as he finally 
comprehends what had just occurred. Shress La'Vdam, former commander 
of the Covenant, a high ranking officer within the Zealots, the most 
dedicated warriors of Sanghelios, is cuddling with a demon. 

Kova ' s eyes are wide open as well, in all his years he has never seen 
anything like this. 

Shress adds a smile to the mix as well and regards Dinjit with a lazy 
eye as she speaks, "My apologies Dinjit, what was it you were talking 
about earlier?" 



The indicated male blinks before shaking his head and growls in 
response. Shress feels her suitor tensing, probably getting ready to 
spring into action, but she tightens her hold on his hand, hoping 
he'll understand that she doesn't want him to attacka€ | yet . 

"Are you purposely trying to goad me female?" He questions before 
folding his arms across his chest and sneers, "because it will not 
work . " 

Shress easily saw through the fib, Dinjit may appear compose, but she 
knew this is his last defense before his patience collapses 
altogether. She isn't sure if this could be as convincing, but she 
hopes it will do the trick nonetheless. 

Slowly and deliberately she turns to Michael whose faceplate turns as 
well until she is looking where his eyes would be. Imagining the man 
she loves behind the glass is all the prompting she needs as she 
leans forward, stuck her tongue out and licks the visor. It tasted 
bitter despite her witnessing Michael cleaning it, but the action was 
worth it when she turns to face Dinjit. 

The male explodes as he stands up and slams the table with his fist, 
drawing everyone in the room's attention. Shress worries that she has 
taken things too far when she sees the Ranger shaking in fury as he 
stares at Shress and the Spartan with complete loathing. Michael 
loosens their hands as she herself readies to use her muscles in 
preparations for a fight. 

Instead, Dinjit gives a small roar of fury before turning and 
storming away. Sensing his seething, many Sangheilis got out of his 
way, a wise decision from Shress ' s perspective. Everyone continues to 
watch until the Ranger reaches the portal walks through and closes 
it. There is a moment of silence as the crew turns from the odd 
couple to the door. Finally after a few units the babble begins again 
with only a few occasion glance in their direction, other than that 
they were alone. 

Feeling suddenly relieved, Shress puts her head on Michael's shoulder 
again and sighs deeply. He doesn't move, but grasps her hand once 
more. However Shress notices he didn't squeeze it like he usually 
does, is there something troubling him? 

A short bark of laughter however catches her attention and she looks 
up to see Kova who has a glint of amusement in his eyes. 

"Well performed Shress," he says as he continues to smile at her, "I 
almost believed you as well." 

"Believed me?" Shress asks in turn, not fully understanding what it 
is that Kova is trying to say. 

The older soldier suddenly becomes more considerate as he eyes the 
Spartan with sudden weariness before looking back at Shress. 

"You are nota€ | you didn't teach it to do this?" he asks 
hesitantly . 

Shress sits up straight and fixes Kova with a glare. 

"No!" she says a little loudly. 


"Kova, he is an intelligent being 



not an animal that I had to train, " she pauses in thought before 
looking at her suitor, "Michael, say hello." 

The Spartan stares at her for a while, probably wondering if she is 
knew what she was doing before turning to the Ranger and bows his 
head . 

"Greetings, " Michael says slowly in fluent Sangheili, "it is a 
privilege to meet one of Stress' s companions." 

The Ranger's eyes widen and his mandibles parts slightly as he stares 
at the demon now, or as Michael as he has just announced. Slowly, 

Kova looks between the Spartan and the former Zealot, probably trying 
to see if this is a form of a ruse that they were trying to trick him 
with. However, he soon realizes from their steady gaze and their set 
posture that this isn't a jest. 

"Ita€iit's true then," Kova says more to himself as he looks at 
Shress with astonished yet near frightful eyes, "you're courting a 
demon? " 

Shress suddenly feels a little faint, as if she is back with her 
parents again moments before confirming her relationship. She isn't 
embarrassed or the least bit sorry, but still she couldn't help 
wondering how the soldier's view on her will change. 

Slowly, she nods her head in confirmation. 

Kova continues to stare as he shifts his gaze between the two of them 
before shaking his head. 

"I'm assuming that hisa€ | species is now allied with us then," Kova 
says as more of a statement then a question. 

Shress makes to answers but hesitates. She glances at Michael who is 
motionless, but she is sure she saw his head sway back and forth 
slightly; no. She curses her stupidity. She had nearly revealed that 
the supposed demons are actually genetically modified humans, a 
secret that Michael seems content on keeping. 

"Yes, " she finds herself saying, "His species is allied with us as 
well." 

Kova nods his head as if he is expecting this, "I seea€ i " 

An awkward silence fills between them and Shress feels herself 
becoming warm when she sees that Kova still is gawking at them. 
Finally the veteran stands from his seat. 

"It has beena€ | entertaining speaking with you again La'Vdam, " he says 
as he nods to her, "but I must return to my duties." 

Shress nods her head, "I understand." 

Kova turns to leave, but he pauses for a moment and startles Shress 
when he turns back to Michael and bows his head low. 

"I apologize if my earlier comment insulted you," he says in a 
sincere voice even though his hand is twitching with nerves, "it is 
an honor to meet someone of youra€ | skills . " 



Michael observes the aged warrior before he looks to Shress and in 
his gaze she knew he was asking her a question. Her only response was 
a shooing gesture she made beneath the table. 

The Spartan looks to the Ranger and finally replies in 
Sangheili . 

"It was an honor meeting you as well warrior," to which he bows his 
helmet in return. 

Kova is momentarily stun at the formality, but finally he does 
another jab of his head before striding away. 

The couple watches him leaves before Shress leans against Michael 
again and hums happily. 

"I think that went well," she says as she stares up at him with a 
grin . 

Her jubilant demeanor falters though when her suitor doesn't say 
anything. He is staring down at the table in deep 
thought . 

"Michael?" she asks hesitantly, "is there something wrong?" She then 
remembered why he had left her prior to the Ranger's visit, "is 
you're Commander angry with you?" Her eyes widen in silent horror, 
"does shea€ | does she want you to leave me?" 

It was with those words that her suitor immediately turns towards 
her. His orange visor keeps her from his eyes, but his arms wrapped 
around her and pulled her into an embrace. It was rough and strenuous 
since they are both fully armored, but Shress feels thankful 
nonetheless, a small reassurance. 

"No," she hears Michael say firmly, "No, I'm not leaving you 
Shress . " 

She gently pulls back and looks up into his helmet, using the orange 
screen as substitute for his green orbs. 

"Then what is troubling you?" she questions again. 

He remains motionless for a moment before speaking. 

"Why did you lick me?" 

Shress peers at the Spartan curiously, "what?" 

"Why did you lick me, " he breaks a hand away and points a gloved 
finger at his visor, "before the other Sangheili left, did you lick 
me just to spite him?" 

Shress is speechless for a moment. She suddenly understood what 
Michael was asking; did she use him for her own personal game. 

She responds by tightening her grip on his green alloy even though he 
probably can't feel it, "Maybe," she admits in a shameful voice, "but 
Michael it was the only other way to keep Dinjit away from us, the 
only way to make him understand that I'm with you," she gives him a 



teasing smile, 
lick any day." 


"besides, I would have preferred a kiss rather than a 


He is still for a moment before pulling her close again, "True, " he 
admits with amusement evident in his voice, "Though I don't feel 
comfortable with having people stare at us like that." 

Shress shakes her head, "well we either had to scare Dinjit away or 
kill him since he wouldn't have left us alone, even if I did tell him 
he probably wouldn't have believed me." 

"If he's that much of a nuisance I can make sure he doesn't bother 
you again, " Michael declares, his tone of voice becoming 
defensive . 

Shress shakes her head, "that won't be necessary, I think his pride 
has learned its lesson, " she smiles broadly, "and I think it would be 
too much trouble for you to hide a body." 

"I wouldn't hide it," Michael assures her in a steady voice, "I'd 
just throw it out an airlock." 

Shress momentarily stopped breathing as her eyes bulge in panic, was 
her suitor jesting? A moment later she feels a light squeeze on her 
hand and she knew he was . 

She playfully smacks his arm before wriggling out of his grasp and 
stands . 

"You're not going to eat?" Michael questions with concern evident in 
his voice. 

"I can't eat my food while people are watching us," she says as she 
looks around to see every Sangheili observing their every move. 

The Spartan moves moment's afterword as he follows her lead, "very 
well." 

She takes his hand, not caring if the whole universe was watching as 
she tugs him along with her to the exit. For in that moment all she 
cares about is the male holding her hand, even this smallest of 
contact has her smiling. 


35. Family Secret (Part 1) 
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><p><strong>Family ' s Secret (Part l)<strong> 

* *Six POV** 

The warmth he is feeling is unbelievable and he loves it, even if 
it's a little uncomfortable. 

It is barely a quarter pass the afternoon from what the Spartans 
watch is saying, but they are already back in his room lying in bed. 
At first he had asked her if she would have preferred to return to 
her room, only to have her lean heavily upon him and claiming she 
doesn't t want to be alone. How could he turn her away when she is in 
this state. 

He isn't sure how a Spartan should respond to this type of situation. 
There is no enemy to kill, no one he can ask for orders and hardly 
any idea on how to react. Comforting women wasn't something he was 
taught, which probably wouldn't have helped much either seeing how 
Shress is a totally different species. 

He has become even more concerned seeing how she is acting 
differently. Before she was reserved, composed and matured beyond her 
years to the point where he felt like he is speaking with a woman of 
nobility. Now she ' sa€ | dare he say broken? She has become a bit more 
spiteful, she lacks resolve and motivation; like her very purpose was 
stripped away. He isn't sure how to feel about this, or if he should 
even try anything for that matter, but what can he do? 

At the moment all he is doing is laying down with her. In an attempt 
to make herself comfortable, she had stripped her lower legging off 
as well as her arm guards. All that she is wearing is her chest and 
lower coverings, giving the allusion that she was wearing what could 
have passed for being shorts and a sleeveless shirt. Something that 
has caused him to be quite nervous about for some reason. 

Now here they are, with her curl up by his side and her head resting 
on his chest, her gentle breathing blowing warm air onto his torso. 

He is running his hand over her head as he observes her. She has 
closed her eyes and is breathing regularly, yet something was telling 
him that she isn't asleep, at least not yet. He has just taken off 
his top when he was pushed on the mattress and she cuddled against 
him, leaving his under-suit to cover his chest while his legs remain 
wrapped in armor. 

They have been lying down for a while and though Six knew now wasn't 
a good time, he feels that he needs to speak with her. Perhaps 
talking can help improve her mood, at the very least relieve her of 
whatever burden that is drawing her down. Besides, they haven't eaten 
anything yet and he doesn't want to risk Shress starving herself to 
death. He has spent more than enough time on the losing side of a war 
to recognize the symptoms of depression. He would never have though 
he would see a Sangheili fall into it, especially Shress of all 
people . 



Then again is she in despair? She admitted that she loves him and at 
the moment is clinging to him so that's a good sign. Then again, 
that's all but one step away from the fatal stage should anything 
happen to him. He didn't want to risk her conditioning worsening and 
wish to mend it as soon as possible. 

With that, he clears his throat to get her attention. 

Her eyes lazily open and they flick up at him with alert clear in her 
eyes. Was he right in his assumption that she was never asleep or was 
this a sign of her military training? 

He opens his mouth but then shuts it. What does he say? That's she's 
acting different? Will she accept what he is going to say or will she 
be offended? He doesn't want to make this situation worst, especially 
when he's the only one she has left. 

He is brought out of that when Shress moves herself further up his 
body. She then places a long lick on his neck and slowly brought it 
up until it reached his cheek before she retracts it. Despite his 
somberness, he couldn't help but smile at the gesture and returns it 
by kissing her forehead. Her warm smile is accompanied by the soft 
vibration of her purrs. 

It's at times like these that Six truly believes that he is in love. 
She is amazing, simply amazing to him. She is a harden combat veteran 
yet has a tender side of her that is rarely seen. She knows what to 
do to help him, what to say to heal him and how to make him feel 

happy. Her mere presence makes him happy, spending time with her is a 

joy and just to hear her name is pure bliss. 

He releases a deep and satisfied sigh as he wraps his arms around her 
and brought her closer to him until their faces are press against the 
other. She in turn holds him within her own embrace, he feels her 
talons dig into his skin, not enough to draw blood, but with just the 

right amount of pressure to "secure" him. He smiles at the word. 

His grin soon fades though as he remembers what it was that he was 
going to say. He looks deep into her silver eyes and felt himself 
feeling calm. For most her reptilian eye would be freighting, but to 
him, gazing into her iris slit pupils was like gazing through a 
portal to a place warm and loving. This action alone has renewed his 
strength and restored his confidence. He must ask, in the long run it 
might help her. 

"Shress?" he probes gently. 

She smiles brightly at the sound of her name and gives a quick peck 
with her tongue. 

He smirks at this but it fades as he preps himself to speak. 

"I wasa€|that is if you area€ | what I'm saying isa€|" Shress eyes him 
with curiosity, waiting for him to say whatever it is that's on his 
mind . 

Finally Six gets his thoughts in order before breathing out, "I'm 
sorry . " 


Shress brings her head back a little so that she could fully see her 



suitor with what appears to be caution, curiosity and even pain in 
her eyes. 

Realizing what he must be sounding like Six tries to hurry on. 

"I'm sorry about your parents," he stumbles along, "and I justa€ i I 
justa€ | " finally he looks deep into her eyes so that she can see the 
truth he is about to speak, "You've made me the happiest man alive 
earlier and it had caused you a lot of pain." He bows his head, "I 
love you Shress, I truly do, and, if you will allow me. I'll do 
everything that I can to make things better, " he looks back up at 
her, "to make _you_ happy." 

The Spartan then looks up to see Shress appearing momentarily taken 
aback by what he has just revealed, true nothing could really top 
what he had said earlier, of him loving her, but she has never really 
seen things from his prospective. Her eyes seems to sparkle and she 
swallows before moving forward and pressing her forehead against his 
and closes her eyes. A feeling of security and reassurance came from 
this simple action and a moment later he closes his own eyes. 

He takes a deep breath and inhales her exotic scent, so alien and yet 
so familiar. Her skin is still as tough as leather, but it's warm and 
her talons light pinches reminds him that this isn't a dream, it is 
reality. The image of a human, a superhuman for that matter, with his 
head pressed against that of a Sangheili, a Zealot, must have been an 
uncommon sight but he didn't care, having her so close felt so good, 
so nicea€ | 

"Michael, " she finally whispers, prompting him to open his eyes and 
to stare into her sad gaze as they are still literally eye to eye, 
"please do not be concern," she continues, "I am fine." 

"No you're not," Six argues, he carefully lets go of her back and 
brings that hand up to caress her right check, gently stroking it 
along with her mandibles as they move with every breath she takes, 
each time he made contact with them they would shiver. "I've been 
with you all day," he states, "you're upset," he halts his hand 
movement and holds it in place as he continues to stare deeply into 
his lover's eyes, "please Shressa€|for my sake as much as yoursa€|how 
can I help you?" 

There is a moment of silence and not a single motion was taken. Her 
eyes flick away from his for a moment before she releases a tired 
sigh and turn back to him. She then places one of her own hands on 
his, the one that he is pressing against her cheek. She slowly 
strokes it with her talon, causing the skin to stretch and move at 
her beckoning. 

"I sometimes forget you're different from the Sangheilis, " she says 
slowly, "your skin isn't as taunt, but you're just as stronga€ | and 
more caring than any other male I've ever known." She slowly closes 
her eyes as if she is sinking into deep thought, 

"My fathera€|is a great man Michael," she says slowly, "he is praised 
and seen as wise all due to his combat prowess. This is how he met my 
mother, " her eyes flutter open as they regards the Spartan, "they 
never talked about beinga€ | in lovea€ | even now they still don't." 

She gives a small but deep chuckle, "It is humorous though," she 



makes sure she has his full attention before saying, "my mother 
teaching me how to tempt males when I never seen her do it 
my self. " 

Six smiles, but she must have seen the slight reddening of his skin 
and the slight twitch of his eyes for she laughs at the 
sight . 

"You're also much shier than the people of my world," she adds as she 
removes her hand from atop of his and uses it to stroke his face, 
talons lightly caressing his skin. 

Six clears his throat before saying, "I prefer being called 
modest . " 

She quirks an eye at him, "you've truly never had much experience in 
courting have you?" 

He feels himself becoming a little nervous, "thata€ | doesn ' t bother 
you much I hope . " 

"No, " she answers as she pulls away only to snuggle closer to his 
body pressing her head under his chin, he shivers as he feels her 
warm breath traveling down his neck, "it makes things a little more 
exciting . " 

Six is sure he isn't exaggerating when he hears the amusement in her 
voice . 

He relocates his sense and tries to redirect the conversation back to 
her parents. 

"I suppose," he says hesitantly before cautiously approaching the 
subject, "Shressa€ | can I ask you something about youra€ | family ? " 

The air suddenly became a bit uncomfortable when she doesn't answer. 
Six is starting to panic, he has never been properly taught how to 
converse with others, to have this one going down in flames is 
causing his flight or fight reflexes to activate. Before he could 
take another means of action though, Shress finally responds. 

"What is it you wish to know?" she questions in a rather neutral 
voice . 

Six wet his lips as he wonders how he is to ask before deciding to be 
blunt, "is there a way for me toa€ | earn your parents approval?" 

The Zealot releases a mighty huff of air as she rubs her face against 
his skin and presses closer to him. Realizing the comfort she is 
needing, he rewraps his arms around her and tightens their embrace as 
he rests his head on top of hers. 

"It's not possible," Shress finally whispers, "they have high 
expectations for a male wishing to court mea€ | they would never 
recognize someone from another species." 

Six frowns a little, "but still, I'm a warrior, perhaps if 
I-" 

"Michael, " she cuts him off tersely, unconsciously sinking her 



sharpen nails into his skin with enough force to feel the sting, 

"I've been pursuing my parent's approval far longer than you have, 
believe mea€ i " her voice lowers further, "there's no possibility for 
you to earn their acceptance." 

Six remains silent, but here he has unearth a portion of the problem. 
She doesn't admit it, but remembering their past conversations and 
her passion filled behavior, he suspects that all of this time, most 
of the time possibly, she had been fighting to earn her parent's 
approval . 

Since she was a child she had always wanted to be a warrior and was 
segregated for it, sometimes by her own parents. Her father was 
nothing more than a mentor, he had never revealed who he was until 
the day he lost his temper. Her mother on the other hand have been 
Shress's confidence, this was the person who she took after, and the 
one who helped shaped her into being the woman that she is now. He 
then wonders if her father's rejection had truly hurt her or was it 
the rejection of her mother that wounded her the most. 

Six isn't sure if this analysis is helping him come to a decision or 
not, he doesn't really know what to do now. Should he try and seek 
out Shress's mother and plead with her to resolve her issue with 
Shress? Can he do that by acting civil as he always have? Perhaps 
there is some Sangheili traditional peace offerings he can give to 
make peace with her family. Either way, wheatear she realizes it or 
not, Shress has always needed her family, at the very least have had 
them as a part of her goal. 

He is brought out of his pondering when he unexpectedly shivers upon 
feeling Shress's talons running down his chest. 

"What are you thinking of my suitor?" she curiously asks. 

Six leans away and looks down at her, gazing into her gorgeous silver 
eyes . 

"I'm thinking what I can do to make you happy." 

She blinks before smiling as her eyes cloud a little as she moves 
closer to him, her mandibles lightly brushing his lips, lightly 
tickling him as she says, "you've already have." 

With that she unites her mandibles and Six purses his lips as they 
press against one another untied in a kiss. This time the warmth was 
very welcoming as they both close their eyes, savoring this moment. 

It feels so strange yet so wonderful, Shress doesn't have any lips 
but Six isn't complaining. She is warm, kind, and at rare moments in 
secret she is quite sweet. He feels along her leathery skin as they 
go up and down her arms. She returns the favor by grappling onto his 
back and pulling him closer to her, trying to press their bodies as 
close to one another as possible. 

He breaks off, takes a breath and goes back in, savoring all of this, 
the feeling of completion, the content, the bliss the- 

A cackle of indigo interrupts the moment as everything turns blue. 
Shress doesn't seem to notice, in fact, she has slowed her movements 
to the point where her mandibles are barely moving. Six pulls back as 
he recognizes what is going on. 



Before his eyes his Sangheili child flicker in and out of focus as if 
he is seeing a transmission with a bad broadcast. 


"Father, can you teach me how to fight?" Melna asks as she flickers 
all around him like an aberration, "Can you stay and keep me 
safe? " 

Just as suddenly as it began, it ends. The azure recedes and the 
images of Melna is gone, but he still sees the vision in his mind's 
eye. He sits up in bed and frantically look right and left. What 
happened? 

"Michael?" Shress asks, momentarily alarmed as she too sits up and 
looks around, searching for any possible threats that the Spartan 
might have seen. 

However Six soon finds himself staring at Shress in a new light. When 
she swings her head back around, he maintains eye contact with her, 
unaware that he is staring with awestruck wonder. This person, this 
wonderful person he is with, that he lovesaC | is it ever possible for 
them to conceive a child? Is the visions of Melna some sort of 
prophecy? 

"Michael?" Shress asks as she eyes him with concern, confused with 
his reaction and gazing, "What is wrong? What scared 
you? " 

ScaredaC | was he scared? Scared of his child? Scared of her becoming a 
reality? Scared of losing her? Or scared that he is possibly going 
insane? 

He takes a deep intake of air and breathes out his nose, "nothing 
Shress, I'm fine, really." 

He ends with a smile, but it probably doesn't look all too 
convincing. Shress gives a small snort before reaching out and 
strokes Six's face. 

"Michael, what is the matter?" she questions before her eyes hardens 
for a moment, "do not forget you're not the only one who can hide 
their emotions." 

The Spartan tries to lighten the atmosphere by shrugging his 
shoulder, "it got you talking didn't it?" 

She snarls in return as she stares at him with an intensity that 
lightly frightens him. He suppose he can't really blame her, after 
all he spent the past few minutes trying to worm answers out of her, 
holding out from her won't be good for their relationship. 

Still througha€ | what will she think, what will she say if he tells 
her that he is being stalked by their daughter-to-be? Would she 
believe him? Would she be undignified? Or would she be scared like 
him? 

However when he looks into her eyesa€|the hardness fades away 
slightly and gave way to their usual bright silver sheen. Within them 
he sees her kindness, patience and understandings© i she is one of a 
kind. She won't judge him, she'll help him, just as he has helped 



her. It's time for him to show his faith in her as he she had showed 
to him. 

Stilla€|this feels like a rathera€ | personal moment. 

But with her there can be no secrets. 

He gulps again, wondering how she is going to take it. 

"Shress" he starts nervously, "during my time with the Gravemind, 

Ia€ i I think something happened to me." 

Shress immediately tenses and before he could protest, she grabs him 
by the shoulder and pushes him back down onto the mattress. 

"Are you hurt?" she asks in a frantic voice as she looks him over, 
not noticing as she puts one of her legs over him and is now 
straddling him. She seems more intent on gazing back into his eyes 
though, probably knowing full well he can never lie to her with her 
full intensity on him. 

Which is true, as he looks up at her, sees into her loving concerned 
eyes he knew there was nothing that he can say to change the subject 
or to make things better without him having to tell the 
truth . 

Knowing what must be done. Six slowly breathes in and out before 
looking into her bright residing eyes. 

"ShressaC | ever since I've returned, I havea€ | I have been 
experiencinga€ | " 

He suddenly freezes and so does she. They both turn and stares as the 
door hisses and begins to unlock. Six tries to move but his legs are 
entangled with Shress' s, they can't move with her positioned right 
over him. 

With a final whoosh the door parts and in steps the last person Six 
would have expected as his heart freezes over with 
mortification . 

Finally after some squirming, Shress rolls off of Six and turns to 
face the new comer, her eyes just as wide as the 
Spartan ' s . 

"Mother!" she exclaims with some vague horror in her voice. 

And there she stood, Shress ' s mother, her eyes huge at what she had 
just witnessed. Six could feel his face warming, no doubt the positon 
he and Shress was in a moment ago looked intimate, something he 
didn't want her of all people to think. 

There is a stillness in the air, the two Sangheilis standing before 
one another while the human continues to lie in bed propped up on his 
elbows, unsure wheatear he should move or not. 

Suddenly Mora's mandibles spreads open as she turns to her daughter 
and virtually explodes. 

"Daughter!" she roars, "What is happening here?!" 



For the first time in his life Six witnesses Shress actually tongue 
tied. She helplessly looks between Six and her mother, seeking for 
help while her talons curls and uncurl in front of her as if pleading 
for some unknown force for assistance. 

Seeking to help her. Six pushes himself fully upright and catches her 
mother's attention. 

"Mistress Mora, " he says with a respectful bow, "Please, allow us to 
explain ourselves." 

"Silence!" Six could have sworn right then and there she could have 
passed for her daughter, the sound of her rage certainly 
matches . 

Mora then turns back to a still awe-struck Shress, "What is the 
meaning of this Shress?" she continues in a hostile voice, "First you 
tell us you're in a courtship with a monster now you are engaged in 
an affair with a human!? Haven't you shamed yourself 
enough ! ? " 

Shress was cowed into silence as she looks away. The sting of her 
mother's words are far more powerful than that of her father's. That 
was as far as Six is willing to let things go. 

He swung his legs out of bed and steps out from behind it. 

"Mistress Mora, I am the Spartan, look, " with that he waves an arm at 
his lower body that is still encased in the green alloy. 

Mora almost looked over him, but upon hearing his words, upon seeing 
his Spartan coverings, she filches lightly with mild shock. Now her 
focus is on Six as she continues going over his form over and over 
again . 

"You're human?" she questions in a disbelieving tone. 

Six knew Keyes won't be pleased with this, but he nods in 
confirmation before moving again. This time he steps by Shress ' s side 
and takes her hand. She automatically squeezes it tightly though she 
doesn't seem to be aware of her actions. In fact her eyes remains on 
Mora the whole time, never removing her gaze from her. 

The Keep Mistress, eyes still wide in shock, slowly eases her way 
back into control now. She continues to eye Six wearily before she 
turns to her daughter who is as taught as a string. She studies her 
young one for a moment, eyes occasionally flickering towards her 
human suitor every so often before she sets her sights on Shress 
again . 

"My daughter Ia€ i apologize for mya€ | out spoken words," here she looks 
at Six, "I was not aware that _they_ were humans." 

Shress is silent for a moment, taking this time to grace Six with a 
look as well before staring back at her mother and asking, "Does it 
make a difference?" 

More is silent for a moment before shaking her head, "He is 
stilla€|an alien," she says in what could be a subtle voice. 



Shress suddenly stands tall, "He is still my suitor and as such I 
shall respect him and all his actionsa€|as you have taught me 
mother . " 

"That was with-" Mora closes her mandibles and seems to be thinking 
of her next few words carefully, "my daughter the whole reason why I 
am here is so that I can speak witha€|him." 

Six could have sworn she choked on that last word, he made to reply 
when Shress steps in front of him with a low growl. 

"No mother," she hisses, "I have made my choice and he has made his. 
Nothing you can say will sway us." 

"Shress, please, " More requests with a snarl of her own threatening 
to break out, "be reasonable here, I only wish to speak, are you 
truly afraid that I will assassinate him? Me, your mother, attempting 
to kill a demon by myself? If anyone should be afraid it should be 

I . " 

Shress opens her mouth to respond but pauses and slowly closes her 
mandibles. Looks like her mother does have a point here. 

"Besides, need I to also remind you of another past lesson my young?" 
continues Mora, "in order for any union to be approved, wheatear it 
is of marriage or a courtship, the parents still needs to converse?" 
She looks at Six, "though here I shall settle to speak with your 
human . " 

Shress growls lowly, "We've already spoke of a€ | everything that needs 
to be said . " 

Six glances at Shress when he heard her trip over her words, she is 
now focused on Mora and not him. Is there something going on here? 

Has she not told him something? It was a natural reaction, the one 
thing that saved him multiple times yet this time he loathes himself 
for it, he becomes on guard as he listens more carefully in what is 
being said. 

"Daughter, " Mora sighs, "not only is this traditional, but it is also 
seen as being wise, I must evaluate him and know if he truly is a 
good match for you." 

"He is!" Six is taken aback by the sudden emotion in Shress' s voice 
while her hand crushes Six's fingers that are resting within her 
grip, "I love him mother, I truly do and I don't want to lose 
him." 

Mora seems a little hesitant now, watching her daughter with concern 
for a moment before stating, "That is not your decision to make 
daughter, pleasea€|if you wish me to truly know your suitor then this 
must happen." 

"I-I-I don't know," Shress stutters as she looks around the room 
suddenly looking cornered. Six slowly has a feeling of dread building 
in his stomach. Shress is hiding something and she is clearly afraid 
whatever it is it will affect them both, their relationship. Now he's 
not even sure if he wants to know what that certain thing 
is . 



Stilla€|he needs to give Shress some space. 

He starts stroking her hand with his free thumb and she turns to him 
upon feeling the gesture. 

He tries to give her a smile but at the moment the anxiety was 
getting to him, "Shress, it'll be alright, let me talk to 
her . " 

Shress looks between him and her mother who is studying Six once more 
before gesturing for him to follow her as she reactivates the door 
and steps into the hall. Normally Six would put his full gear on, but 
not now seeing how he wants to make this quick. Hopefully no one will 
be suspicious of his armored leggings. 

He makes to follow when Shress grabs his shoulder and halts him. She 
leans in close to his ear and whispers, "Please, " she all but begs, 
"please, whatever happensa€ | remember that I love you." 

Six is alarmed by this, but Shress steps away from him and stairs 
down at the ground, not meeting his eyes. 

He reaches out and gently holds her arm and says, "It'll be alright 
Shress . " 

She doesn't say anything, she doesn't even look up at him as she 
continues to watch the floor. 

Silently and reluctantly. Six follows Mora outside the room. He turns 
around just as the door was closing, giving him enough time to see 
Shress taking a seat on the bed when the portal closes. He now feels 
dreadful for leaving her alone in such a condition. 

"Come, " The Spartan turns just in time to see Mora walking down the 
hall. After a moment. Six hurries after her. 

"Ma'am," he says respectfully, "with all due respect, we can't be 
seen by others, I'm still not authorize to reveal my identity 
toa€ | non-UNSC personnel." 

Mora pauses before casting him a sharp look, "you mean you still wish 
to keep secrets from my people?" 

"Not exactly," he says, "I'm a soldier ma'am and I have to follow 
orders, and I doubt you are ready to tell me all of your people's 
secrets either." 

She hisses but other than that remains silent. Six is starting to 
have a sinking suspicion that this talk they are going to have isn't 
going to end well. 

After they travel a few meters away from his assigned room they 
stopped in front of another portal, one that he has seen before, but 
never entered. 

The Keep Mistress presses the console on the side of the portal and 
ushered the human in once it opened. The room is vacant and clear 
except for a few glowing crates that are pushed in the corner of the 
room despite it being as large as his and Shress ' s room. Perhaps it 



is a storages space. 


He hears the door shutting and he turns to come face to face with 
Shress's mother. Her hands are by her side, talons lightly tapping a 
plasma pistol that is hanging from her belt as if she is making ready 
to use it. Six is unarmed, but he is certain he can take her down 
before she could even pick up the weapon, a fact that he tries to 
stow in the back of his mind. She is keeping a few feet away from him 
as her eyes roam over his body. He wonders if a person's physical is 
one of the "criteria's" that he has to meet. 

Finally after a while she meets his eyes and then stare intently at 
him. Six holds still and doesn't move a muscle, he doesn't blink, an 
art that he had perfected throughout the years. Mora continues to 
gaze into his green eyes as he gazes into her silver ones. He admires 
the fact that she is trying to intimidate him, but honestly he has 
been doing this for years, it's going to take more than a staring 
contest to faze him. Sure enough, after just a few minutes, she 
breaks her gaze away and Six had to keep himself from smiling in 
victory . 

The grin though fades when Mora snarls and looks towards the Spartan 
with an icy gaze. 

"Enough games demon," she growls, "there's a purpose for this 
meeting . " 

Six merely nods in reply, he just wants to get this over with and 
return to Shress. 

Then againa€ | he takes a deep breath and reminds himself to remain 
civil, no matter what is said he will never leave Shress, but perhaps 
there is something he can do or say to get Mora to talk to Shress, at 
the very least bring her up in the conversation to see if her mother 
truly cares for her as he had been told. 

Still he decides to be courteous here and waits for the Sangheili to 
speak since this meeting was her idea. 

Sure enough, she gets right to the point, "Why are you courting my 
daughter?" She then growls, "If it's so that she can become your 
personal plaything then you'll regret the thought has so much as 
crossed your mind." 

Six feels a surge of anger course through him, but instead he crosses 
his arms and refrains from talking back. 

"Ma'am," he says carefully, "I have nothing but respect for your 
daughter, she has proven her worth through combat and for that I do 
not and never will, seek to exploit her in such an undignified 
manner . " 

Mora doesn't look the least bit convenience, but still the 
conversation is young. 

"Have you taken her for a mate?" is her next question. 

Six should have expected this, but it still caught him off guard due 
to her rather blunt tone, despite this he tries to answer in 
steam . 



"Negative ma'am," he answers, "We have yet toa€ i I don't want to push 
her into doing something that she isn't comfortable with." He doesn't 
tell her about his possible 'problem' should it come to mating, but 
he suddenly feels warnings going off in his head when Mora nods her 
head. No doubt she sees this as a possible indication that she can 
persuade Shress out of her relationship with him. 

Before he could amend his previous statement she is speaking 
again . 

"Under what grounds do you believe you have a claim on my daughter, " 
she demands, "and more importantly, the daughter of the Keep Lord, a 
direct linage to the house of La'Vdam?" 

She's got him there, amidst the flames and blood of war he never 
really stopped to consider Shress ' s statues nor has she brought it up 
for that matter. 

After a moment he tries to win this fight legally, "Ma'am, since the 
Keep Lord had dismissed her, does that mean all her past stature is 
now seen as void?" 

"Answer the question demon," she barks with malice in her eyes. 

So much for that, though unfair he doesn't bite back, not yet. 

"I am a great warrior," he tries, "I have won many victories, some in 
hand-to-hand combat, I am also a decorated warrior and am well known 
for my loyalty as well as for my battle courage, is this not 
something most females wish their suitors to have?" 

"Most females would wish their suitors to be of the same species, " 
responds Mora with distaste in her eyes, "you on the other handa€ | I 
dare not even imagine what it is that you have done to gain her 
trust, much less her favor." 

The Spartan stands tall as he speaks, "I was there for her when she 
needed a friend, someone to speak to, someone to support her, to care 
for her and I have never abandon her, not now, not ever." 

Mora growls, "These are mere words of a charmer, even a swindler 
would at least add some color to their voice." 

Six feels his mood souring, but speaks respectfully, "I admit my 
social life could use some improvement, I will not lie when I tell 
you Keep Mistress that I have never been this happy in my life and it 
is all thanks to your daughter, she has a tender heart when I need it 
and strong when I cannot be." 

Mora is silent for a moment. Shress has given him more than enough 
facts for him to deduce that the Sangheili lives in a mostly male 
dominated world, for a male, a warrior at that, to admit that he 
needs his loved one and that he finds strength in her is as alien to 
them as he is. No doubt this must be a curve in the conversation that 
Mora has never encountered before and for the moment doesn't know 
what to make of it. 

She apparently decides to ignore it and move on as best as she 
could . 



"What assurance do I have that my daughter will be cared for?" She 
demands in an impatient voice, "Will she have a home? Riches? Honor? 
Can you promise her the life that she has been living since 
birth? " 

Six hadn't really thought about that, and to be truthful he honestly 
didn't believe they would survive long enough for them to even think 
about having a future together. In fact the thought of him living 
with Shress in a house of their own, on a planet seems just too far 
fetch. He didn't think much about how they will be living the rest of 
their lives, was he naA“ve enough to think they would just claim 
whatever room that was assigned to them on a base or ship, never 
truly having a home for them? If this war never ends, if Truth 
actually achives in activating Halo and wiping out all life in their 
galaxy then there really is no point in fostering any hopes of him 
providing for Shress. 

He thought of the different life styles that his species offered and 
quickly asserted living an isolated life could benefit them both. The 
two of them alone in the middle of nowhere as they tend to the house 
themselves, doing manual labor, providing for themselvesaC | that ' s the 
only life he can imagine himself living if he is ever allowed to 
leave this life behind. But would Shress like it? Would she even be 
familiar with it? Probably not if what her mother is saying is true 
then she lived the life of royalty whilst the most luxuries thing Six 
had ever experience is being provided with a warm shower, actual food 
and a nicely made cot. 

Is he actually that different from Shress? Now that he had partially 
moved pass the fact that she is an alien there is now the hierarchy 
of her people to confront. He is sure he has more victories than most 

of their warriors and is just as skilled to be considered at the top 

of the ladder so to speak. However he lacks dowry, a formal title and 
sanctioned claim to a powerful Keep family. Shress isn't only rich, 
but also highly regarded when her family linage is concerned; now how 
can he answer Mora? 

There is only one way if truth is be told, only one thing that can 
either brings peace between them or ignite a feud. 

Deciding just to risk it all, he makes ready his answer as he watches 

the Sangheili's reaction. 

"Mistress Mora La'Vdam, " he starts off with a bowed head, "I have 
neither wealth, a house or even a name for my lineage, " this is 
looking horrible but he continues, "if it pleases you though, I have 
acquired much recognition through trials of combat and with the love 
that your daughter had graced me with, I promise you I will work hard 
to accommodate her, to give her the life she once had and to present 
her with my own adoration and love that no one else shall 
have . " 

There is a moment of silence after he is finished speaking and he 
uses this time to gulp nervously as he awaits for Mora's verdict. The 
female Sangheili has done well in keeping her face from revealing any 
agitation, sadness or approval. Finally after what could count for a 
minute, she turns away from him and seems to fall into deep thought 
before speaking. 



"You truly believe that there is no alternative, " she asks in a soft 
voice, "that my daughter is what you want? What you, a demon, 
desires ? " 

Six strands up straight and nods his head briskly, "Yes ma'am, I know 
we're different, I know I'm the last thing you would have expected 
her to choose, but so did I." She looks up at him with suspicion in 
her gaze, "I have developed feelings for her without my knowing," 
slowly his eyes slips from Mora's face as he looks aside, remembering 
the beautiful woman who had won his heart. Her strength, her courage, 
her carea€ | there is so many things he loves about her and admire. 
Things that he has never found in any other female companion like 
her . 

"I watched her from afar," he tells Mora, not truly aware of who it 
was that he is speaking to, "she was a stranger to me, an ally that I 
didn't trust at first or even would have acknowledge in being a 
comrade. I don't know when it was that our relationship developed, 
only that in the end I never approached her, " here he smiles to 
himself, "in this sense she proved that she is braver than I am." 

He looks up at Mora, "It was her who made the first move," his small 
grin fades a little as embarrassment clouds over, "and, uha€ | to this 
day she is still leading and I'm the one who has been following, a 
large difference compared to most relationships of your species I 
take it?" 

Mora's mandibles are indeed flaring at this new revelation, her eyes 
bright with disbelief and a surprise. A demon being harnessed by a 
woman? Yes that must be a lot to acknowledge. 

Seeing that she is otherwise unprepared and occupied, the Spartan 
considers his next step. What he is thinking next is a "wild card" as 
most Marines would have called it, but by this point he was 
desperate. He doesn't truly want Mora's acceptance exactly, but more 
of healing the fractures between her and Shress, to help his love 
one. Is that worth surrendering his very pride? Yes, for Shress, no 
price is too great. 

He takes a step forward, startling the keep mistress to take a step 
back herself and to grab her weapon at her side. Conscious of the 
weapon and the danger, the Spartan doesn't stop as he take another 
step, this time though he goes down on one knee. He forms a fist and 
bows down before Mora and placing the balled hand on the floor in 
front of him as he stares at the floor. This may be seen as a little 
too much, but at this point, he would give anything to see Shress 
whole and happy again. 

He takes a deep breath and sighs deeply before reaffirming his claim, 
"Keep Mistress Mora, I truly care for your daughter, I love her, she 
is now my world and I do not wish to lose her, " he lowers his head 
some more, "please approve of this union." 

The silence that comes next is unbearable to Six as he waits for 
whatever the woman deems to be her answer. The anticipation is 
murderous, he wishes for her to hurry up and speak her mind while at 
the same time he doesn't want to know in fear of what she will say 
next. This is almost as bad as him first telling Shress that he loved 
her. At least then he had some assurance that she cared for him too, 
he knows her so well now he could almost anticipate her next few 



movements. This time though he has no idea who this woman is, what 
her interests are, what her stand point of war is, her belief in 
interspecies alliances, or relationships for that matter. His only 
hope in this is that she believes him and her daughter's own words as 
well . 

Finally he hears a sigh and he tenses, not sure if such a sign bears 
good will or not. 

"Demon," she says in what has to be a sad voice, "I must decline your 
offers and request that you cease your pursuit of my daughter." 

Six whips his head back up and makes to rise from his fetal position, 
"but Keep Mistress I-" 

She holds up her hand and the soldier within him forces his jaws to 
shut . 

"You cannot court her, " she repeats as she eyes him closely, "for you 
will reject her." 

Six blinks in mild puzzlement before he shakes his head, "Keep 
Mistress, I swear to you, nothing can be done that will-" 

"She is barren." 

Six stops speaking as soon as he hears this, his mouth still open in 
a comical manner, but right now he was too stunt to notice it. 

Barren? So does that meana€| is she implyinga€ | 

He closes his mouth and stares into space as he thinks this through. 
How could she be, how could they have known. 

Seeing his surprise and the lack of reaction Mora sighs as she asks, 
"Has she not told you of her past life?" 

This snaps Six out of his small phase as he looks up at her. Past 
lif ea€ ! 

"She hada€ i thirty six suitors?" he asks, still not quite believing 
this . 

The mother though nods as if this is nothing of great importance, 
"Yes, the small numbers of those who had sought her should tell you 
how rare it is for me to receive such aa€ j ardent request for 
courtship . " 

Six says nothing, thirty six guys? Before he was amazed by such a 
large number, Shress is his first and only girlfriend whereas she 
obviously has more experience in this field then he does. It wasn't 
until this moment did the full impact of her words finally got to 
him. Is it possible that shea€ | that they all hada€ | 

Either noting the look of distress on his face or for some other 
unknown reason, Mora soften her voice as she speaks again. 

"Out of all the males there was only one that had captured her eye, " 
Six gulps deeply as he looks back at the Sangheili who is actually 
giving him what could be a sympathetic look, "His name was Ripa 
'Moramee, their courtship was very much intimate to the point where 



marriage was possibleaC i and we approved." 


Ripa? He remembers the name, and Shress had admitted at one point 
that she would have loved to have had him as a bondmate. Of course 
they were close, but hearing it from her mother, who had approved of 
the relationship at that, hearing her tell him how 'intimate' they 
were felt like a punch to his stomach. In some sense, he feels as 
ifa€|as if he was betrayed. 

He instantly shakes that thought out of his head. It wasn't Shress ' s 
fault, they didn't even know each other back then and Ripa must 
surely have been held highly amongst the community, a catch if there 
was any. There is also the fact that Six remembers how it was that 
their relationship was brought to a close. 

"But Ripa rebelled, " Six claims to which the Keep Mistress 
nods . 

"Indeed he did," she sighs at this, "such a fine youth wasting his 
life on such an insignificant matter and paying dearly for it, " she 
pauses for a moment to watch Six again, "but before he attempted his 
deed he and Shress had bonded closely." 

Six felt another burn inside of him but forces it away as Mora 
continues . 

"At first when she didn't conceive we didn't believe there was 
anything wrong, " she snorts, "and truth be told I am a little 
thankful about that, having her birth the child of a heretic would 
have brought shame upon our keep." 

Ashes, that's what he feels like right now. If it's possible for 
hearts to die he would believe it as the ache inside of him grew. He 
knew this was foolish of him to think so possessively, but he has 
been living in solitary for most of his life, to hear that the one 
person he had come to care about, the one who helped him out of his 
shell, to hear that she had nearly taken someone else, nearly had his 
children, it almost stopped him from breathing. He should feel happy 
that she would have had a nice life with such an exclusive male and 
all he could have given her, but still, knowing that she couldn't 
have been hisa€ | was a blow to his core. 

"However it wasn't until Shress had entered the Covenant was it 
confirmed, " Mora suddenly looks tired as she speaks, "after her 
evaluation it was clear that she is unable to bare young and is now 
seen as undesirable." 

She looks at the Spartan who is still staring off into space, "as is 
custom she was supposed to inform you of her defect before engaging 
in a courtship, if any sorrow you are feeling is real then it is 
because of my daughter's far-fetched and desperate fantasies." 

She waits for Six to reply, but as the silence continues she finally 
sighs and turns to leave the room. Finally snapping back to his 
sense. Six looks after the Sangheili and calls out, "Mistress Mora, 
please wait . " 

She stops short of pressing the command to open the door and turns to 
Six who banishes his previous thoughts before saying, "even soa€ | I 
still wish to pursue her." 



For the first time, Mora's eyes open wide in shock and no doubt 
confusion . 


Seizing the initiative. Six continues speaking, "Since I met her, 
your daughter, she had pulled me away from the cold and bloodiness of 
war, she helped me to find some measure of peace." He pauses for a 
bit to gauge her reaction before continuing, "I know in your culture 
you are concerned with continuing the family's lineage, but since I 
don't have a Keep and Shress is unable to have children, why can't we 
truly be together." 

Mora flaps her jaws, but no words came out so Six finishes. 

"And if she does wish to have childrena€ | I ' 11 find some way to 
provide, some way to make her happya€ | " he trails off as he realizes 
what he is thinking. Him going to an orphanage and asking if he and 
Shress could take custody over a child seems a little humorous. A 
super soldier as a father and an alien zealot warrior for a 
mothera€ | perhaps he should worry about that after the war. 

Realizing that is all he has to say on the matter, he looks up to 
Mora who has maintained a look of disbelief throughout his little 
declaration. He wonders if she sense the honesty in his words and now 
knows that when Six says he isn't lying. 

Finally the Keep Mistress sighs and says, "You are indeed odd 
demona€ | I would have thought someone like you would have wanted to 
pass your genes on." 

Six shrugs in response, "I never really thought of it, I've been 
trained to focus on the present, what is happening now, so I never 
really thought about there being a future for me, " he smirks lightly, 
"and with the way the war is going I still might not have a 
future . " 

"Nor will Sanghelios should we fail, " Mora acknowledges, "but if this 
mad scheme actually does worka€ | then perhapsa€|if you are still 
interesteda€ | " 

Six instantly perks up at this, is she really considering? It may not 
be much but still that means he has a chance. 

The Keep Mistress surprises him this time when her mandibles folded 
together in a small smile and a bit of twinkle in her eyes before 
saying, "You still have much to prove demon so don't get preoccupied 
by your own fantasies." 

Six snaps into up into a respecting military standing and bobs his 
head, "yes, ma'am" he says respectfully. 

Mora finally allows a smile to appear as she says, "Perhaps I can 
understand why my daughter is interested in you, not many males give 
women much respecta€ | even a Keep Mistress has limits." 

Six merely nods, not sure on what to say and wheatear to see this as 
a compliment or not. 

They remain still for a while before Mora steps back and says, "It 
has beena€ | enlightening speaking with you Spartan," Six feels his eye 



brow quirking a bit, this was the first time that she had called him 
something other than demon, "but I must return to my mate's 
side . " 

She turns and is about to press the controls for the door when she 
pauses again and after a brief hesitation she looks over her shoulder 
and says, "In order for you to receive our full blessings, you need 
the approval of my husband as well." 

Six bits the inside of his cheek. Well that is another obstacle he 
has to somehow hurdle and no doubt nearly murdering the man wouldn't 
help his statues either. 

The sound of the door opening brings Six back and he looks just in 
time to see Mora stepping over the threshold of the portal when he 
calls out again. 

"Keep Mistress, " she turns upon hearing her title and he bows low 
again, "I wish to ask of a request." 

Mora tilts her head to the side before responding, "I'm not sure what 
it is you wish for Spartan, but even with me as a Keep Mistress my 
influence here on the ship isn't very strong." 

"It's a simple request," Six elaborates as he looks up, "I wish for 
you to speak with your daughter." 

She jerks her head back and blinks so Six continues, "She is in need 
of your wise counsel and wants nothing but your presence and 
approval," he bows low again, "just a few seconds with her, 
please . " 

Mora quickly shakes her head, "No, I-I Shouldn't, you have to be 
mistaken Spartan, " she turns her head away but Six is sure he saw her 
eyes watering, "she doesn't require me anymore." 

Six advances forward, "but she does, " he insist, "you have been there 
throughout her life and now she needs you more than ever." 

"She never needed me, " Mora tries to argue despite there being a 
break in her voice. 

"Mistress, has she ever said she no longer needs you?" Six waits for 
a reply but when is for coming he continues, "She needs you Mistress, 
you saw it earlier, she still does as you say and still seeks your 
approval despite what had happened on the deck." 

"But surely she must despise me, " Mora says quietly to herself, "why 
would she need me?" 

"Because she's scared," Six answers, "she needs you more than I right 
nowa€ | she misses you." 

Mora looks up and peers at Six through the tears in her eyes before 
looking back down at the floor, still in deep thought. 

"Warriors no longer need their parents," she says softly. 

"She does, " Six answers, "because she loves you, despite all that has 
happened you are still her mother and right now she needs 



you . " 

After a few quite moments, Mora slowly nods, "I will go to her." 

Six suddenly felt greatly relieved and tries to hold in the puff of 
air that threatens to escape. 

"Very well, " he says with a small grin, "then I shall wait here and 
give you two some privacy." 

Mora looks back up at him, "But Ia€|youa€i" slowly she tilts her head 
down and simply says, "thank you." 

Six could only nod in return, but Mora is already turning and leaves 
the room. Right before the doors shut, he glimpse Mora heading back 
in the direction of Stress' s room. 

Six finally sighs as he leans against a nearby crate and allows a 
smile to form. 

"Thank you, " he says out loud, but to whom he is thanking he has no 
idea . 

**1 John 3:18** 

**(I do not own reference)** 

**M'thar Sraom: Perhaps you could get an account on the site so that 
we can properly communicate since I do not fully understand the 
request. Creating an account is free and it can better help us to 
communicate . * * 

**Sorry for the long wait, but I hope you all enjoyed this 
chapter* * 


36. Family Secret (Part 2) 

**The story's Second Anniversary is tomorrow, I've been very busy so 
I figure I might as well post this now, I really need to focus on my 
work. And wow, I never thought it would take this long or gain so 
much attention. Thank you all for your patience and I'm glad you're 
enjoying my work.** 

**Family Secret (Part 2)** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Shress has been wringing her hands as she paced back and forth in 
Michael's room, worry never ceasing. <p> 

She knew, she just knew her mother will do everything in her power to 
break Shress's union with Michael, and it could be accomplished 
because of her own hesitation and fear. She knew exactly what her 
mother is going to say, what she is going to do, however what is 
troubling Shress the most is what it is her suitor will say. 

She closes her eyes as she feels tears threatening to break free. 

This is all too much for her. She is a Zealot yet here she is 
breaking down like a weak febble female, but can she truly be blamed? 



Michael was the first person to ever openly love her, not just for 
her body like every other male that had come her way, but for all of 
her. He was the only one who says he likes spending time with her in 
general and the fact that he is hesitant to mate shows that he isn't 
engaged in courtship solely for his own pleasure. He even goes as far 
as to make her happy as well. 

He can't understand though how his very presence is a gift. This is 
exactly what she has been hoping for, what she has been longing for 
in a partner, in a lover. He sees her not only as the warrior she 
strives to be, but also her personality as well. He also claims that 
he likes to talk to her and wishes to know her better is a thrilling 
enjoyment that she allows herself to feel. 

In the past few units she has been having the most emotional day of 
her life. Feeling nervous, excited yet terrified this morning as her 
suitor tried to tell her that he loves her. The anger, frustration 
and mortification when she argued with her parents only for her 
secret courtship to be revealed, causing her parents to act in ways 
she had never seen before. Annoyance as everyone is trying to pry 
into her private life. Now here she is again with fear and forlorn as 
her only company as she anxiously awaits for Michael's return. 

An aspect of her wishes for Michael to finish speaking to her mother 
so that he can return. Another fears that he would never return, that 
her secret would keep him away or worse, that he no longer trusts 
her . 

Her mandibles flutters a bit as she tries to desperately think of 
something else to keep her mind occupied and not to think of the 
negative . 

However attempts are unfruitful when her head snaps up when she hears 
the familiar hiss of the door and turns just in time to see it 
open . 

For one wild moment she wanted to rush forward and hug the person who 
she assumed would be Michael, but held back. This proves to be a good 
idea when she sees it isn't her human suitor. 

Entering the room is her mother. This really shocks Shress, Michael 
isn't present, so why is her mother here unlessa€ | does she wish to 
speak to her? But about what? Her suitor? If she hopes on changing 
her opinion of him then she will be sadly mistaken. 

Yeta€|her mother looks far from ready to stand in a fight even if it 
was to be verbal. Her stance is steady, but she seems a little off 
centered. She is watching her daughter but her eyes seems to be half 
laden and her shoulders are slacking. When she had entered the room 
earlier she arrived in what Shress had presumed to be anger and 
solely focused on accomplishing her goal. Now thougha€ | it is as if 
all of the fight has been taken from her. 

This is strange and frightening to Shress all at the same time. For 
her, her mother has always been her pillar of strength, the one who 
she often looks to for advice and the only one who she actually 
wishes to please. Yes she wanted to make her father proud as well, 
but her mother is more special to her since she practically raised 
Shress from a youngling to the very adult that she is now. 



She was close to being heart broken when her mother had turned away 
from her, rejecting her. The pain stung her deeply to her very core 
and were it not for her suitor's presence she may have gone mad or 
worse . 

She wanted to severe her ties to her family, especially now since 
they deny the one and only male who truly understands her and is not 
merely pursuing her for her beauty or her statues. Tries as she might 
though, she just couldn't. Her mother is of her own flesh and blood 
and she was the one who taught her of duty and had given her a 
purpose. She may disagree with her mother sometimes, but here when 
her happiness is concerneda€ | this is one argument that cannot be 
resolved as quickly or as efficiently as before. 

This is all going through her mind when she stiffens upon hearing her 
mother making a small sound in the back of her throat. It wasn't a 
cough or a click of disgust, just a mere sound to get her daughter's 
attention and possibly start the conversation. 

However that proves to be more difficult than before. No sooner had 
Shress locks her eyes with her mother, the older woman looks away and 
seems to be in deep thought just like her daughter. 

Shress couldn't help but smile. Though the tension in the air is 
great and borders upon the lines of being awkward, it reminds her of 
her first few encounters with Michael. It was routine if nothing else 
for them to gaze at their surroundings and briefly make eye contact 
before looking away. Eventually though they fell into a discussion 
about their different species. Surely if she and an alien could 
overcome such social difficulties then so can she and her 
mother . 

This doesn't make her feel any better as she nervously wipes her 
tongue along the row of teeth within her upper mandibles. Briefly she 
wonders if she will be yelled at again or be scolded for selecting 
Michael as a suitor. As pointless as a argument might be they might 
as well get this over with. 

She dips her head down and speaks in ancient Sangheili, 

"mother?" 

Her mother looks up at her offspring with a bit of surprise in her 
eyes, but remains silent, maybe she isn't here to pick a fight. So 
what is her purpose then? 

"Why is it that you are here? Have you finished speaking with 
Michael ? " 

For a while her mother, Mora, is silent until she hesitantly nods her 
head . 

"You have chosen aa€ i rather odd male for a courtship partner 
daughter," she says quietly as if they are sharing a secret. 

Shress couldn't help it as she releases a small chuckle and upon 
seeing her mother's confused face she elaborates upon it. 

"Forgive me mother, but I agree with you, " she smiles to herself as 
she speaks, "he may be the oddest person I have ever met, but he's 
also the kindest as well." 



Mora's mandibles opens as if she is about to speak, but then closes. 
They shiver slightly as if she is cold, but Shress then realizes that 
she is actually nervous. Why though, she had made it plain that she 
didn't like Michael, so why is she hiding it now? 

As if sensing her daughter's inner questions, Mora sighs as she looks 
around the room once more before her eyes lands on the table in the 
middle of the quarters. She then gestures for her daughter to move 
the conversation to there, which Shress obliges. 

The table hovers up to their hip levels, but as they lower themselves 
onto the cushions it came up to their mid-chest. Shress has a 
momentary flashback as she looks down at the furniture. She had a 
table much like this once, on the _Long Night of Solace_ before it 
was destroyed. She mainly used it to do the necessary paper work that 
was required of her when she was the Legion Commander. A chore that 
she despised more than the Prophets if truth is to be told. 

"Your suitor," Shress looks up, taken off guard by her mother's 
words, "has a way with his speech, " Mora looks to the wall as she 
tries to speak her mind, "he isn't the mosta€ | poet ic male I've met, 
but he is blunt and to the point," she admits. 

"He has been raised to be a warrior since birth, " Shress informs her 
mother, "he was raised in solitude and was trained under brutal 
conditions thata€ | I must admit seem outright barbaric to me." 

Mora eyes her carefully, "You should speak with caution, your suitor 
may not like how you are addressing his livelihood." 

"I already spoken to him about it," Shress says, "and he told me that 
some of the proccedures aren't favored by a majority of his people 
either . " 

Mora's eyes widens at the news, "He allows you to speak like 
this ? " 

Knowing that this is a foreign ideal to her mother, Shress tries her 
best to elaborate this newfound freedom. 

"I cannot express it fully mother buta€ | I feel like I can tell him 
anything," she sees the disbelief in her mother's eyes so she 
continues, "we spent so much time together and we talk, much like my 
other suitors, but unlike them he actually _listens_ to me. He knows 
of my trials, he knows of my fears and he doesn't reject me for them. 
Whereas most other males would pretend to pay attention to me before 
trying to mate, a concept that I did not like in the slightest, " she 
emphasis her point with a snap of her jaws. 

Mora is quiet for a while before saying, "PerhapsaC | but does he not 
see such words as disrespectful?" 

She shakes her head, "If it bothers him then he would tell me, or if 
he tries to hide the truth I'll find out eventually through the way 
he acts . " 

"How he acts?" Mora asks, her wonder never seeming to end, "you can 
tell how he is feeling just from his actions?" 



Shress nods in confirmation, "and so can he with me, likea€| today I 
haven't beena€ | myself and he noticed anda€ i anda€ i " here the female 
looks down sadly at the table, "he's probably been worried about me 
just as I had worried about him for the past few unitsa€|I can't help 
but feel I had caused him pain." 

She feels a prickle of tears threatening to break at the thought of 
harming the only person who had stayed by her side for so long. She 
truly has changed, she has never been this emotional in so long, it's 
as if it's coming out in a flood and she couldn't control it. 

She stiffens when she feels it; her mother has placed her hand upon 
Shress ' s shoulder. It wasn't hard nor does she dig her talons into 
the flesh, but it's still a shock nonetheless. They haven't had 
physical contact sincea€ | sincea€ | she can't even remember when. Far 
too long, not long before she had matured perhaps. 

Hesitantly, she glances up and finds that Mora has leaned forward and 
is now looking closely at her daughter. Maintaining a distance, but 
filling their small space with a closed care and delicacy, their 
version of expressing emotions with one another. 

Shress takes it a step further as she reaches up and closes her 
fingers around her mothers. Mora is momentarily surprised by this, 
but she doesn't move, instead she tightens her grasp. 

After a few moments of silence Shress releases their clasped hands 
and raises her head a bit before says, "thank you mother." 

Mora could only nod her head. The whole concept of her comforting her 
warrior daughter is still a new concept to her and it throws her off 
guard. All she could think of doing is to treat her daughter like a 
youngling, but with the understanding that she now has the troubles 
of an adult. 

"Shress," Mora says carefully, "I am stilla€ | comprehending 
youra€ | court ship and-" 

"Mother," Shress softly interrupts, "I understand that it disgusts 
you and he isn't the male you imagined me choosing, but I've made my 
choice . " 

It surprises Shress when she sees Mora nodding her 
head . 

" Ia€ | understand, " Mora breathes, "to an extent, this is aa€ entirely 
new relationship that I have never encountered or heard of before, " 
Mora is silent for a moment before continuing, "It concerns me when I 
think about it . " 

Shress instantly wanted to reassure her mother and defend her 
suitor's name, but stops for a moment when she finally registered 
what her mother had said. She was concerned. Why? She is no longer a 
child, she no longer needed her parents console, she is a grown woman 
and a warrior at that. And yeta€ | why does she feel relieved that her 
mother is here with her right now? 

Mora continues speaking, unaware of her daughter's thoughts, "I 

ama€ | confused in what it was that he did to havea€ | entrance you," her 

mother stumbles, both the words and mental images of her daughter and 



a demon or human or whatever it is, hugging and snuggling in bed when 
she came in slightly disturbed her. She is too perplex about it and 
thus she doesn't see Shress look away briefly as her mandibles quiver 
in light embarrassment. 

"However, " Shress instantly swings her head back around upon hearing 
the word, "he isa€ | respect ful I suppose." 

"And caring, " Shress injects, "resourceful, humble, patient, loving, 
and-" 

Mora however holds up her hand, "I know daughter," here she sighs, "I 
know . " 

Shress carefully watches her mother for a while, unsure of what to 
make of this new development. At some points in the conversation Mora 
seems to actually approve of Michael before revering back to her 
previous stance upon their inter-species relationship. Mora, like 
most women of Sanghelios, are traditional, in fact it's their 
unspoken responsibility to uphold all their beliefs and sacred laws; 
Shress can't even begin to imagine how conflicted her mother must be 
feeling at the moment. The very thought of her people being taken for 
as fools for untold centuries was a blow to her pride, a Zealot, this 
could only be as twice as hard on her mother for all that she had 
been through and witness to in her time. Her being in a relationship 
with a human probably doesn't help much either. 

Because of this Shress supposes this is the basic reason why Mora had 
such a hard time coming to terms with Michael, she really doesn't 
know what to think of him. He is a heretic and the Sangheilis are 
seen as the most revered species in the Covenant besides the Prophets 
themselves, they are the very face of power in their alien alliance. 
To be seen associating with another race is looked down upon and to 
be in a relationship with onea€ | it ' s downright unthinkable. 

Up until now that is, for here Shress is with her human suitor who 
surely proved his worth time and time again. 

Now with all their past customs in tatters, the very pact they had 
made with the Prophets severed, the Sangheilis must form their own 
minds and their own ideals. Ideals that no one has ever considered 
long before the Covenant was formed thousands of years before. Mora 
has to create her own specifications in what kind of a male is best 
suited for her daughter. 

Shress can only hope that her mother can truly see how much her human 
companion has influenced her and had helped her to strive onward with 
life and better adapt to her ever changing new world. Can her mother 
see the caring man that she sees in the Spartan? Can she help her 
mother to understand? 

"He is intelligible, " Shress voices, "in his own ways, all he cares 
about is the safe guard of his species." 

"And he is protected of you as well from the way he speaks of you, " 
Mora's light comment causes Shress ' s heart to burst with glee. She 
doesn't know why, but for some reason this comforts her knowing that 
her suitor still thinks so lovingly of her even when they are 
apart . 



" Ia€ | I ' ma€ | pleased to hear it," Shress voices, but judging from the 
odd look on her mother's face she no doubt notices that her daughter 
was more than please from her previous observation. 

Mora is silent as she taps a talon against the top of the table, 
looking very much deep in thought before she comments, "I supposea€ | I 
do not have to worry about him harming you, " she looks down at the 
table top, "you seem to be all that he thinks about." 

Again there is another warmth that blossoms within Shress' s chest, 
but her focus is caught by her mother's sudden shift in attitude. She 
has been uncertain and hesitate since the start, but now she looks 
sadden, depressed perhaps. 

A cycle ago, Shress wouldn't have dared considered this, but after 
spending so much time with Michael, seeing how the simplest contact 
can have an effect on people, she doesn't wait. This time she is the 
one who reaches out and takes hold of her mother's hand again. Mora 
seems just as startled, but doesn't move as she switches her gaze 
between Shress and her daughter's hand that is covering 
hers . 

"Mother," Shress says quietly, "you don't have to worry, Michael will 
care for my well-being." 

"B-but how do I know?" Mora suddenly asks in a shaky voice, "how do I 
know you will be cared for? Provided for? What assurance do I have 
that he will treat you well?" she then gestures to the door with her 
free hand, "he had admitted not too long ago that he has nothing, why 
would you wish to be with a male who can't give you anything?" 

"I do not care for glory or wealth," Shress suddenly growls out, "as 
long as we are together, we shall find a way to persevere." 

Mora snarls back, "Love and kindness will only get you so far, you 
could be starving when you return home." 

Shress smiles sadly in light mildness before shaking her head, "We do 
not have a home yet mother." 

Mora's anger however doesn't disappears just as readily, "my point 
exactly my young, will you two be sleeping in the streets like common 
beggars ? " 

Shress ' s anger returns as she bares her teeth, "I am Zealot mother 
and he is a Spartan, I doubt that will be the case." 

"Perhaps, " Mora admits, "but still there is little reassurance that I 
see here . " 

Shress then squeezes her mother's hand some more, "then take faith 
mother, just as you had when I entered the field of battle. Surely I 
should be able to survive after the war endsa€|if it ends." 

Mora is silent as she turns away from her daughter. However, her hand 
rights itself up and she intertwine her fingers with her daughter's. 
She grips her young's digits tightly, whether for support or for 
reassurance Shress doesn't know, but she is here for her mother even 
if they do not admit it. 



"This isa€ | difficult for me Shress, " Mora says silently before 
turning to look her daughter in the eyes, "it was difficult watching 
you leave to become a warrior, but I knew you were resilient, I knew 
you were strong, " she breathes deeply before finishing, "now I have 
to trust a human, an alien, to keep you safe and I don't even know 
him. All that I know is that he has reaped death upon our people and 
destruction upon the Covenant." 

Shress is quiet. Her parents have never showed her favor for the 
decisions she had made, but now her mother is telling her of her 
resilience and her strength. Why is she saying this now? Why not when 
she was younger? When she was more confused and in more desperate 
need of help and advice? 

As if she could sense her daughter's hostility, Mora grips her hand 
tightly before continuing to speak, "Daughter, please understand, by 
our past traditions and laws, we could not support you or the choices 
that you had made . " 

Shress is silent, unsure if she is feeling sadness or anger now. Is 
she petty enough to bring up such old argument that serves no purpose 
now nor will it help win this argument? But stilla€| 

"What has changed?" Shress asks quietly as she looks her mother in 
the eye, "why are you saying that I'm strong now and not before I 
left Sanghelios?" 

Her mother sighs again as she breaks eye contact, "I did not wish to 
encourage you." 

Now Shress is sure what she is feeling, she is feeling rage and it's 
all that she can do to keep her fingers from crushing her 
mother ' s . 

"You didn't believe in me?" she asks in a strained voice, "even when 
I proved to be the strongest on the training field, when I proved I 
was just as capable as any other male, you still doubt?" She feels 
her voice rising with every breath she takes, "even as a child you 
have always been ashamed of me, whether I was weak or strong it never 
mattered for you never supported me!" 

Mora looks up wearily, "Shress we-" 

"You didn't care if I succeeded or not!" Shress finally growls out, 

"I always knew father was embarrassed by my ambitions and you never 
approved of me! You didn't care!" 

Mora suddenly slams a fist down on the table, momentarily stunning 
Shress before the older female growls out her own fury. 

"I didn't support you because I loved you!" 

All the built up emotion, all the tension that had snapped has all 
but vanished after those words. Love. She read about it, heard about 
it, seen some of it between courting couples, but no one has ever 
said it to her before Michael and most certainly not her parents. But 
her mother did, just now, and it ' s not the words alone that had 
silence her, it was the amount of passion behind them. Her mother 
truly believe in those words. 



"I loved you," Mora repeats as she slowly slumps back into her seat, 
"if you continued on your patha€ | I knew you would either die on the 
battlefield or leave us and never return, " moisture gathers in her 
eyes, "I just couldn't bare seeing you leave and I responded in the 
worst way possible." She looks up at Shress, "It was never about not 
wanting you Shressa€|it was about never letting you go." 

Shress was dumbstruck. All these yearsa€ | after all these years was 
she justa€ | misinterpret ing her parents? Naturally this is how they're 
supposed to act, especially when their children are warriors. They 
cannot be hindered or bothered with the notion of love, can't be 
allowed to show their soft and delicate sides. Mora however did, 
probably for the first time in her life. 

Was that really the only way she could have expressed her care and 
love for Shress? That seems almosta€ | childish . Yet Shress can plainly 
see it, the pain and the worry and even the care that is traveling on 
her mother's voice. 

Shress slowly inhales, unaware that she was barely breathing before 
she slowly shakes her head in disbelief. 

"Mothera€ | " she says silently, "why didn't youa€|tell me this?" she 
looks Mora in the eyes, "why force me through the trials? Through the 
torment? Through the anguish? I thoughta€ | I thought I was alone," she 
bows her head at these words, unsure if she is ashamed or still 
angry, she's unsure of everything right now if truth is to be 
told . 

Mora stares down at her lap before speaking, "It was the only method 
that I could think of," she looks up at her daughter, "I barely knew 
how to show my love to your father, but to youa€ | my own flesh and 
blooda€ | " she sighs heavily as she glances at the floor again, "I was 
too sacred to think of life without you. You may not know it 
buta€ | you do bring me and your father joy." 

She did? All this time of their disgruntling and shakes of their 
heads they claim that they had always been filled with joy? How could 
they? She saw it, the disgust in their eyes, the disapproval that was 
radiated thea€ i thea€ i 

Slowly, Shress realizes that this was her father, not her mother. 

Mora may have remained silent and not have particularly looked 
comfortable whenever Shress talked of her dreams or when she is out 
on the training fields. Yet she didn't exactly voice her disapproval, 
she would just take a worried stance and watch. She never said a 
word, but she watched, she listened and shea€ | respected her privacy 
perhaps ? 

Shress wanted to remain angry with her, like she always have but 
found that she couldn't. And that scared her. She held a bit of 
hidden anger within her, whenever she visited her parents they are 
respectful but there was always a sort of tension between them that 
kept them distant. That has always been how she reacted and treated 
her parents, now though that anger has lessen. Not entirely, but just 
enough to be kept in reserve and to be cautious of. 

Hesitantly, Shress says, "Why didn't you simply tell me this?" 

Mora shakes her head again, "I didn't know how, traditions forbade 



such attachments," she looks her in the eye, "I understand your 
doubt, but your father does care for you as well." She squeezes 
Shress's hand again, "all we ever wanted for you is to be safe and 
happy." She sighs here, "true a female warrior is against our 
customs, but the other reason why we did not wish for you to leave is 
because we didn't wish for anything bad to befall you." 

Shress couldn't believe it. How could she believe it? This has all 
been a strange and rather desperate way for her parents to show their 
love to her? Surely there must have been a better and less complex 
way than this, than all the pain and discrimination she was forced 
through, why couldn't her parents have spared her from that 
torment ? 

Mora seems lightly ashamed as she says, "I cannot even begin to 
imagine what it was that we put you though Shress, but can you find 
it in your heart to try and forgive me, forgive us, for our 
mistakes ? " 

Forgive them? After all the years of hurt and loneliness, why should 
she? She made to say just that when she pauses as a thought, a stray 
memory, crosses her mind. 

She was in the Spire on Reach, watching as her Legion viciously tore 
through the human ranks, knowing full well that the fleet is inbound, 
poised with destroying this world. Just like the countless others 
that had fallen to them. It wasn't until that moment does she ponder 
how many men, women and children died, not because they defied the 
Covenant, but because they only wish to protect their homes. 

She doesn't even know how the war began, only that the humans were 
deemed impure and thus must be silenced per the hierarchs orders. Up 
until then she had blindly followed their orders and scorched 
whatever human world she could find. 

However when she realized the pain and the suffering she was 
causingaC | she wanted it all to end. Forever. When Michael, her friend 
back then, attacked, she tried to provoke him, believing such an 
action would be all that is needed for him to finish her, but it 
wasn't. He bested her, but didn't kill her. Why? Why did he do that? 
How could he forgive her for the genocide that she had committed? 

He didn't condemn her like most people would have. Instead he gave 
her a chance to right her wrongs and to help her with the path of 
redemption. He comforted her when she showed remorse and upon seeing 
that in her eyes, that is when he forgave her and all was made right 
with the world. 

Now here she is, not even a cycle later and her mother is looking at 
her with the same stare she had given Michael; one of remorse. Mora 
does regret her decision and is asking for forgiveness. Could she 
return it? Could she return the amount of affection similar to the 
one that Michael had given her? If there is one thing her suitor has 
taught her it is this; everyone who is searching for it deserves 
redemption . 

Shress heaves a heavy sigh before she speaks. 

"You made me face many difficulties, " Mora seems to sink deeper 
within herself, "buta€ ! I suppose that helped me to become 



resilient . " 


Her mother's head whipped up fast and her mandibles spread open in 
surprise and slight disbelief. However Shress gives a snarl. 

"I appreciate all that you have said and have done on my behalf 
mothera€ | buta€ | " 

"Yes daughter?" Mora asks hesitantly. 

Shress is silent for a moment before looking her mother in the eye, 

"I need to hear my father say this to me as well fora€|I'm still 
having trouble understanding." 

Mora nods and all becomes silent. The two sits together for some 
time, unsure of what to do now. They had spent enjoyable time 
together back on Sanghelios when Mora was teaching Shress about being 
a Keep Mistress, but that was when Shress was a child. As an adult 
she should either be busying herself with politics or, in her unique 
case of being a warrior, telling of her past victories, but at the 
present moment she isn't feeling in the mood. They didn't voice it, 
but they both knew that was the most expressive talk they have ever 
had with one another, something their culture didn't teach them about 
or what would be considered appropriate under the 
circumstances . 

Slowly Mora clears her throat as she releases her hand from her 
daughters and stands. 

"I must return to your father's side before he notices I'm missing," 
she glances away from Shress, "I do not believe he isa€| ready to 
speak with you or your suitor." 

Shress nods her head in agreement; the moment that Michael had 
stepped foot onto her father's ship he has been trying to gut her 
suitor at every possible moment. This would have been seen as comical 
to Shress during any other time, but not now since she is dreading 
what would happen to Michael if he is left alone for too long. 

These thoughts causes her limbs to lightly shake as she realizes that 
she hasn't seen Michael for a while now. 

"Mother, " she says with a bit of urgency present in her voice, "My 
sui- the Spartan, " she corrects herself quickly, hoping the use of 
formalities will help her mother to come to better terms with her 
courtship, "do you know where he is?" 

Mora doesn't look disgusted, but the closing of her mandibles and the 
light twitch in her eye indicates she isn't particularly pleased 
either . 

Nevertheless she bobs her head, "Do not trouble yourself daughter, he 
has hidden himself and I ' lla€ | inf orm him he can return to you 
now . " 

Her voice clearly states that she isn't happy that Shress will be 
alone with Michael, but then again she isn't objecting like before. 
This isn't acceptance but it could be seen as a step closer in the 
direction. This thought alone causes Shress to smile to herself. 



She hears the sound of the portal opening, but it doesn't close. 
Shress turns to see Mora there, frozen halfway across the threshold 
while her mandibles are moving as if she is speaking to herself. 
Finally she looks back into the room and into her daughter's 
eyes . 

"Shress, " her daughter strains to hear her soft spoken voice as she 
speaks again, "even though we may not have shown it or when we had 
discouraged it, " Mora swallows before her eyes are filled with tears 
again, "I have always been proud of you." 

Shress feels her mandibles spread open in utter astonishment. Proud? 
Her mother? Shress has embraced the life and trials of a warrior 
instead of a Keep Mistress as she was taught to be, yet Mora is proud 
of her? 

There is a whoosh and by that time Shress has shaken herself from her 

stupor she finds that the door has closed and she is alone 

again . 

She stands and clenches her fists before releasing an aggravated 
growl of discontent. This is just so confusing! First she wanted to 
be a warrior and proved she had the prowess and stamina to withstand 
combat but nobody wanted her to succeed. Then she had to fall for an 

alien, worst, an alien sorely responsible for the woes and losses of 

the Covenant, the greatest known civilization before the Forerunners. 
Now her mother is saying all these years she was left to be lonely 
was their way of showing their love? 

She walks forward a bit before turning on her heels and retraced her 
steps before repeating the process. When had her life become so 
complicated? Wasn't there ever a time when she wasn't at a loss of 
reason or had an idea that would make her an outcast? 

She is on the verge of tearing the sheets on the bed to pieces when 
the door opens again and she turns to find Michael entering. 

Almost instantly, Shress ' s frustration, something that would have 
taken units to go away, disappears the moment she sees the man she 
loves. This is one mystery that doesn't bother Shress, in fact she 
might actually prefer to have it remain a secret if possible. 

Upon seeing her, his face brightens as well his eyes seems to 
brighten while his mouth part in the strange but familiar smile he 
keeps in reserve just for her. She feels her own mandibles closing in 
a grin of her own, not exactly the same as Michael's mouth formation, 
but close to it and he seems to understand the gesture. 

They practically gravitate towards the other and wrapped their arms 
around the other. Ture they were cuddling not too long ago in bed, 
but for some reason just having him here made things seem better, as 
odd as their interspecies relationship is, it makes more sense today 
then most things do. 

She rests her head on top of his, savoring the tickling sensation his 
short fur provides as they brush against her chin. She feels him 
leaning into their embrace while his hands slowly move up and down, 
touching her back that isn't covered by her armor. It causes such a 
sensational it coaxes a purr from her. Her vibration doesn't seem to 
bother Michael, in fact he seems to place a side of his face against 



the area where the sound is being produce. The little amount of weigh 
that was added didn't bother Shress at all, she savored this time 
with him. 

She breathes in his scent and smells the fragments of a forest mixed 
in with his own musk that causes light shivers to run down her spine. 
How alien this whole thing is, but she treasures it, this is a 
pleasure that only she knows about and she intends to keep it to 
herself . 

She has no idea how long they have been standing together, but all 
too soon he pulls away from her, only to peer at her in the eye. His 
darken eyes seems to twinkle in a wondrous way and it fills Shress 
with instant warmth. 

"How was your talk with your mother?" he suddenly asks. 

She thinks for a moment before answering, "Confusinga€ i buta€ i " she 
shakes her head again, "confusing." 

Michael smiles at her, "Same, but I think I left an impression on 
her . " 

"You do have that effect on people, " Shress comments as she removes 
one of her arms and runs a talon down his chest, feeling the harden 
muscles beneath the garment he is wearing. 

The Spartan seems to have trouble focusing as Shress does this, 
"T-true" he chokes out, "but after a while I think things got 
better . " 

She pauses while in the midst of her scratching and looks away from 
his chest and into his eyes, "did she harm you? Insult you?" 

Michael considers his answer before saying, "Nothing I couldn't 
handle, after the first few minutes things settled down." 

Shress nods in approval as she lowers her gaze back down to his chest 
and slowly begins tracing geometric patterns on his torso with the 
tip of one of her talons. 

"That is good," she comments, "I was afraid she would be too harsh on 
you, when our customs are being questioned then she defends it. 
Because of this she is known to be a littlea€|" she pauses as she 
searches for the right word. 

"Zealous?" Six suggests in a serious voice, but the brightness in his 
eyes reveals his tease. 

In response Shress carefully pushes a talon into his skin in a light 
pinch . 

"Yes," she says in annoyance, "zealous." 

She is surprised when she he releases a small chuckle. It is only 
then does she realize how long it has been since she last heard him 
make that sound. Far too long and from what experience is telling 
her, she is the only one who is able to get such a reaction from him. 
This causes her purring to increase. 



"It's over though," Michael says as he rests his head under her chin 
again, "there's nothing to be worried about." 

Shress hums in delight as she continues to hold her suitor. This 
would have been an easy truth to accept. Buta€ i she still have to 
ask . 

"Michael?" she asks him. 

"Yes Shress?" her human says in turn, moving back again so he is 
looking at her once more. 

"What did my mother speak of?" She questions, "Earlier she was 
tainted with anger and frustration, but when she came to see me she 
wasa€ i calm . " 

The Spartan frowns slightly at this as he sinks into deep thought 
before thoughtfully shrugging his shoulders, "I just told her the 
truth anda€|well she didn't believe me, but after a while I think I 
at least reasoned well with her." 

"And if you don't mind me asking," Shress starts again as she leans 
down a bit until she is eye to eye with her suitor, "but what is this 
truth you spoke of?" 

Michael smiles at her before leaning towards her. Knowing his 
intention, she moves to meet him as well, uniting her mandibles and 
pressing her lips against his. The sweet and alien taste excites her 
and settles her rather preoccupied mind. They stay still for a moment 
before pulling back and resume grinning at each other. 

"The truth is that I love you Shress La'Vdam, " he tells her 
confidently, "and nothing is going to drive me away." 

Shress feels the familiar warmth filling her and a joy spreading 
throughout her body. She feels like the happiest woman in the galaxy 
and yeta€ | she slowly thought of what happened earlier. She was sure 
her mother would have told Michael of her condition. Did she not tell 
him then? She was hoping that her mother did and he still accepted 
her. Howevera€ | there really is no way of knowing without her 
asking . 

_But what ifa€|what if he rejects me_? 

She knows he cannot mate, but he did say he will talk to his healers 
about the issue. What if he can and what ifa€|what if he wishes to 
have children and she can ' ta€ | can ' ta€ | 

She is suddenly feeling light headed and short of breath. The idea, 
the mere thought of bearing children, and not just any children, but 
the offspring's of the man that she lovesa€ | it ' s impossible but the 
aspect is still there. 

"Hey, " Michael says and she feels him grips her tightly in his arms, 
"Shress are you alright?" 

It is then that she realizes that she was slowly drifting out of 
consciousness and almost lost her footing, only Michael's strength is 
keeping her up as she is leaning against him. Her mandibles are 
moving, but no sound escapes her mouth, she didn't know how to 



respond, what to say. Will Michael understand or would it make him 
feel weak as well? 

"Shress?" She turns at the sound of her name and is gazing into her 
suitor ' s eyes . 

"What is the matter?" he asks again, "are you feeling ill?" 

She brought her mandibles together and lightly grinds her teeth 
against the other as she thinks. Should she tell him? After all that 
he has done, all that they have nearly lost and with the war coming 
to a climax can she tell him? Will it wound him or embarrass him? She 
takes another short breath. She has to trust him on this. 

"Michael," she says hesitantly, "There ' sa€ i something I must tell 
you . " 

His frowns likely, probably not liking how she is phrasing the 
statement, but she can't honestly tell him that what she is about to 
say is good. 

"Ia€|"she chokes on the word, the word that has scorned her and 
cursed her since she was a young woman. The thing that she was named 
and the thing that prevented her from keeping any potential suitors, 
the one thing that could actually drive her suitor away. Is she 
really ready to face that one thing, the thing preventing her from 
happiness ? 

"Shress?" Michael asks again, concern now lacing his voice, "whatever 
it is, it's alright, I-" 

He is interrupted by a hiss and they reacted too late again as the 
doors open. 

Striding in is the human male that is always with Michael and their 
Commander, the one she has found arrogant and who she believes to be 
named Johnson. 

He pauses upon seeing them in a light hug before they quickly 
retreated from the other. The corners of his mouth briefly went up 
while he makes a grunting noise. 

"Am I interrupting something?" he asks them, "should I come back 
later? " 

Shress feels her face heating up and tries not to look at the human 
as she suddenly finds the wall to their left far more interesting to 
observe . 

"What is it Sergeant?" This causes Shress to turn, her suitor's voice 
was full of love and care earlier, now though it has faded away. His 
face has likewise gone slack and reveals nothing of his emotions. The 
only thing that is ruining his image of being a stoic warrior is his 
flushing cheeks. 

The indicated Sergeant doesn't look the least bit intimidated, 
however his teasing demeanor drops a bit before answering in a solemn 
voice . 

"We're approaching Earth Spartan," he reports, "the Commander wants 



you by her side ASAP." 


"Earth?" Six asks as his browse furred a bit as he glances at Shress, 
"already? " 

Shress nods to her suitor, "If you have not forgotten, our ships are 
far faster than yours." 

"Time flies when you're sleeping," The Sergeant adds with a smile. 
Shress would have agreed with the human's assumption, but something 
is telling her that the human's words have a double 
meaning . 

"Johnson," Michael says in a low voice. 

"I get it," Johnson says as he turns around with a wave of his hand, 
"need time to get yourselves decent, just get your pants on and hurry 
to the deck," with that the door closes as Johnson walks out. 

Shress watches the portal for a moment before turning to her 
suitor . 

"You're still wearing your armored leggings," she says as she 
gestures to his armored limbs, "Why would he tell you to put them on 
if you're already wearing them?" 

Michael sighs as his face suddenly looks weary and he shakes his 
head, "Shressa€ | I ' 11 tell you later," he turns his back to her and 
heads to his side of his bed where the rest of his suit is laying, 
"let's just get ready." 

Quietly acknowledging the command, the female turns back to prepare 
herself as well. Normally she would be happy and ready to participate 
in any battle. But thisa€|this is different, she can feel it. There 
is a sort of atmosphere in the air, an indication that all of their 
past conflicts will be nothing like the one they will be facing 
together . 

She sighs as she looks over her shoulder and at the man she loves. 

She watches as he clips on his armor with a focused look in his eye. 
His bright and loving orbs are long gone and are now replaced with 
the eyes of a warrior. 

No matter what will happen, she shall protect her suitor and keep him 
safe, even if it costs her life. 

She turns away from him and picks up her helmet. She stares into the 
holes where her eyes will be and sighs to herself. 

'_When this is all over I will tell him_, ' she then glances over her 
shoulder and towards Michael, '_I just hope he will understands ' 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Yes , Six knows of Shress ' s condition but she doesn't know 
that, I'm saving this conversation for a later part in the 
story . <st rong> 

**I put a lot of effort into this update, but now I need to focus on 
my finals so it may be a while until I next update. The next chapter 



may either be really short or really long, depending on how much I 
can get done I guess, the fluff has ended for now and the story will 
be heading back into its combat phase.** 

**One more thing; if you're a werewolf fan or fan of wolves in 
general, MatrixDan wrote a story called "The Wolf of the North, " it 
has action, mystery, friendship and its all just very intriguing from 
my standing point, easy access for the story can be found via my 
favorite's account on my profile.** 


37. The Start of the End 

**Due to an intense new schedule and recent drama, my time on 
fanfiction will be shorter than before. I am sorry for the 
inconvenience but there's nothing I can do. I truly care about 
getting an education and I don't care how uncool that is, it's the 
only chance I have at getting a job back home and this is a great 
opportunity that I am not willing to pass up. Updates will be longer, 
I am sorry about this and I hope you understand, believe me, I've 
been waiting to do the Halo 3 Campaign for a while.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>The Start of the End<strong> 

**Shress POV** 

Michael pauses before the door and becomes as still as a statue. 

She walks up close to him and looks the Spartan over. 

In his armor with him not moving, he doesn't seem to be alive. The 
green armor and the feature less face plate gives nothing away. It is 
in moments like this that unnerves her sometimes, it reminds her of 
when she used to believe that the Spartans were emotionless 
monsters . 

She pushes this thought to the side, slightly chiding herself for 
forgetting who it is exactly that is under the armor. 

"Michael?" she asks as she steps up next to him as she stares down at 
him, "is there something wrong?" 

He doesn't move a muscle, but slowly he looks up at her as if seeing 
her for the first time. Then he reaches out his hand and takes hers 
with it. She squeezes in turn, giving a sign that she is 
listening . 

"I hate this," he says softly, forcing her to strain her hearing a 
bit . 

"Hate what?" she asks perplexed, they were just walking a moment 
ago . 

He squeezes her hand again. 

"This," he repeats again, "I hate it when we have to leave." 


Seeing her still puzzled face he jerks his head towards the 



portal . 


"Once we step through the door we can't be together," he says in a 
solemn voice, "it isn't unless we are alone can we be with one 
another, to feel, " he looks her square in the face, "or even just 
seeing each other without the image being obscured." 

She considers this before sighing as she sees the reasons to his 
displeasure. True most of the ship no doubt has heard the stories and 
the confirmation of their courting, but the prospect of being watched 
closely is a depressing one. 

Through the cycles she never really cared what people thought of her, 
a trait she learned soon enough when it became obvious nobody 
supports the idea of there being a female Zealot. However this is 
different, it's far more personal and it puts a certain light on her 
suitor. This is no longer about just her, but the one she loves as 
well, they are used to being stared at, but that was out of fear and 
weariness. Now it's as if the people's disapproval and stun emotions 
follows them around like a shroud that envelops them wherever 
possible . 

Her little play with Dinjit earlier was humorous when they made him 
uncomfortable and forced him to leave. Now though it isn't as funny 
seeing how that is likely to happen more often then they would 
like . 

With that in mind she responds to her suitor's troubles by moving her 
head closer to his helmet and speaking delicately. 

"I hate it as well," she admits, "but take heed Michael, we'll still 
be together anda€ i though I will miss the thrill provided by kissing," 
she feels heat rising to her face as she says so but ignores it, "at 
least we'll still be together." 

"Until you father stabs me, " Michael says in turn, earning an 
agitated huff from her and a friendly swat to his head. She hears a 
small chuckle and this pleases her for a moment before they become 
serious again. 

"Until next time then, " she says sadly as she releases his 
hand . 

Michael nods his head in answer. 

She then turns to open the door and hesitantly she keys the command 
and the portal unravels for them. 

The control room looks the same as the last time since the couple 
have been there. Multiple Sangheilis are working on consoles, guards 
standing close to the doors armed with a combination of firearms and 
energy pikes while on a raised platform in the middle of the room 
resides the most powerful people onboard the ship. 

Pacing around the podium is her father. Shipmaster Hath'ras, clearly 
in a stormy mood since he is clutching his energy sword in his 
hand . 

Watching him closely is his bond mate Mora who is standing beside 
herself, hands at her side, but with tense shoulders as if she is 



waiting for something bad to happen. 


The Arbiter is watching the Sangheili deck crew working, occasionally 
calling out to one of them and asking a question about the ship or 
for any news on other war fronts before allowing the crew member to 
return to his duty. 

Standing away from most of the commotion are the two human leaders. 
Johnson is standing with a hand carefully resting on his sidearm 
while his critical eyes observe the room, keeping an open mind to any 
and all possible threats. 

Commander Keyes on the other hand has her arms cross and wearing a 
neutral face save for a light frown that her mouth is set in. Out of 
everyone present, she seems to be the only one capable of keeping her 
composure . 

Shress nervously gulps before walking forward, Michael right next to 
her, making sure he is moving at the same pace as her. 

Almost as one, the leaders on the platform looks up and stares at the 
new arrivals . 

The Shipmaster looks away with a disgusted retching sound and returns 
to his earlier activity, noticeably holding his sword more tightly, 
threatening to activate it at a moment's notice. 

Mora on the other hand gives them both a small smile. Though it's 
barely noticeable, the small act nevertheless causes Shress' s hearts 
to ache a bit. Being back with her mother on speaking terms again 
fills Shress with content. Even if her relationship with her blood 
kin can be at times strenuous, it's a comfort knowing that she at 
least have one member of her family that cares for her. 

Johnson welcomes them with a smirk and a mischievous look in his 
eyes. Shress is still unsure if the man is purposely insulting them 
or if he simply sees the whole incident as amusing. Either way it's 
taking a lot of restraint for her not to growl a warning at 
him. 

Keyes looks as indifferent as ever. How she is able to remain calm 
throughout the recent madness is a mystery. 

The two of them reaches the podium and stood together, neither 
moving. Hesitantly, Mora steps towards the young couple with unsure 
steps and with a quick glance at Hath'ras. He doesn't object but 
Shress is sure she isn't exaggerating when she spies the look of 
malice in her father's eyes. 

She feels a snarl threatening to escape but she retains it for now. 
Shouting at one another won't change a thing, especially now that 
they have more important matters to be concerned about. 

Mora steps next to them and nods to them. Shress returns the gesture 
while Six remains still. 

"We are approaching the human world of Earth, " Mora tells them, "The 
Fleet of Sacred Consecration remains intact despite our warriors 
breaking away from them, so be ready for battle." 



Shress nods before answering, "I am always ready mother." 

Mora eyes her closely before looking at her suitor. 

"What of your own thoughts Spartan?" 

"Ma'am," he says as he stands up straighter, "I'm set." 

She blinks at him before glancing at Shress, "are you sure this is 
your suitor?" 

Shress couldn't help but grin, "indeed mother, this is a habit I have 
yet to break from him." 

Her mother in turn smirks at this when they notice that the human 
leaders are now approaching them. 

"Finally got sick of each other Six?" Johnson asks as he stands on 
the other side of the Spartan, "or are you merely binding your time 
until you two are alone again before returning to life?" 

For once, Shress agrees with the Sergeant. She understood the reason 
why her suitor must be prepared for a fight at a moment's notice, but 
he concerns her when he transforms himself into the likeness of a 
dispassionate being. 

Before Michael could reply, his Commander waves her hand, "later 
Johnson, " she orders, "we have more pressing matters to deal 
with . " 

At this the Spartan looks at Keyes before saying, "Commander, do we 
know Truth's exact destination?" 

"We do, " she answers with a nod of her head, "the Portal was 
uncovered in the vicinity of New Mombasa, close to the town of 
Voi." 

"Portal ma'am?" Michael asks as he looks at Shress. She in turn 
shakes her head, baffled as he is in what the female leader was 
talking about. 

"While the two of you were making fond memories, " Johnson says 
lightly, not noticing how Michael had stiffen at his words for 
reasons unknown to Shress, "we debriefed the head honcho over there, " 
he jerks his chin in the direction of Shress ' s father, "that Truth is 
heading to find another Forerunner object that will give him a one 
way ticket to the Ark." 

"The Ark?" Shress questions next. As a Zealot she knew the names of 
most Forerunner symbols, relics and titles but she has never heard of 
any such object being referred to as an Ark. 

"The humans, as well as the Arbiter, has informed us of it, " Mora 
explains to her daughter, "The Ark is a device that can activate all 
the Halo Rings in the galaxy." 

"If Truth gets a hold of it, then the whole flipping galaxy will blow 
like a pinnate, " Johnson finishes, for once his voice grave, "then 
it's game over," he looks between Shress and Michael, "for 
everyone . " 



Shress is momentarily speechless. She knew the power that a single 
Ring had and its destructive capabilities. To think of more than one 
going off and how that in turn will affect them alla€|it will destroy 
everything and everyone. What they are doing now, she, Michael and 
the rest of their species, will decide the fate for every living soul 
in the galaxy. 

Slowly and without thinking, her hand reaches out and grabs Michael ' s 
who squeezes it in light reassurance. She didn't care if people are 
watching, she just needed to know her Suitor is with her, that she 
isn't the only one suddenly feeling small and alone. 

Michael himself is silent for a few moments, probably processing the 
information before looking at Keyes again, "Ma'am, why didn't you 
tell us this earlier?" 

Finally the female's composure breaks as she scowls at the 
Spartan . 

"I was planning to Lieutenant," she all but growls out, "but you were 
a little preoccupied witha€ ! other things," she pauses and glances at 
Shress . 

The Zealot shifts from one foot to the other while looking at the 
floor, feeling mildly embarrassed. If Michael is feeling the same 
way, he doesn't show it. 

"Shipmaster, " one of the crew members calls out from his console, "we 
are approaching our destination." 

Hath'ras is still sporting a evil look, but he bobs his head in 
acknowledgment before barking out, "have everyone at their stations, 
alert the passengers and be prepared for battle!" 

There is a chorus of "Yes Shipmaster" before the deck becomes 
livelier as the crew rushes to fulfill the orders. 

The tension is contagious, it isn't long before the small group on 
the podium feel themselves loosening their own muscles while those 
who had weapons were running their hands on them for assurance that 
they are still there. 

Michael has released Shress ' s hand and begins flexing his fingers in 
anticipation for combat. He may be her loving suitor, but he was 
created for war. 

She follows his lead and readies herself. The last time she fought it 
was against the Flood, a terrifying experience that she doesn't wish 
to repeat again. 

Moments later there is a subtle jerk the ship makes before the ship 
returns to a normal speed. 

"We have arrived Shipmaster, " one of the crew members 
announces . 


Hath'ras merely nods in acknowledgment as he stops his pacing and 
gives the next order. 



"Raise the exterior blast shields." 

"Yes Shipmaster," came a reply from the mass of workers. 

A unit later, a large portion of the wall in front of the podium 
slowly retracts to reveal the vast galaxy before them while the 
energy shielding prevents them from flying out. The sight was 
beautiful yet terrible at the same time. 

In the sea of stars, laying directly before the Cruiser was a large 
green and blue orb shroudeded in dense cloud coverage. Shress 
observes the planet closely. This is her second time viewing the 
planet and it has not changed much, but for some odd reason she feels 
that it has. The man that she loves had originated from this world, 
this is where he is from. She doesn't feel a certain attachment 
towards it, just some form of acknowledgment. 

Her eyes are drawn away from Earth when she sees the bright color of 
plasma as it cut through the darkness. She then sees the raging 
battle that is taking place before them. Covenant ships are engaging 
with human vessels, dull grey steel clashing against brightly glowing 
hulls. Burning plasma torpedoes tore towards their human targets 
while great slabs of rounds slams against the shields of the 
Covenant's vessels. In the distance a great ball of fire erupted in 
space and consumed two Cruisers and a human spacecraft. The scene can 
only be described as pure insanity. 

"Well there's something you don't see every day," Johnson speaks 
up . 

Shress releases a sigh as she nods her head, "even during the battle 
for your planet of Reach, it wasn't this chaotic." 

Keyes then chose that time to step towards Hath'ras. 

"Shipmaster, " she says respectfully, "we need to make contact with 
our people now." 

Hath'ras gives her a brief glare before turning back to the 
crew . 

"Maintain a distance from the battle, " he instructs, "but be prepared 
to repel boarders and ready our weapons." 

There is another roar of acknowledgment before the Shipmaster 
addressed one crew member specifically. 

"Giltras, " he calls out, "search for a human signal and prepare a 
transmission. " 

The indicated Sangheili scowls at the instructions, but performs the 
action without complaint. When a Shipmaster gives an order it must be 
carried out, especially if they are on the Shipmaster's ship. 

While all this is happening, Johnson speaks up again. 

"Is it just me or is something missing," he asks as jerks his chin 
towards the fight, "or more specifically, someone?" 


It took Shress a unit to fully understand Johnson's words before she 



asks 


"You mean Truth?" 


"Right," the Sergeant confirms, "where's he at?" 

Keyes frowns to herself, "if he's not here then he must have already 
made landfall." 

"What about Chief?" Michael asks next, "it could be possible that he 
stopped him." 

"We can't take that chance," his Commander informs him, "even if 
Truth is dead we still need to make sure so that-" 

"Shipmaster," Giltras exclaims, "I've found a transmission but cannot 
access it . " 

Keyes turns her attention to Hath'ras and asks, "Do you have human 
decryption protocols?" 

Hath'ras rumbles deep in his throat but nods, irritated for reasons 
unknown to Shress. Especially since almost everybody knows that the 
Covenant, including the Sangheilis, have unlock the humans secret 
coding long ago. 

Keyes then turns towards Giltras and instructs, "Enter codes Alpha 
Oscar Tango zero-one-two-nine and request for a direct link to Cairo 
station . " 

The words sounded foreign, but Giltras types the commands into the 
console with a scowl on his face. Fighting alongside the humans was 
hard enough but taking orders from one is clearing pushing the 
limit . 

After what felt like a few seconds, the Elite turns and nods his 
head, "it is done shipmaster." 

Keyes looks to Hath'ras who gives her another scowl before gesturing 
to a console just off of the podium. Wasting no time, the human 
Commander quickly marches towards the monitor and looks it over, 
lightly frowning at the alien glyphs. 

Michael moves to stand behind her and begins pointing out various 
symbols, "Ma'am, if you click that glowing symbol-" 

Before he finishes speaking though, Keyes quickly moves her fingers 
in fast coordination, selecting various commands until the monitor 
turns a light blue as sign of activation. 

"I think I have the hang of it Lieutenant," she says over her 
shoulder with light amusement in her eyes. 

Michael is motionless for a moment before he nods his understanding. 
He turns back around and walks to his original position next to 
Shress . 

The female gives him a teasing grin before leaning down and 
whispering to him . 

"Fear not Spartan," she says soothingly, "I'm sure you have potential 
skills that will be helpful for other means." 



She isn't able to see his face, but when he shifted his weight from 

one foot to the other she knew her words had a great effect on him 

and causes her grin to grow into a wide smile. 

A snarl claims her attention and she turns to see her father is no 
more than a few steps away from her. 

He glares at her before growling, "Show some dignity before I have 
you removed from the deck. Zealot." 

Shress tries to control her anger, but this is different from all of 
her past rages that she had held towards her father. Now he is not 

only insulting her, but Michael as well. Her suitor may put up with 

the talk but she will have none of it. 

She has no time to retaliate though when a buzzing noise is sounded 
throughout the room before an artificial voice could be heard. 

"I repeat this is Cairo Station," the unknown voice declares, "who is 
using this broadcast signal?" 

Keyes touches one of the command buttons on the terminal and speaks 
into it. 

"This is Commander Miranda Keys, designation Alpha Zulu Two, we're 
inbound from slip space onboard a Sangheili Cruiser, do not shoot, 
confirm . " 

"Commander, did you just say you were on a Covenant Cruiser?" the 
voice asks in a loud disbelieving tone. 

"Sangheili," Keyes corrected, "there's no time for explanations 
Cairo, I need to talk to Lord Hood." 

"Lord Hood is busy ma'am," the person reports, "we have a battle to 
win and-" 

"Seaman, " she says in a threatening voice, "this is a priority and I 
demand to speak to Hood." 

The person sighs loudly before saying, "You need to come aboard then 
ma'am, he's got no time for comms, especially if there are enemy ears 
listening . " 

Shress wonders if the humans are worried about the Covenant 
overhearing their transmitted messages or if they are actually 
referring to the Sangheilis. 

Keyes accept the terms without question though. 

"Understood Cairo," she says, "Keyes out." 

Not too long afterwards, Keyes turns back to the Shipmaster and says, 
"Direct this ship to these new coordinates." 

* *Six POV** 


The ride within the Phantom was unnerving at best. The last time he 
rode in one was when it was full of bodies, his own body was beaten 



and bloodied with his only comfort being Shress as she piloted said 
Phantom . 


The dropship was design to carry a large number of troopers into 
battle, this gave the humans more than enough leg room. The Marines 
are jocked up again after a near day of rest though some are still 
traumatized and injured. Johnson stood next to them, improvised 
Needier pistol still in his hand as he kept a protective watch over 
what remains of his men, especially the ones who are still 
injured . 

Six is standing opposite of Johnson, positioned between Commander 
Keyes and Shress. The latter is flexing her talons as she cradles the 

Carbine in her hands, ready to fight again. Keyes has her arms 

folded, but has a plasma pistol holstered to her hip. 

Six for his part is armed with two plasma rifles that for the moment 
he keeps clipped to his belt. He remembered fighting onboard Cairo, 
the tight corners and enclosed spacing will make things difficult. He 

hopes the station is secured, but from past experiences he has 

learned that it's better to be safe than sorry. 

The ship suddenly banks to the right, causing some of the Marines to 
fall. 

Six easily steadies himself, but both Keyes and Shress were in danger 
of losing their footing. He shoots his arms out to either side of him 
and catches both women's arms. He holds on until a second passes and 
they are able to stand again. He releases Keyes, but holds on to 
Shress for a moment longer. He looks up at her and she looks down 
into his faceplate. He gives a light squeeze before releasing and she 
nods in response. 

Johnson curses loudly as he picks himself back up and shout towards 
the head of the ship. 

"Hey careful up there!" he yells. 

An enraged roar follows suit, but the pilot didn't come charging out 
as Six feared he would. 

There is the sound of metallic clings as tiny projectiles hits the 
outer hull of the ship. Six assumes its space debris and not the 
wreckage of a ship, specifically a UNSC vessel. 

This reminds Six of the other threat of being shot out of space by 
the Covenant. His only hope is that the Phantom will be too small of 
a target for Truth's fleet to consider attacking. He also needs to 
have faith that Shress ' s father will stand by his word and intervene 
in the fight. A few plasma torpedoes and other alien based weapons 
can easily help level the playing field in the human's 
favor . 

"Humans, " the pilots gruff voice calls out, "we have 
arrived . " 

Johnson grunts as he looks towards the others, "Surprised they didn't 
blow us into a billion pieces by now." 

"We informed them of our imminent arrival," Shress points out, "I am 



certain that is why they allowed us entry." 


"Yeah, but sometimes you'll get the unfortunate chance of being 
gunned down by a nervous moron manning the gun controls, " Johnson 
growls out, "that's probably the worst way to go, a squid shooting 
you in the front." 

Nobody chose to comment as they waited, either to be let into the 
hanger or be shot down, its hard to say. Finally after a few minutes 
there is a silent thump. 

A second later the doors on either sides of the craft opens to reveal 
the interior of Cairo station. 

The shining station was damaged the last time Six had seen it. Now 
it's a smoking wreckage that is barely staying afloat. 

Flames were everywhere, threatening to engulf the entire station. 
Every so often pieces of the station would rain from the ceiling, 
sparking wires and pieces of metal jutted from every angle of the 
room as if a giant bomb had gone off and sprayed the interior of the 
station with shrapnel. The lights are flicking, threatening to lose 
power while the deck crew runs back and forth, some with fire 
extinguishers and others rushing to carry out other important 
tasks . 

"And I thought our first welcome reception sucked, " Johnson mutters 
so that only Six could hear. 

The Spartan doesn't say anything, he was too preoccupied trying to 
figure out whether or not if the station is stabled enough to get off 
of . 

Keyes doesn't wait though. With little warning, she steps forward and 
jumps onto the deck before striding in the direction of the command 
center as if the chaos around her was a daily occurrence. 

Six quickly disembarks after her, but stops briefly to turn towards 
Johnson and Shress. 

"Sergeant," he says, "take these men to the med bay." 

Johnson quirks an eyebrow at this, "You sure that's a good idea? 
Taking the wounded out of a stable ship and putting them on one 
that ' s on fire?" 

The Spartan spreads his arms in slight exasperation, "I know that's 
not a good choice, but I don't think the Shipmaster wants us on his 
ship any longer than necessary." 

"Can't argue with that," Johnson mutters as he looks across the 
hanger and yells at some Navy men, "Hey! I need some help over 
here ! " 

Shress hops out of the ship and walks over to Six. 

"I know my father despises you my suitor," she says with a low growl, 
"but if we need to evacuate, then the transports can head towards his 
ship . " 



The Spartan nods in response, "Understood, it's just I do not wish to 
aggravate him any more than I already have." 

"This is a common occurrence, " she assures him, "or rather this is 
how he usually acts whenever I am concerned." 

Six casts her a side long glance, but her face doesn't show hurt from 
remembering such events. Should he be concerned or not? 

He unclips the plasma rifles from his sides and holds one in both 
hands before stating, "Let's get after the Commander, she may need 
you while speaking with Hood." 

Shress gives a sigh, but nods in affirmation as they move with haste 
after Keyes who has already left the hanger. 

"I am happy to be of assistance in securing an alliance," she says as 
they run, "but I do not believe I am fit for a role of a 
diplomat . " 

"We just have to adapt," Six answers, "I've been nothing but a 
soldier all my life, " he looks in her direction and catches her eye, 
"now I need to teach myself how to be a dutiful suitor for 
you . " 

Shress snorts, "my, that task does sound daunting." 

"You help make it better though, " he easily responds, causing her to 
nearly trip but catching her footing at the last moment. 

They reach the doors and it opens to reveal the corridor in complete 
disarray. The interior shell of the station is falling to pieces 
while trash and rubbish litters the floor. Personnel were running 
back and forth the long hallway, some limping, some jogging and every 
so often a pair will come racing by while carrying a third in their 
arms . 

"This isn't good," Six says out loud. 

"Hopefully my father's intervention will help," Shress says in a 
reassuring voice, "once all our forces are here, I am sure we will be 
victorious . " 

"Yes, " Six says in return, "but how much time will we have 
left?" 

Before Shress could answer. Six jogs forward. 

"We need to get to the bridge, " was all he said as he led the way 
with Shress following. 

The trip wasn't too long, a few twists around the corners, up a pair 
of stairs and through a few security doors. The crew members would 
usually stop and jump out of the way as they watch a Spartan and a 
Sangheili Zealot run pass them with looks of pure surprise on their 
faces. Six probably would have made it to the deck if he had sprinter 
the rest of the way, but he slowed considerably so that he wouldn't 
lose Shress. She already looks as if she was tiring from the run, but 
finally they made it before the doors of the control center. Six 
quickly opens the door by slamming his fist against the controls and 



a moment later the barrier falls away. 


Nearly a week ago the control center was the place where Six, Master 
Chief and Sergeant Johnson were awarded for their actions on Reach 
and Halo. Now it was on the verge of total destruction. All the 
consoles were being manned, but the attendants were covered in soot 
and a handful were bandaged. The upper decks have been cleared out, 
but smoke was rising from those areas, hopefully the ventilation 
system is still working. The giant window towards the back has cracks 
all over its surface, but they are still able to see the space battle 
that is still being fought outside Standing on the pedestal in front 
of the main computer is Lord Hood and Commander Keyes, arguing 
judging by the movement of their hands. 

Six and Shress moves forward, thousands of shards cracking under 
their weight as they walked through the wreckage to reach the 
commanding officers. 

As they pass, the human's worker would pause and gawk at the new 
arrival as they look among themselves, wondering if they are seeing 
the same thing. Some look like they wanted to call security, but why 
would they considering a Spartan is walking by the alien with no 
threatening signs being made towards the other? 

Six and Shress were only a few feet away when they hear the dispute 
that is currently taking place. 

"-no time for this Commander!" Hood states loudly, the first time Six 
had seen the Admiral losing control of his temper, "I need all 
available forces to muster here before I can do anything else." 

"But sir, " Keyes says in turn, "this could be our only chance, at 
taking out the Covenant and securing an alliance with the 
Sangheilis-" 

"Do you truly believe humanity is, at the moment, ready to receive 
any alien race's help, especially now that Earth is in danger of-" 
Hood cuts himself off when he finally notices Six standing before 
him, as well as Shress for that matter. 

Hood's eyes harden a bit, but he stands up respectfully while 
breathing slowly and evenly. His white uniform has been dirtied from 
the conflict and the weariness of his face suggests he hadn't 
received any proper sleep in probably days. Despite his advance age, 
it's at moments like these that Six respects the Admiral, he truly is 
committed to the safe keeping of humanity. 

"Lieutenant," he finally breathes out in a strained voice. 

"Lord Hood sir, " Six nods, deciding saluting on the battlefront 
wasn't an ideal place for formalities before he gestures towards 
Shress, "this is Zealot class Shress La'vdam, daughter of one of the 
Shipmasters within Sangheili fleet that has recently 
arrived . " 

Hood's eyes widen in surprise, whether it was because of how 
important Shress is, being introduced to Shress, or the act that she 
is a woman is unknown to Six. Still he shakes it off before facing 
Shress himself and looks her up and down, probably trying to find 
signs that she indeed was a female. 



That last thought causes Six's mouth to curl into a brief frown. He 
knows Hood isn't interested in Shress, but that doesn't halt the 
possessive emotion he is feeling riling within him as well as the 
urge to protect her virtue from prying eyes. An obligation he taken 
upon himself since he now sees himself responsible for Shress ' s 
care . 

" ZealotaC | La ' vdam, " Hood says hesitantly, never before having to 
address an alien civilly before, "I mean no disrespect, but I wish we 
could have met under better circumstances." 

The floor trembles before a massive explosion is heard somewhere 
beneath their feet. 

"As do I," Shress admits, "but for now, let us agree to assist one 
another, when the Covenant have been dealt with then we shall allow 
the politics to argue." 

Hood eyes her carefully before giving a small chuckle. 

"Finally someone who is speaking sense, " his face becomes solemn 
though as he turns back to Keyes, "Commander I understand how 
important this could be-" 

"Could be sir?" Keyes asks. 

The Admiral gives an exasperated sigh, "Keyes, I cannot spare the 
resources for a ground campaign, I need everyone in this 
fight . " 

"With all due respect sir, " Keyes says in an equally strained voice, 
"if we don't stop Truth, then this fight won't matter." 

"You're seeing things differently Commander," Hood responds, "our two 
tasks are one and the same; by defending Earth from the Covenant, 
we'll deny Truth thisaC | portal , to the Ark-" 

"He doesn't need his fleet sir," Keyes interrupts, "he just needs his 
ship alone to activate the portal and from there he'll head to the 
Ark, and if the reports are correct. Truth has already landed on 
Earth . " 

Hood's face has become more haggard in less than a minute as he 
thinks through the situation. Six himself has a slight feeling of 
vertigo and it wasn't because he was in space. Truth is already a 
step ahead of them, this might be their one last chance of hitting 
him before he gets to the Ark. 

Finally Hood sighs as he nods. 

"Fine Commander, but this won't be easy," with that he turns to a 
console besides him and starts typing on it. 

"You're objective Commander is to set up a forward operating base on 
the continent of Africa," he instructs Keyes, "while I'll provide air 
support, we still need men on the ground should things go 
wrong . " 


"Yes sir, " Keyes agrees 


"We'll get it done." 



Hood is quiet before he glances at Shress. 

"This plan can only work if you're people assist us with destroying 
the fleet," he informs her, "otherwise we won't be able to break a 
large enough force away to attack Truth." 

Shress growls, not in annoyance, but in determination as a bright 
spark comes to life in her eyes. Her will to fight seems even 
stronger since their time on Reach. 

"It shall be done," she says with a bowed head as she makes a fist 
and holds it against her chest in a respectful way. 

Hood doesn't say a thing, but the look in his eyes could be 
translated to being that of relief. 

He then looks at Six. 

"Accompany the Commander Spartan, " he orders, "should there be a 
problem, you fix it, clear?" 

Six nods his head immediately, "Understood sir." 

Hood looks between the three of them; Keyes, Six and Shress before 
saying, "This plan is sketchy and I'm not all too convinced that we 
can win this one." 

Six then speaks for all of them, "Perhaps sir, but we are still 
willing to try." 

Hood gives a small smile, "Excellent enthusiasm Lieutenant, but I 
must admit, I would feel more confident if we had another Spartan in 
our ranks . " 

He looks squarely at Keyes next, "We received a weak transmission 
from the Master Chief not too long after your arrival Commander, and 
I suspect he will require exfil." 

Keyes quirks a brow, but nods her understanding nonetheless. By this 
point, it seems the Chief never ceases to amaze people. Even Six was 
doubtful if the Chief could survive on his own onboard Covenant 
vessel. Then again the Spartan III survived on a dying planet against 
a horde of Covenant soldiers so he shouldn't be too surprised. 

"Do you know of his current location sir?" Keyes asks. 

"I'll transmit it to your new ship," Hood says as he types in 
additional information, "the _Forward unto Dawn_ is attached to the 
station. I'll loan it to you for now Commander. I suggest you make 
haste to the surface, find the Master Chief and get in position for 
the attack, we're now on a schedule." 

Keyes gives him a nod, "Very well sir. I'll speak to you 
momentarily," she then turns to Six, "Let's make our way to the 
hanger Lieutenant . " 

Before the Spartan could reply, Shress steps into the 
conversation . 



"With all due respect ma'am," she says with a bowed head, "I request 
to accompany you to the surface." 

Keyes pauses and brow bunches up in deep thought before she looks 
back to the female. 

"I'm not sure if that will be wise Zealot," she says with authority 
in her voice, "We cannot risk your emotions, " she pauses to look 
between her and Six, "either of your emotions, to get in the way of 
the mission . " 

Shress looks up with agitation in her eyes as she speaks 
again . 

"Commander I do not wish to come just so that I can be with my 
suitor, " she says in a fiery tone, "but because Truth has wronged our 
people, one of my people should be there to witness his downfall, to 
remember his death. I assure you this will help the alliance." 

Keyes thinks this over, but a moment later another explosion shakes 
the station, causing more pieces of the ceiling to break free and to 
fall. They crouch and waited until it ended a minute later. 

Right after Keyes stands up and fast marches towards the doors, 
"Fine," she says, "let's just go." 

Six and Shress looks briefly at one another and smile before moving 
to following the Commander. 

"Wait . " 

They pause and turn to face Lord Hood as he looks amongst them with 
confusion evident on his face. 

"Commander," he says carefully, "what did you mean bya€ | 'either of 
their emotions' hindering the mission?" he questions as he looks at 
Shress, "and who were you referring to as your suitor?" 

Both the Sangheili and superhuman feel their faces flush while the 
Commander covers her own face with a hand and shakes her head in 
agitation before looking back up at the Admiral. 

"I'm sorry sir. I'll explain later, but right now we need to leave," 
and with that she turns around and strides out of the room, with Six 
and Shress following close behind. 

As soon as the door shut behind them, Keyes turned on her heel and 
gave the couple a seething glare. 

"And when I said I'll explain I mean you will explain," She hisses at 
them through clench teeth, "because I for one am still trying to 
figure out your whole relationship myself." As soon as she finishes 
she walks towards the hanger, leaving behind two extremely 
embarrassed soldiers. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The <em>Dawn<em> was in mostly good condition. The station has 
been taking a blunt of the beating and the hull has shielded the 
FrigateaC | most ly . 



The ship's crew number barely met the minim requirement, but seeing 
how they only needed to get to earth and not deep space then it 
didn't matter. At the moment it is being loaded with extra gear and 
munitions. All of which were being overseen by Noble Six. 

So far the deck crew appears to know what they are doing, so for the 
most part the Spartan kept watch in silence. He has discarded the 
alien weapons he had obtained earlier and instead loaded himself out 
with a Shotgun and assault rifle with the latter being attached to 
his back. 

Every so often the station would shake violently before stabilizing 
again. Six knew he shouldn't be thinking it, but sometimes he wishes 
that the Covenant would try and invade the station so that he could 
kill them. There was nothing more frustrating for a Spartan than to 
be stuck in a ship when there's a fight happening. 

"its nice we got a new set of wheels, " Six turns to see Johnson 
walking up to him, wearing new Marine combat armor and armed with a 
battle rifle in hand, "I'll take it that we have a job?" 

Six nods before saying, "Sergeant, you should rest, be ready for the 
next assault . " 

"Well from my position Six the next assault is ready, " Johnson 
comments as he looks around at the rushing UNSC forces, "besides, 

I've been resting on your girlfriend's ship long enough to want to 
get back into the action." 

Six has learned long ago that there was no point in trying to win an 
argument with Johnson so he remains silent. The Sergeant does look 
ready to go, there's even a spark in his eye as he watches the Navy 
personal work. He may not be young, but Johnson seems to be always 
ready for the fight. 

"So where's your girl?" Johnson asks light heartedly as he stands 
next to the Spartan. 

Six shakes his head in reply, "Don't say that in front of her 
Johnson . " 

Instead of being intimidated the Sergeant smirks at Six, "having 
trouble finding out who's the dominant one is in this 
relationship? " 

Six just about feels his mind go blank and hands nearly crushing the 
weapon in his hand at the Sergeants words. 

He was more surprised than angry at the question if he had to be 
honest. He had heard this term being used among human couples but he 
never thought he and Shress would be included within 
sucha€ | classification . He has nothing but love and respect towards 
the Sangehili female, she is the most wonderful person to have ever 
become apart of his life. However, in the face of the logic that she 
is taller and possibly stronger than he is, then by all means she 
would be considered the dominant one of their relationship. 

He is now hoping that the word "dominant" have some different meaning 
than what he is thinking of. 



"Well," Johnson says as he lightly jabs his elbow against Six's alloy 
covered ribs, "I'm going to take this prolong silence as reassurance 
that you and her are still working out that small little 
detail . " 

Finally Six decides that he is angry and turns to the Sergeant to 
tell him so. 

He is interrupted though when he hears the loud footsteps coming up 
behind him and he turns to see Shress and the Arbiter walking up to 
them . 

The Spartan is surprised with the male Sangheili's appearance and 
looks to Shress for answers. However her face is set in a scowl and 
he wonders who it is that she is angry at this time. 

The aliens stops before them and the Arbiter looks at the Spartan. He 
eyes the metallic soldier before dipping his head in respect and 
says, "Spartan Six." 

"Arbiter, " Six nods back, "and its Noble Six, you can just call me 
Six if you wish." 

The Sangheili snorts at this before moving his eyes towards 
Johnson . 

"Not yet weary of the fight human?" the Spartan is caught off guard 
when he hears the small amount of respect that was present in the 
tone . 

Johnson for his part flashes his usual grin as he pulls the bolt back 
on his rifle. 

"You kidding? It's going to take more than a bunch of mutated freaks 
to kill me." 

Six easily sees the confusion and light concern in the Arbiter's 
expression before the confusion clears off, clear sign that he too 
has spent much time around Johnson. 

The Spartan then turns his attention towards Shress who has stood off 
to the side with an evident frown on her face as her fangs grinds 
against each other in obvious agitation. He remembers how months ago 
he would have stayed clear of her, but now as her suitor he can help 
her without the threat of being harmed. 

Or so he hopes. 

He takes a few steps up towards her and she turns towards him. She 
stopped rubbing her teeth together, but the dark look in her eyes 
still remains. 

Six has a good idea what is wrong, but he decides to let Shress tell 
him, hopefully this will help her to displace some of her 
hostility . 

"What's wrong?" he asks her in a soft voice. 


She briefly looks away from him and eyes both the Arbiter and 



Johnson . 


Surprisingly, Johnson grabs the Arbiter's chest plate and pulls him 
away from her and Six. Arbiter is caught off guard and is forced to 
follow Johnson as he tries to regain his footing. 

"Come on Arby, " the Sergeant says, "I'm sure Keyes would like to 
continue your peace and rainbow talks." 

"What?" Arbiter demands as he finally stands up straight and glares 
down at the small human. 

It doesn't worry Johnson in the least as he continues to walk along 
and waving for the Sangheili to come after him, "just follow me and I 
promise to teach you how to read between the lines." 

Six wonders if Johnson knows what he is getting himself into and 
makes a mental note to keep the man away from any future peace talks. 
Unless the Sangheili wishes to know about human humor or sarcasm, 
then they shouldn't be anywhere near Johnson. 

He returns his attention back to Shress who was watching after the 
departing party with confusion in her eyes as well. Her stormy 
attitude disappears momentarily as she looks to Six. 

"Do I even wish to know what the Sergeant meant by 'reading between 
the lines?'" she asks the Spartan. 

Six in turn shrugs his shoulders in response as he admits with, 
"probably not . " 

She makes a noise in her throat before looking away from him, the 
agitation returning to her form once again. Six waits a moment before 
asking his question. 

"Shress, " he says softly despite the destruction going on around 
them, "what's wrong?" 

The female is silent, but only a moment before she finally 
relents . 

"I was contacted by my parents," she begin to examine her Carbine 
rifle with mild interest, "they do not approve of me accompanying you 
to the surface, they believe it would be better if I return to the 
ship with them." 

Six isn't too surprise, except for when Shress mentioned her mother. 
He had thought they had some sort of agreement with one another about 
Shress and her decision. After a second though, he wave that away, 
maybe she is just being a concerned mother and believe space would be 
safer than being on a planet full of hostile aliens. 

"Didn't you tell them you're wishing to better the alliance by doing 
this?" he asks, but regrets it when Shress glares at him. 

"Of course I did, " she growls, "but they do not believe me, " she 
glances away from him, "after all this time they believe me to start 
acting like a love sick fool and not a dedicated warrior." 

Six is silent before finally speaking, "Wella€|we wereaC | in a 



waya€ | " 


She swings her head around to stare directly at him with livid 
eyes . 

"We were what?" she all but spits out. 

Knowing he is treading on dangerous grounds, he chooses his next few 
words carefully. 

"Back on the Prowler, " he answers, "for those first few days we 
allowed ourselves toa€ | indulge in one another." 

She doesn't reply, but he can tell by her shifting eyes and sudden 
twitch that he has embarrassed her. Though not what he originally 
wanted, he still uses this to his advantage as he takes a step 
forward so that he is closer to her. 

"I think we proven when to bea€ | 'love sick fools'" he says in a 
serious tone, "and when to be soldiers, " he reaches out and places 
his gauntlet on her arm, "we can be both." 

She is quiet as she looks into his faceplate. 

"Can we?" she asks, her past anger gone, but now filled with 
anxiousness, "as far as I knowa€|this has never existed before, two 
warriors engaged in courtship while in battle." 

Six doesn't hesitate as he squares his shoulders with resolve. 

"Yes I do, " he says confidently before an invisible smile appears on 
his lips, "need I remind you we were courting even before our species 
were allies? We were still enemy soldiers towards one another yet 
that didn't stop us, what is to stop us this time?" 

She releases a little chortle despite herself, but there is some 
doubt in her eyes as she continues to speak. 

"Yes Michael buta€ i " 

"But what?" Six asks curiously. 

She sighs as she apparently forces herself to finish. 

"My father told me love cannot survive in war, " she keeps her gaze 
set solely on him, "and I fear that he is correct, " she reaches out 
and touches his shoulder in turn. 

"I worry about you Michael" she admits, "and I know you worry about 
mea€ | we cannot function like this, not here," she lowers her eyes, "I 
don't know what I will do if I lose you." 

Six is filled with a flash of passion and he surprises even himself 
as places the shotgun on his back and reach for Shress. Both his 
hands grabs her on either side of her face and gently lift her head 
up so that they are looking back into each other eyes. 

Her silver ones look misty and there is even a hint of despair within 
them. This hurt him to his core. 



"Shress, " he says calmly, "I swear to you, when this is over, we'll 
make this work, " he says with confidence as his thumbs begins to 
brush her cheeks . 

Shress sighs and asks, "How Michael? My parents, my people, they will 
not stand for this union. And your people seems to be against it as 
well." 

Six nods, deciding not to hide the truth, "Perhaps, but that won't 
stop me," he then declares, "When this is over. I'll find a way for 
us to be together." 

"And if we die?" she asks, "if Truth succeeds? What will happened 
then? " 

He tighten his grip on her and leans forward some more. He wishes 
more than ever now that he could remove his helmet so that he can 
kiss her, but knows that wouldn't be the wisest thing to do. Instead, 
he'll just tell her. 

"Then we'll die," answers bluntly, "together," he finishes, "no 
matter what, I'm never leaving you." 

They remain standing, staring into one another's eyes, both too 
intent on the other to think of much else. They are in love, but now 
this has broken down another barrier. They have chosen to devote 
their very selves to each other. Shress has given up everything; her 
home, her honor and her family to be with him. Six has in turn defied 
protocols, broken rules and risked his life on many accounts to save 
hers. They are committed to one another and they are determine not to 
let each other go. 

However, they are forced to when Six hears a voice in his ear. 

"Come in Noble Six," comes the voice of Commander Keyes. 

This single moment was the most precious thing the Spartan has ever 
been exposed to, but he gives a long and disappointed sigh when he 
lets go of Shress and touches his comm link. 

"Yes Commander?" he asks. 

"The _Dawn_ is ready, " she informs him, "however I need you, Johnson, 
and La'vdam in some Pelicans and lead a Marine task force on 
Earth . " 

Six is briefly puzzled by this, "objective Commander?" 

"We're picking up a weak signal originating in Africa not too far 
from Truth's landing zone," Keyes explains, "IFF tags signal belongs 
to the Chief. Find him and get him back ASAP." 

Six nods even though Keyes couldn't see him, "Yes ma'am, we're on 

it . " 

"Good luck Noble, rendezvous at the Crow's Nest, an old outpost where 
we will be setting up for the offensive." 

"Copy Commander, we won't fail," 
voice . 


Six says in his Spartan 



"Good luck Six anda€ i " 


"Yes Commander?" Six asks. 

Finally there is an explosive sigh before Keyes says, "Just stay 
focus down there Lieutenant," with that said she signs off. 

Six is more than happy now that all Spartans wear helmets, it keeps 
people from staring at the mortification that is showing on his face. 
Never in his life would he ever thought he would have this kind of a 
problem with his commanding officers. 

Then again he never imagine having a Sangheili lover either. 

"What is it Michael?" Shress as she lays a hand on his shoulder, 
oblivious to his tortured pride. 

After steeling himself a bit he looks over his shoulder and back at 
Shress . 

"Do you remember the Master Chief?" he questions her, "the other 
Spartan that the Gravemind was holding alongside us?" 

She nods while her mandibles shudders with the discomforting reminder 
of the alien creature. 

"We think we found him, " he informs her, "he must have escaped 
Truth's ship before they landed. We need him back for the coming 
assault . " 

"You have no confidence in your fighting prowess?" she asks lightly 
in a teasing manner. 

"I do," he reassures her, "but from my experience, the more Spartans, 
the more impossible things we can overcome." 

Shress accepts those words and made to move to the ship when Six 
suddenly reaches out and grabs her arm. 

"Shress," he says, "one more thing." 

She looks back at him when he removes the items from his belt, items 
she had not noticed before now. 

Her eyes widen and her mandibles spread wide open in astonishment at 
what Six was holding up; her twin energy swords. 

Slowly, she reaches out and tentatively takes them in hand, being 
very careful as if blades the were fragile. When they are 
deactivated, the swords are nothing more than handles, but these ones 
are engrave with ancient runes that Six couldn't read. He had quickly 
rubbed them down with a rag, they weren't shinning, but at least they 
were clean. 

His only concerned though was that they still worked, he had no idea 
if they were like vehicles and needed to be maintained. That worry 
was eliminated when Shress activated one of the swords and it sparked 
to life. The pulsing plasma was as bright and dazzling as ever and 
though Six has seen Shress with it multiple times, the blue aura the 



swords were emitting painted her face in a shade of blue and her 
silver eyes look more beautiful than ever before. 


Shress for her part kept staring at the weapons in wonder before she 
eventually deactivates it and looks back at Six, eyes now clearly 
watering. The Spartan is a bit surprised by this, he knew the swords 
were special to Shress but he didn't think they were that 
special . 

"You kept them?" she all but whispers. 

Six nods, "I told you I would," he says reassuringly, "I hid them in 
my room and was planning on giving them back to you earlier, 
buta€|that was when you werea€ i werea€ i " 

He couldn't finish, remembering that horrible event when she was 
taken, when he found her cell splattered with blood and the emptiness 
that filled his life was unbearable and he didn't want to relive it 
ever again. 

Noticing his sudden distress, Shress clips the swords to her belt 
before hugging the Spartan who returns the show if affection. On 
certain days he appreciated his armor and cared for it as if it was 
his very skin, but now he wished he didn't have it for it is 
preventing him from feeling the full warmth of Shress ' s 
affection . 

"It is alright Michael," she tells him soothingly, "I am safe." 

"I know," he responds in an equally quite voice, "I justa€ | I want to 
be there for you, make sure you're never taken again." 

She gives a small purr before pulling away and giving him a stern, 
yet playful look. 

"Remember Michael," she says in a stronger voice, "I am still a 
warrior . " 

Six nods, "Of course-" 

"Hey! " 

The two instantly backs away from another while putting their hands 
on their weapons, ready for trouble. However their brief composure is 
replaced with annoyance when they see that it was Johnson who 
shouted. The Sergeant had his hands on his hips and is standing on 
the threshold to the Frigate's main bay. 

When he saw he has their attention, he yells again. 

"Keep it PG!" he berates them, "you're traumatizing the kids!" he 
finishes by pointing to some Navy men who were gawking at both Six 
and Shress with huge eyes and open mouths, no doubt having seen the 
two of them sharing their intimate moments. 

The Spartan isn't sure if he would marked this as the best day of his 
life, or his worst. Shress however still had her hands on her swords 
and was staring daggers in the Sergeant's direction. Just like her 
father, she looks ready to murder. 



"Come on!" Johnson says as he gestures for them to join him, "We've 
got a bonehead to rescue." 

~k ~k ~k 

><p><strong>As I said earlier I will be busy so updates will be slow. 
Below are stories that I enjoy and thought you might come to like as 
well, most of which can be found in my favorite story's list on my 
profile . <strong> 

**Author: Sabere Commander** 

**He has written a lot of stories that I have come to enjoy and 
appreciate, there's too many to name off so please just check what he 
has to offer, he has stories about Alpha and Omega, Slender, Call of 
Duty, Dragon Ball Z, Resident Evil, Assassin's Creed, Rosario + 
Vampire, Minecraft, Naruto, Bleach, Red vs. Blue, and Ghost Rider. I 
highly recommend him for keeping characters in character, plot drama 
and making the whole story line enjoyable. Genres ranges from romance 
to adventure ** 

**"The Specter" (Game: Halo) by "Preacher of Kepler-1975"** 

**Set in a slightly canon universe, the story follows the adventures 
of a human super soldier and an adopted young Sangehili. The story 
gives their origins, how the human has somehow obtain his abilities 
without augmentations and his brief military training (which I find 
incredible and greatly similar to most military novels I have read) 
and life after that lead him to become the Specter. The Preacher is a 
young Sangheili's whose life have already been chosen for him before 
the Covenant destroys all that he knows. They are outcasts of their 
people, but now they are together as they forge their own 
destinies . * * 

**"The Chosen One," (Misc.: Mythology) by "Scottish 
Noble"** 

**Nothing interesting ever happens to Morrison who is a young man 
starting to live his life. However what he didn't expect is be caught 
in the middle of a secret war between the forces of order and evil. 

He is forced to change in order to survive, but when his friends now 
consider him a monster can he change back? Does he even have a choice 
or is everything he ever knew destine to be burned to the 
ground? * * 

* * " N o Longer Lost To Light" (Game: Destiny) by " ILOV3BUTT3R" * * 

**The impossible is done. Crota is no more, but was a fireteam's 
sacrifice worth it? Only time will tell as the lone survivor tries to 
adjust to the new world he is faced with. As a new threat looms on 
the horizon, the few remaining warriors of Light must ready 
themselves for the oncoming storm. Things look bleak for the last 
member of Fireteam Excalibur, but perhaps a certain ex-guardian can 
be of assistance...? (Eris Morn/OC content)** 

**"Blood Moon Rising" (Movie: Balto) by "Krampus the Dark"** 

**AU: The cure run isn't made till in the 1940 's and in that time a 
young soldier returns home from the War, wounded and cursed. By day 
he is a respected war veteran, by night his curse transforms him into 



a werewolf. Hoping to find solitude, he moves to Nome where he 
encounters wolves, dogs and a half-breed whose destiny has yet to be 
revealed. As he tries to adjust, he makes friends and further down 
the road, will he even have the chance to find love?** 

** (Brief prologue author wrote) I awoke from my cot when I head 
shells falling. I fell off the cot when a small tremor from what I 
can assume was a shell shook the earth. "GET YOUR A*** IN GEAR MEN!" 

I head the general yelled. I quickly ran to my stuff and geared up. 
Within minutes I was dressed and ready for action, as I stepped out 
of the tent I was thrown a few feet away by a powerful force. As I 
looked up I saw that not too far away from the place I was standing 
was a smoking crater. I soon got up and ran to my platoon, we all ran 
to the front. My friend James fell as we began to run. His head was 
burst open and a look of fear and shock adorned his ruined face. I 
ran to the trench and set up and waited for the Jerry's to 
come . * * 

**Author "MatrixDan" * * 

**Halo: The Secret Soldier** 

**Set along the timeline of Halo 4, the story follows Dimitri, an ONI 
secret Spartan that has been trained in both the Spartan II and III 
program, making him an advance and dangerous advisory despite the 
years of neglect and somewhat mental trauma. Along with his AI, he 
now helps defend humanity from a threat greater than the Covenant but 
along the way will he experience the strange emotion known as love? 
And what if these feelings are being caused by someone who isn't 
human? (Spartan x Sangheili)** 

**The Wolf of the North (Movie: Alpha & Omega)** 

* * A State Trooper was content with his job of helping people while 
enjoying the beauty of nature until the incident. Forced to watch his 
friends die, his faithful k9 partner sacrificing himself to save his 
master and being mauled by a unknown beast has scarred the man. 
However when that scar proves to be curse and cause him to change 
into a wolf at night, what will he do now? Will he live as a wolf or 
is he still a man? Or will the work of a madman decide that for 
him?** 


**Inuyasha: An Unexpected Adventure (Anime Inuyasha & Renkin 3-kyuu 
Magical ? Pokahn/ eCEiei ' iVJ'g ' s a * 3 4a • ~a • < a, < ilaYa -tea • < ikiza, ") * * 

**Just your average day for Inuyasha, or that's what he thought it 
was going to be... Follow him on his journey through Feudal Japan as 
he is accompanied by 4, strange, and unusual princesses, and 2 
complete strangers. What wonders will they face during their journey 
together? *Some characters may not be listed, but are in the 
story*** 

**0n a minor note, I like this new song that I've heard recently: 
"What love looks like," by "Among the Thirsty"** 


38. Nightmares in the Jungle 


**Alright first off sorry for long wait, had computer difficulties 
and unfortunately despite the semester almost over I need to get a 



job so updates will be slower and there is some personal family 
matters that needs to be taken care of, sorry for the inconvenience 
and I hope you enjoy.** 

**Also, I'm not sure if this can ever be publish into a book seeing 
how I need to get permission from the real Halo owners and this 
completely changes the whole storyline in contrast to the Halo novels 
already written soa€| ** 

**Lastly, apologies if any of the canon characters seems to be OCC, 
been a while since I last played the game and so little time for 
watching videos. I also cut the level short a little due to the small 
amount of time I have.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Nightmares in the Jungle<strong> 

**Shress POV** 

Cautiously the Zealot brushes the giant leaf out of her way as she 
peers in front of her. Nothing but vegetation as far as she can see, 
but looks can be deceiving. She takes a whiff of the air but doesn't 
detect anything, no stench from Jiralhanae or any other Covenant 
species. Just the natural fragrance of the giant forest. However not 
too far ahead she catches the hint of burning metal and smoke. 

She looks behind her and at the small human squadron that is 
following her, awaiting for her next command. She jerks her head in 
the direction where the burning smell is originating from, a silent 
order for them to move forward. 

The humans hesitate though before tentatively one of them, the 
Corporal if she remembers correctly, slowly moves past her and into 
the open. He looks around and after deducing that there is no threat, 
he turns back and waves his comrades to follow. 

The small team of Marines then move forward with some determination 
in their steps, but still wearily looking around them. Some even 
glancing in her direction every few moments. 

Shress restrains a snarl at the action. Surely they should know their 
commanders wouldn't have put her in charge of them if she was 
ultimately planning their demise. 

She makes to follow them when the odd communication device that was 
placed inside her helmet buzzes to life. 

"This is Johnson, " the familiar voice reports, "we found the site, 
securing the area, over." 

Shress feels a small bit of reassurance take hold upon hearing these 
words. Finally after countless units they finally found the Spartan. 
They haven't run into any trouble yet, but she has an ominous feeling 
that it all could change at a moment's notice. 

Touching the side of her helm as she was instructed to do earlier she 
gives a reply. 


"Acknowledge, " she says 


"we are approaching from the east." 



"Copy that," Johnson answers, "Six and Arbiter shouldn't be too far 
way either, see you soon." 

With that the static ended and she looks up to see the Marines eyeing 
her closely. Waiting for orders or waiting for an attack she doesn't 
know . 

Taking the initiative, she raises her Carbine and proceeds forward, 
stopping when she comes close to the Corporal, the one the humans 
seem to trust. 

He is almost tall enough to reach her shoulder, but he still had to 
tilt his head back a little so he could look at her face. She could 
clearly see his nervousness when she got within a foot of him, but 
she pays that no heed before she speaks. 

"The rest of the recon party has confirm the Spartan is at that 
location, " she jerks her head in the direction of the smoke, "proceed 
forward . " 

The man gulps before looking at his fellow warriors and makes a 
single hand gesture. The group in turn slowly moves while crouching 
low under the tall vegetation, taking care to ensure that they remain 
in formation. Shress tries to copy them, but even when she stoops 
down her frame is still too large and too dark to allow her to hide 
within the foliage. 

Before she could curse her luck though a new scent enters her muzzle 
and she stops dead. 

She twists her head around and looks behind her, towards the area 
they have just left. She takes another long whiff before releasing a 
hiss of disdain. There is no questioning it now, the wind is carrying 
the fragments of the Jiralhanae, no doubt leading groups of Covenant 
soldiers towards them. The Brute's sense of smell isn't as powerful 
as a Sangheili's, but it will not take them long to find the human's 
stench and hone in on their location. 

Shress turns back to her Marines who have paused once again upon 
hearing her angry noise of disgust. One of them even had the nerve to 
lower her rifle a bit and point it in the Zealot's general 
direction . 

She decides to look pass this offense though as seeing there are more 
pressing matters at hand. 

"The Covenant is behind us, " she whispers to them. She can their eyes 
widening in surprise while others still hold her under suspicious 
gazes . 

Resisting the urge to roar at their undignified open show of doubt 
she explains, "I can smell them, they aren't far so we must 
hurry . " 

There is a moment of silence before the Corporal then speaks. 

"You heard the lady," he says silently, "let's hustle." 


With that they continue onward, but this time with more swiftness. 



Shress is a bit baffled at why they suddenly acknowledge her as a 
female, but saves it for later as they are already on the move 
again . 

She follows after them, but as she does so she activates her 
camouflage and soon her form blends into the surroundings. She didn't 
wish to use it before and risk the Marines thinking she is turning on 
them, but there is no time for petty arguments seeing as this is 
necessary for to hide from the enemy's detection. Even with the camo 
on though she could still be seen as a sort of haze as she moves so 
she tries to maneuvers herself carefully through the trees without 
causing too much of a disturbance. 

Already they are nearing the crash site of the Spartan Master Chief, 
they have been searching since early morning but due to Covenant air 
activity and malfunctioning locating devices, finding the missing 
"super soldier" have become a quite a chore. 

Now though with Covenant units landing on the planet they need to 
hurry and leave or be caught in a fight. She has confidence she can 
survive the encounter, but now she has to be considerate with the 
Marines that are under her charge. She can't rush into battle with 
them nor can she find it in her hearts to forsake them. They may be 
seen as useless to some extent, but she has to protect them best she 
can for they are her responsibility. 

In the back of her mind she thought of her past days of being a 
Zealot and how she only worked with higher ranked warriors. True 
there was often discrimination due to her gender, but they were able 
to function well enough and she needn't worry about them. Then again 
she never really like any of her past comrades, if they had fallen in 
battle because she wasn't watching she didn't know. And to be honest 
she isn't sure if she would have cared if they did die. 

She brushes that to the side when she detects voices up ahead. Her 
grip on her rifle loosen however when she recognizes the speakers as 
humans, or more specifically Johnson. 

Sure enough they push through the trees and found themselves in a 
small clearing. Resting at its center within a smoking crater is a 
Covenant escape pod. Judging from the way it had landed and how deep 
it had dug itself into the ground, Shress speculated that it must 
have lost control and simply fell from the sky, becoming more of a 
death trap than a life preserver. 

A shallow ditch is made from the pod and traveled away by a few 
units. Remembering how tough Michael's armor is, she winches slightly 
upon realizing that the occupant must have been flung from the craft 
and skidded across the jungle floor. 

She has been following the small trail before realizing it comes to a 
halt right before a group of humans. The Marines appear greatly 
similar compared to the squad she is leading except for two 
difference. One of the soldiers is wearing a cap, the Sergeant known 
as Johnson. The other exception was the Spartan. 

For a moment she thought it was Michael but quickly realizes that 
it's not him. His armor is overall green and his faceplate is orange, 
but Michael's has blue and white ribbons adorning his gear and, here 
she isn't sure if it annoyed her or not, the chief is evidently 



taller. Though she is still a head higher than Michael, the Chief 
seems to come up half way, beating her suitor by a few precious 
metrics . 

She loves her suitor as he is, but for some odd reason it agitates 
her that the Chief is taller than him. Maybe she just doesn't like 
the fact that somebody is capable at beating her suitor at something, 
even if it is one's features. 

She banishes the thought though, what her suitor may lack in height 
he makes up through his tender love for her. 

She is telling herself this as she rises and deactivates her cloak, 
she is so caught up in her thoughts that she barely sees the sudden 
movement happening in front of her. She looks up and at the moment 
her eye's met the Spartan's faceplate he moves. 

He sprints with great purpose as he pushes one of her Marine's aside 
while at the same time removing the soldier's pistol from his hip 
holster. She finally realizes what is happening, the Spartan is 
charging right at her. She is unprepared, she wasn't anticipating an 
attack from the front. 

"Chief wait!" she barely hears the Sergeant's cry as she raises her 
Carbine in an attempt to ward off the attack, but the Chief knocks it 
aside with his free hand before shoving the barrel of the gun through 
her jaws and banging it painfully against the roof of her mouth, 
disorienting her. 

In that splint second she realizes she is going die, she doesn't even 
have a chance to think. 

"The Zealot is-" 

Click . 

That small sound had a more everlasting effect than Johnson's 
shouting. The whole world seemed to have come to a standstill as the 
Marines watch in awe-struck horror, even Johnson doesn't seem to know 
what to do. 

Shress moves her eyes downward and feels them widen at what she 
sees . 

The Chief has frozen, but only because he felt it; the barrel of a 
rifle was pressed against his helmet. 

Slowly the Chief turns his head until he is looking over his shoulder 
and at whoever dared to threaten him. Standing on the opposite side 
of the weapon is possibly the last person anyone expected. 

Noble Six has his weapon trained on the Chief, there is no way he 
could kill him, but the meaning behind the gesture alone carries a 
lot of weight. 

A Spartan threatening another Spartan, such a thing has never been 
seen or heard of before. A frightening and crippling thought that the 
humans are witnessing now. 


There is no way to tell what they are thinking, but slowly the Chief 



speaks . 


"Lieutenant." Is all he says in a knowing tone, it wasn't a question, 
it was more like an acknowledgment. 

"Chief," answers the Spartan III, "Let her go, the Zealot is a 
f riendly . . . Lord Hood's orders." 

The tense moment stretches on, neither saying anything, probably 
having no idea what to say. 

Finally Johnson walks forward, grab Six's gun and tries to pull it 
away from the Chief. 

"Come on now," he says in an annoyed tone, "we've got enough trouble 
without you two trying to kill each other." 

The Chief regards Johnson for a moment. The Sergeant isn't a Spartan, 
but he has spent more time with the Chief than any other Marine 
throughout the war. Not to mention they had survived the Flood 
infestation together, twice. If there has ever been a field soldier 
who has earned the Chief's respects and trust, it was 
Johnson . 

Cautiously, almost reluctantly, the Master Chief removes the gun from 
Shress's mouth, allowing the female to huff and shake her head while 
moving her jaws in an attempt to work out the stiffness that her 
mandibles are suffering from having been kept still for so 
long . 

Upon seeing Shress's release. Six lowers his rifle, allowing the 
Chief to turn around fully and regards him. 

Shress watches in both anxiousness and fear. She hasn't been among 
humans long, but she can tell by the tension in the air that what 
Michael have just done something unthinkable. In the back of her mind 
she is panicking slightly for she knew part of the blame lies with 
her. Were it not for her and Michael's relationship he probably would 
have never considered doing what he had just done. Now she is left 
wondering if he will be punished for it. 

A sudden rustling catches their attention. Both Spartans and Zealot 
turns towards the sound with raised weapons, but relaxes when there 
is a shimmer and standing before them is the Arbiter. 

She and Michael lowered their arms, the Chief waits a moment before 
slowly following suit. 

She notices the Arbiter watching the Chief before snorting and says, 
"Were it so easy." 

_Indeed_, Shress thinks to herself, but in reality she is thankful 
that the tension has been broken and there has been no more acts of 
violenceaC i yet . 

The Arbiter then turns and starts lumbering off as he speaks, "We 
must go, the Brutes have our scents." 

Johnson releases his own little huff sound before taking a spare 
rifle from a Marine, "and they must love the smell of me." 



He then presents the weapon to the Chief who instantly takes it in 
favor over the small pistol he used earlier. He checks the weapon 
over before looking back at Michael. The two Spartans stared at one 
another before Johnson raps his knuckles against the Chief's 
arm . 

"Come on boys," he says with obvious impatience, "let's 
move . " 

Master Chief watches Six for a few more seconds before turning away 
and follows the Arbiter. After a while the Marines finally forces 
their stunned bodies to follow the Chief, some still nervously 
glancing between the Spartans. 

Soon it is just Shress and Michael in the clearing, the Sangheili 
watching her suitor as he stares into space with his rifle still 
gripped in his hands. 

"Michael?" she asks hesitantly. 

This brings him back as he looks at Shress. His orange visor stares 
at her for a moment before he looks away and motions with his 
weapon . 

"We should move," is all he mumbles. 

She wanted to protest, she knew the recent events have surprised and 
maybe even have upset him, but she sees the wisdom of his words. Now 
is not the time to be lovers, but to be warriors. 

She nods at him before turning and follows their comrade's trail. 
After a few steps, she hears the heavy footsteps coming up behind 
her, indication that her suitor is right behind him. 

* *Six POV** 

Hurdling over rocks, jumping from meters high ground and staying at 
an even jog with a struggling Marine is easy for Six. Such grueling 
acrobatics may be more than an average man can handle, but for him it 
is easy. This allows him to think a little in the back of his 
mind . 

His entire world is in a turmoil right now with what has just 
occurred. On one hand Shress was threatened and may have even come 
close to dying and on the other hand he just threaten to end the life 
of one of his own, the iconic Master Chief. His military career and 
Spartan family or ShressaC | both are his life, but today he was forced 
to make a choice and he did so without a second of hesitation. 

He loves Shress, he will fight and defend her to his last breath if 
he needs to. He doesn't regret it and if it was possible he would 
give up his life so hers will be spared any day. 

However his actions may have consequences. There are few Spartans 
left in the universe, in existence for all that he knows, he and the 
Chief may be the last ones alive. Despite his brutal war campaign and 
his experience. Six suddenly felt very small at the thought of being 
the last of his kind. He remembers when Shress remarked that the 
Spartans seems to have been made up of different breeds, this may 



prove true since the Chief appears to be more powerful than he (even 
though Six is more than willing to test that theory.) He needs to be 
working with the Chief, not be set to kill him at a moment's notice. 
It doesn't help with morale either, the Marines sees the Spartans as 
their only hope and today they watched as one of them nearly killed 
the other. 

Unconsciously, Six looks at the back of the Chief's helmet as the 
Spartan led the way with the Arbiter beside him while he and Shress 
secure the rear. 

He needs to speak with the Chief and sort this out, at the very least 
clear the air between them so that it does not hinder their fighting 
abilities. No doubt what has transpired goes well beyond the 
constraints of the word "awkward." 

He however comes to full alert when he picks up a familiar, but 
deadly sound. Shress perks up as well, seeming to have heard it at 
the same time. 

Sure enough, Johnson confirms their thoughts. 

"Phantom," he hisses over the comms, "get down!" 

They were walking in a long line within a curvy trail between two 
rock formation, upon hearing the orders the Marines duck to either 
side of the rocks and hunkered down as best they could. Six and the 
Chief presses their body against cover while Shress and Arbiter 
activate their camouflage. 

Carefully, a Covenant Phantom rises from over the next horizon 
directly in front of the human party. It swivels around its position 
for a bit before pointing towards its left and takes off in that 
direction. Six doesn't allow himself to breath until he knew for sure 
that the threat is gone. 

"We're going to get spotted if we stay in a group like this," Six 
speaks up, "we need to split up." 

Chief already answers as if it's his call. By this point it probably 
is . 

"Roger, rendezvous?" 

"The river," answers Johnson, "so who's on whose team?" 

It took a moment before Six realizes that Johnson is actually asking 
him about it. As a Lieutenant he outranks all the Marines, but he 
isn't sure if Shress or the Arbiter will take kindly to being given 
orders from a human. Still, he would prefer that the Marines that 
will separate into different groups will have some well experience 
soldiers as well. 

Finally the Spartan sighs as he looks at Shress and the 
Arbiter . 

"The two of you will go with Johnson and his team, " he instructs the 
Sangheili, "while the Chief and I lead the second, agreed." 


Shress is silent, but Arbiter nods his head. 



"Agreed," He says, "we shall support the Sergeant's men." 

Six feels slightly relieved, but his main concern turns towards the 
female in question. Shress has remain silent throughout, but she 
turns to regard Six with a single eye. They stare at one another 
before she bows her head in acceptance. 

The Spartan is unsure how to feel now. He wants Shress by his side, 
but after what happened earlier between her and the Chief he figures 
its best they give the Spartan II some space. In the back of his mind 
he wonders if this is what Shress ' s father meant when he said love 
can't survive on a battlefield. 

He has been at war for nearly all of his life and has proudly marched 
with his brothers and sisters next to him. He had no problems when it 
comes to going into combat with them, in fact he prefers to have them 
by his side than anyone else. Shress is different though. He knows 
she can handle herself but for some reason he just doesn't want her 
to be in danger. He knows it will be futile to argue with her though, 
there's no way she will ever agree to sit out on a fight. Especially 
when he is in it. 

"Alright then," Johnson's words brought Six out of his momentary 
relapse, "see you boys later." With that the Sergeant leads the way 
down a path to their left which should take them to the mouth of the 
river. The squad quickly files after them with the Arbiter at the 
front and Shress at the rear. 

Said female pauses and casts a brief look back at her suitor. She 
stares into his faceplate for a moment until she turns forward again 
and continues on. 

Six watches her go, desperately wishing he could be with her, but he 
has to remain professional, especially here. No point in him worrying 
the Marines under his care. 

He looks back at the squad before gesturing towards the path opposite 
of the one Johnson took earlier as he gives the command, "Move 
out . " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The journey is filled with twists, drops and a good deal of 
running. It much reminds Six of his time on Onyx during their 
occasional nature runs, they would have been pleasant if they didn't 
have to worry about their instructors tracking them while they tried 
to lose them, per the courses objective of course. <p> 

It is much similar in this case except it is far slower than what he 
is used to. He and the Chief could have easily sprinted through the 
foliage before the Covenant could deploy their troops. However they 
are forced to reduce their speed considerably for the Marine's sake. 
Despite the fact that the Spartans are in much heavier suits, the 
Marines are having trouble keeping up as is. Six has hardly broken a 
sweat whereas one young Marine looks ready to pass out. 

It is at moments like these does Six regards the standard soldier as 
a liability, despite their gung-ho attitude the Marines are still 
very much regular human beings. He also judges that the Chief is 



impatient as well for he keeps clenching and unclenching his fists, 
possibly trying to restrain his own agitation as they move forward 
meter by meter . 

The jungle holds vast obstacles that the Spartans could easily pass. 
They could climb up a rock wall, leap over fallen trees or drop from 
fifteen feet without a scratch. It takes the average human some 
considerable time to get pass these barriers, cursing as they do so. 
Six often finds himself playing sentry, watching over the Marines 
until they get past their current obstacle before they move on to the 
next . 

At the moment they have found another gully in their path that leads 
into a cavern. Six jumps directly down to the bottom and makes sure 
the tunnel in front is clear before signaling the Marines to follow 
him. Slowly the warriors slide themselves down the gulch while the 
Chief watches their rear, waiting for the last trooper to go down 
before following himself. 

While Six waits for the Marines, he finds himself wondering about 
Shress, the jungle has a unique beauty to it and it leaves him 
wondering what his alien girlfriend thinks about it. He wishes he is 
with her at the moment, to see her reactions and to answer any 
question she may have, but in general just to be in her presence 
would bring more than enough joy to his life. 

The ground shakes and there is an audible thud behind him, signal 
that the Chief has made it down. 

Six starts moving forward when he hears a Marine call out. 

"Hey Chief?" he says, "You alright?" 

Six pauses at this. All signs are pointing to something bad, Spartans 
never reveal their pain, it's against their nature unless they are 
suffering from something fatal. 

He turns around just in time to see the Chief. He is crouched on the 
floor, indication that he has successfully jumped and landed 
unharmed, but he remains where he is. Slowly, his helmet turns from 
side to side, as if he is either looking or seeing something 
strange . 

For a moment Six considers the possibility that the Chief is merely 
disorientated, but from what? He made it this far without revealing 
anything is wrong with his body and as far as Six can tell he is 
mentally sound. 

Still, the way he is looking around it reminds Six of a€ | himself . 

He suddenly thinks back to the Sangheili ship he was on and his 
visions of Melna. Appearing like an apparition at random moments, 
flicking in and out while bathe in shades of blue. Shress nor the 
Arbiter aren't suffering from any such visions like he is, but both 
Six and the Chief were held captive by the Gravemind the longest so 
is it possible that the Spartan II is seeing things as well? 

Driven by the thought, the Lieutenant makes his way back to the 
crouching Spartan who the Marines are now beginning to wearily 
regard . 



"Master Chief?" he asks. 


No response. Six remembers how confused and fearful he was when he 
first saw Melna, the product of something that could never be. What 
is Chief seeing? 

"Chief," Six says again, but more firmly. 

This proved effective as the indicated Spartan finally looks up at 
his commanding officer. Seeming to regain his bearings, the Chief 
stands up to his full height, not looking injured at all, but Six 
knows better. Psychological wounds can cut deeper than physical 
ones . 

"Chief?" Six asks once more. 

"I'm fine sir," the two meter giant finally responds. 

Six is quiet for a minute before giving only a nod. If experience has 
taught him anything, it's that the Chief won't speak until he knows 
that they are out of danger so there's no point in interrogating him 
on the battlefield. 

He turns back to the watching soldier and calls out, "alright move 
it, we're not that far now." 

The Marines release a chorus of "yes sir, " before scurrying further 
down the tunnel . Six glances at the Chief once more but the Spartan 
II doesn't acknowledge him before jogging after the squad. Seeing 
Chief back in working order spurs Six to follow as well. 

The cavern is barely big enough to accommodate the Spartans, but it 
isn't long before bright light is shining at the end of the tunnel. 
They slow their gait and approach cautiously, unsure of what they 
will find on the outside. 

The Spartan's visors though quickly adjusts to the light, enabling 
them to see first out before anyone else. 

They have made it to their objective, lying before them is the body 
of water that they have been searching for. It weaves through the 
foliage and releases a pleasant smell as liquid meets earth. 

Alongside the stream is a large structure that is only half way built 
with much construction supplies still in position. Six guess it's 
supposed to be a factory, possibly built around the twenty second 
century judging from its architectural design. 

Before he could dwell on this though, a loud rumble catches his 
attention and the small group looks up to see two pelicans hovering 
overhead, but slowly begin to descend. 

Their comms flicker to life before an all too familiar voice 
speaks . 

"Hah!" Johnson shouts, "beat you supermen, the first rounds on 
you . " 

There is a few chuckles among the Marines, lifting the moral a little 
bit so Six suppose he shouldn't pummel the Sergeant just 



yet . 


Instead he presses his comm link and ask, "Commander Shress, do you 
hear me?" 

"I am unsure if I am back to the rank of Commander Spartan," hearing 
her voice eases his nerves a bit, "but yes, we are all 
here . " 

"Right," jumps back in Johnson, "so hump it a little, let's get out 
of this mosquito mad house." 

Six agrees and is about to give the order to move forward when 
movement catches his eyes. 

Directly in front of them, a few feet beneath their position he sees 
the bushes close to the river shuffle, too much for the wind. Before 
he could point it out however, different colored shapes suddenly 
burst forth and begins firing upon the Pelican with plasma 
weapons . 

Realizing what is happening Six shouts, "Scout party! Marines open 
f ire ! " 

The soldiers were momentarily stun upon seeing the sudden appear of 
their enemy, but immediately leaps into action. They raise their 
rifles and fires. Due to their position the Covenant hadn't notice 
their presence until they started shooting, being up in an elevated 
place also helps a bit as well. 

The Covenant soldiers are instantly cut down as the leaves and bushes 
close to them explodes into blinding confetti, confusing the aliens. 
Six is able to identify the hostiles as a group of Grunts being led 
by Jackal commanders, not much but a Brute leading a much larger 
force must be nearby, the need to hurry and clear the landing zone 
before more trouble arrives. 

After a near minute of successful suppressive fire, the Jackals 
finally realizes what is happening and starts barking at their 
underlings. Slowly the remaining grunts now attempts to fight on two 
fronts, a losing fight but still dangerous. 

A burst of pink crystal came speeding at the humans, forcing most of 
them to duck except for the Chief and Six whose armor merely absorbed 
the blast. However there is a loud of cry of pain and Six turns to 
see a man lying not too far away, holding what's left of his exploded 
leg . 

This reminds Six that the Marines won't last long in the open, they 
need to hurry and put the Covenant down if they hope to get out in 
one piece. 

Six quickly took out grenades and lobs them at the enemy. Seeing what 
he is doing, the Chief mimics his actions and soon explosives are 
flying through the air, eliminating the enemy's strongpoint s . Those 
who remain behind their feeble cover are blown away, the few Grunts 
that squeals and tries to run are shot dead by the squad. 

Suddenly machine gun joins the fray as the Pelicans level off a few 
feet over the water and have their back doors open. Flight crew 



members are firing the large caliber bullets at the small targets, 
instantly tearing them limb from limb, it isn't long before an entire 
strip of land is covered in purple and blue gore. 


Seeing their opening. Six starts gesturing forward, "go, go, 
go ! " 

The Marines didn't need to be told twice as they start to sprint 
forward. Six and Chief moves with them, staying close to provide 
cover if needed. 

"Stop!" Johnson suddenly shouts, "get down!" 

Following the command, the squad threw themselves to the floor while 
the Spartans crouches down. A moment later the area where they were 
standing earlier is hounded by small explosions. Following the faint 
smoke trails. Six pinpoints the shooters; Brutes standing on top of 
the cement support of the factory building. Brute shots in 
hand . 

Knowing the devastation the weapons can cause to a closely pack of 
soldiers. Six is grateful for Johnson's warning. But now they are cut 
off, they have a stretch of open land ahead of them before making it 
to the Pelicans, they have to try and move inland to try and rescue 
the stranded Marines. This however is not advisable, especially when 
the enemy have grenades on hand, one lucky shot can bring their 
aircraft down. 

"Contacts!" a new voice screams, "Banshees in front!" 

Six is filled with horror when he realizes it's the pilot and turns 
just in time to see twin Banshees heading right for the hovering 
Pelicans . 

The human aircraft immediately tries to maneuver themselves so that 
they can align their weapons with their targets, but it's too late as 
the Covenant air craft fires. Giant green balls of chaotic energy 
slices through the air before hitting their targets. 

One Pelican's right wing is hit, causing the engine to catch on fire 
and sending it on a spiraling crash course beyond the river. The 
second Pelican gets hit directly in the cockpit . A woman shrill 
screams is all that is heard as the aircraft bucks violently as it 
too is blown off course. 

Over the net is a chaos of sounds and voices. 

"Get a hold of her!" 

"I'm trying ! " 

"Engines not responding!" 

"Negative we're going down! We're going-" 

The radio cuts off as the first Pelican disappears and a boom is 
heard . 

"Shress!" Six calls on the comm, "Shress can you hear me?" 



There is no response as Six feels his pulse increase and his body is 
racked with bone chilling shakes. 


"Shress!" he calls again in desperation. 

"Michael, " her voice is high and he can hear commotion in the 
background . 

"Shress can you hear me?" he asks as he takes cover behind a large 
boulder, a number of plasma now flying over his 
head . 

"Michael-we ' re-taking-too much-" Shress' s words are choppy, going in 
and out as the signal worsens. 

"Shress!" Six calls as he looks from behind his boulder, ignoring the 
balls of heat flying close to his helmet. He takes out his pistol and 
fires blindly into the fray, trying to suppress the enemy so he can 
locate the Pelican Shress is on. He finally sees the last human 
aircraft, struggling to stay in the air while smoke and flames spill 
out of its damaged side. 

"Shress!" he calls out once more, "can you hear 
me? ! " 

"-Michael-I-" 

Suddenly the entire right side of the ship explodes and right before 
the Spartan's eyes it drops like a stone and lands somewhere further 
in the jungle. The ground shakes as a huge geyser of smoke and flames 
shoots up high past the jungle's canopy. The static suddenly 
stopping, leaving nothing but the sound of empty air. 

"SHRESS ! " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>I am sorry to cut off here, but this is as much as I got 
done in a month, part two is still in the works . <strong> 

**Lastly, please check out author "Dante Frost" who wrote one of my 
newly favorite stories "The Hybrid of the Opera," it's a fantastic 
story of romance, mystery, crime, humor and terror with little to no 
mistake in its 15 chapters. A fabulous mix of dogs taking place as 
humans and a rather eerie version of a ghost story. If you're a fan 
of classic novels then this story won't disappoint, written extremely 
well and no confusion at all, this story left me in awe and I hope it 
will have the same on you. Story is located in my favorite stories 
listings on my profile. ** 


End 
f ile . 



